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INTEODUCTION. 


THOUGH  enjoying  a  wide  and  well-earned  reputation  in  America, 
it  has  often  struck  us  as  matter  of  regret  that  the  name  of  James 
Eussell  Lowell,  one  of  the  truest-hearted  poets  on  the  other  side 
of  the  Atlantic,  should  be  comparatively  so  little  known  here. 
Indeed,  we  very  much  question  if,  till  the  publication  of  the 
Biglow  Papers,  he  was  ever  accounted  in  England  as  anything 
better  than  a  minor  poet  of  America — a  nation  to  the  value  of 
whose  literary  efforts,  to  the  shame  of  our  ignorance  be  it  spoken, 
with  two  or  three  brilliant  exceptions,  John  Bull  has  all  along  been 
superciliously  disposed  to  attach  little  credit.  In  the  belief  that 
the  English  reading  public  has  only  to  become  acquainted  with 
our  author  to  love  and  admire  him,  as  one  whose  soul  goes  with 
his  work,  who,  like  the  olden  painters,  feels  the  religion  of  his 
art,  and  loves  that  art  for  art's  sake,  with  a  carefully  cultured 
mind  attuned  to  every  human  sympathy,  and  pure  as  a  mountain 
lake — the  present  publication  has  been  undertaken. 

In  the  truest  sense  of  that  much-abused  term,  Lowell  is  a  poet . 
He  has  rich  imagination,  striking  originality,  much  if  irregularly 
displayed  power,  broad  as  well  as  delicate  humour,  sparkling, 
never  ill-natured  satire,  touching  pathos,  strange  rhythmical 
facility,  and,  better  than  all  these,  that  strong  kindly  human 
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yearning  after  what  is  beautiful,  right,  and  true,  which  teaches 
him,  in  his  own  words — 

That  mankind  are  one  in  spirit,  and  an  instinct  bears  along 
Eound  the  earth's  electric  circle,  the  swift  flash  of  right  or  wrong. 

Born  in  1819  at  Cambridge,  Massaclrusetts,  he  inherited  from 
his  father,  the  Kev.  Charles  Lowell,  D.D.,  and  fromhis  grandfather, 
Judge  John  Lowell,  founder  of  the  'Lowell  Institute'  at  Boston, 
a  revered  name.  He  graduated  at  Harvard  University  in  1838, 
and  in  the  following  year  '  broke  ground'  with  a  Class  Poem  of 
some  promise.  After  studying  law,  which  must  have  been  to  one  of 
his  temperament  a  very  labour  of  Sisyphus,  he  was  called  to  the 
Bar  in  1840,  and  commenced  practice  in  Boston.  But  'the  law 
is,'  for  the  most  part,  'a  jealous  mistress,  and  will  brook  no  other;  ' 
and  so  thinking,  perhaps,  he  speedily  laid  down  his  law  books 
and  devoted  himself  entirely  to  literature.  In  1841  he  published 
A  Year's  Life — a  volume  of  poems  which,  we  believe,  has  never 
in  its  entirety  been  reprinted,  although  many  excerpts  from  it  on 
mature  revision  have  been  woven  into  subsequent  editions  of  his 
works.  In  the  beginning  of  1843,  in  conjunction  with  a  literary 
friend,  he  commenced  the  publication  of  The  Pioneer  :  A  Literary 
and  Critical  Magazine— which  failed,  less  from  inanition  than  from 
the  fact  of  its  flying  somewhat  too  far  above  the  heads  of ordinary 
readers  to  be  a  commercial  success.  Its  chief  contributors  were 
Lowell,  E.  A.  Poe,  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  Neal,  Story,  &c.  His 
next  venture  was  a  volume  of  poems,  published  in  1844,  and 
comprising,  besides  his  touching  Legend  of  Brittany,  his  Pro 
metheus,  far  less  classical  than  poor  P.  B.  Shelley's  Prometheus 
Unbound,  as  both  of  necessity  must  be  when  compared  with  the 
Prometheus  Bound  of.  ^Eschylus,  yet  breathing  the  very  spirit  of 
love,  fortitude,  and  faith  in  man's  ultimate  condition ;  Rhoecus, 
based  too  on  a  classic  model,  with  a  heartwarm  tenderness  per 
meating  it  which  is  all  his  own  ;  and  smaller  pieces,  among 
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which  were   Sonnets  to  Wendell  Phillips  and  J.  E.  Giddings, 
expressing  strong  anti-slavery  proclivities. 

His  next  production  was  a  medley  in  prose,  containing  Essays 
on  Chaucer,  Chapman,  Ford,  &e.,  poets  and  poetry  generally, 
and,  to  leaven  the  whole,  an  infusion  of  political  opinions, 
Abolitionist  diatribes  and  the  like.  A  second  series  of  his  poems, 
which  appeared  in  1848,  contained  that  noble  poem  The  Present 
Crisis,  which  stirred  the  heart  of  all  slavery-hating  Americans  like 
the  first  sounds  of  truth  breaking  over  the  land  trumpet -tongued. 
In  the  same  volume,  too,  were  the  nervous  lines,  On  the  Capture 
of  certain  Fugitive  Slaves  at  Washington.  In  the  same  year 
appeared  The  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal,  a  romanesque  lay  of  a  search 
for  the  Holy  Graal,  dream  saintly-dear  to  olden  chivalry,  over 
which  broods  a  spirit  of  love  of  his  kind,  tender  and  stainless  as 
a  mother's  over  her  unweaned  child  ;  and  the  now  famous  Biglow 
Papers,  which  for  pungent  satire,  irresistible  pushings  of  plain 
facts  to  drily  humorous,  coarsely  idiomatic,  yet  withal  undeniably 
logical  conclusions,  and  apparently  complete  subjection,  for  the 
time,  of  the  author's  individuality  to  that  of  the  supposed  speaker, 
Mr.  Hosea  Biglow,  is  possibly  unequalled.  Satirists  we  have  had 
with  savage  power  darkening  their  every  line.  We  think  here  of 
Swift's  fiendish  wit,  now  brutal  as  the  laugh  of  Caliban,  and  now 
lurid  as  lightning,  with  a  shudder.  We  think  of  Byron,  stung 
to  sarcasm  by  a  reviewer,  rushing  into  print  as  a  literary  pugilist 
and  winning  the  battle,  with  a  half  smile,  half  sigh.  But  we  see 
in  the  first  the  outpourings  of  a  foul-mouthed  hater  of  his  kind, 
and  in  the  second  the  ebullition  of  a  boy's  wounded  vanity.  In 
the  Biglow  Papers  it  is  far  otherwise.  Mainly  directed  against 
slavery  and  the  war  with  Mexico  in  1846-7,  there  underlies  all 
that  spirit  of  human  sympathy  before  adverted  to  ;  and  the  satire 
is  more  like  that  of  a  friend  who  wishes  to  point  a  mistake  out 
to  you,  with  a  dry  chuckle  and  a  twinkle  of  the  eye,  than  like 
aught  intended  to  be  personally  insulting. 
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In  1848  appeared,  also  anonymously,  A  Fable  for  the  Critics, 
a  playful  satire  on  living  American  authors,  evincing  a  fine 
spirit  of  subtle  criticism  and  an  occasional  vein  of  laughing 
irony,  which  no  other  man  pei'haps  but  gentle  James  Eussell 
Lowell  could  have  essayed  without  making  enemies  for  life, 
when  the  author's  name  transpired,  of  one  and  all  of  those 
coming  under  his  notice.  The  man  who  could  pen  A  Fable  for 
the  Critics  and  the  Biglow  Papers  on  the  one  hand,  and  so  sweet 
an  ideal  portrait  as  Irene  on  the  other,  need  fear  little  chance  of 
a  cool  reception  from  any  true  lovers  of  poetry  in  England  (and, 
thank  Heaven,  in  spite  of  no  little  base  coin  that  has  of  late 
years  been  forced  into  partial  circulation,  popular  taste  is  fast 
improving  in  this  respect) :  who  can  tell  the  true  ring  of  the  right 
metal  from  the  dull  jingle  of  its  counterfeit  c'est  le  ton  qui  fait 
la  musique  ? 

In  July  1851  he  travelled  in  Europe,  visiting  this  country  as 
well  as  France,  Italy,  and  Switzerland.  In  December  1852  he 
returned  home,  and  in  1854-5  he  delivered  a  course  of  twelve 
lectures  on  the  British  Poets,  which  met,  as  it  deserved,  a 
thoroughly  appreciative  reception.  On  H.  W.  Longfellow's  re 
signation  he  succeeded  his  brother  poet  at  Harvard  University  in 
the  chair  of  Professor  of  Modern  Languages  and  Belles  Lettres. 
To  show  the  thorough  earnestness  of  the  man,  we  may  add  that 
he  then  went  again  to  Europe,  where  he  studied  for  some  time  at 
Dresden  and  other  places,  to  qualify  himself  for  the  office. 

As  a  writer  for  American  periodicals  he  has  distinguished 
himself,  and  the  London  Daily  News  has  been  indebted  to  his 
fertile  pen  for  some  of  its  best  Transatlantic  communications. 

Such  a  man  is  Lowell,  whom  we  wish  our  readers  to  take 
to  their  hearts  as  a  poet  pure  and  simple,  who  has  never 
written  a  line  which — so  far  as  its  intention  or  tone  goes — '  dying 
he  need  wish  to  blot,'  as  has  been  truly  observed  by  a  discrimi 
nating  English  critic. 


INTRODUCTION.  Vll 

In  dealing  with  the  sentiment  of  love  rather  than  with  the 
passion,  he  may  not  equal  the  expectations  of  those  readers  who 
prefer  sensuous  strength  to  ethereal  beauty.  In  his  sad  under 
tones  he  goes  straight  to  the  Fountain  of  Tears,  known  best  to  those 
who  have  felt  what  it  is  to  love  and  lose,  to  live  to  see  something 
that  had  twined  round  the  tendrils  of  their  heart  drop  out  of 

their  life— 

As  if  a  lark  should  suddenly  drop  dead 
While  the  blue  air  yet  trembled  with  its  song. 

But  his  sadness  is  a  holy,  self-purifying  thing,  unlike  the 
wailing,  remorseful,  funereal  misery  of  Poe.  The  shadow  of  the 
graveyard  cypress  may  fall  at  times  athwart  Lowell's  soul;  but 
with  Tennyson  he  feels  the  sacred  truth  of  the  lesson  which  God 
teaches  by  Sorrow's  lore  to  the  hearts  of  the  bereaved — 

'Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost 
Than  never  to  have  loved  at  all. 

You  can  trace  this  spirit  in  his  Requiem,  and  wheresoever  you 
can  see  that  sorrow  has  passed  that  way  in  a  life  which  the  loss 
of  his  fair  young  wife,  herself  a  poetess  of  promise,  some  twelve 
years  ago,  must  have  darkened. 

Were  we  writing  a  review  in  place  of  an  introduction,  we  might 
have  occasionally  to  take  exceptions  to  his  neglect  of  compression. 
We  might  remind  him  that,  as  gold  beaten  out  loses  in  breadth  and 
solidity  what  it  gains  in  length,  so  an  author  may  indulge  in  '  wire 
drawing'  a  fine  idea  till  its  strength  is  broken  and  its  value 
deteriorated. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  our  task  is  done  :  and  if  our  readers  derive 
half  the  pure,  heart-refreshing  pleasure  from  a  perusal  of  Lowell's 
Poems  that  we  ourselves  have  over  and  over  again  experienced, 
they  will  have  a  reading  of  delight,  even  as  we  have  had  a 
labour  of  love. 

W.  B.  B.  STEVENS. 
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THRENODIA. 

GONE,  gone  from  us  !  and  shall  we  see 
Those  sibyl-leaves  of  destiny, 
Those  calm  eyes,  nevermore  ? 
Those  deep,  dark  eyes  so  warm  and  bright, 
Wherein  the  fortunes  of  the  man 
Lay  slumbering  in  prophetic  light, 
In  characters  a  child  might  scan  ? 
So  bright,  and  gone  forth  utterly ! 
O  stern  word — Nevermore  ! 

The  stars  of  those  two  gentle  eyes 
Will  shine  no  more  on  earth ; 
Quenched  are  the  hopes  that  had  their  birth, 
As  we  watched  them  slowly  rise, 
Stars  of  a  mother's  fate  ; 
And  she  would  read  them  o'er  and  o'er, 
Pondering  as  she  sate, 
Over  their  dear  astrology, 
Which  she  had  conned  and  conned  before, 
Deeming  she  needs  must  read  aright 
What  was  writ  so  passing  bright. 
And  yet,  alas  !   she  knew  not  why, 
Her  voice  would  falter  in  its  song, 
And  tears  would  slide  from  out  her  eye, 
Silent,  as  they  were  doing  wrong. 

0  stern  word — Nevermore  ! 

The  tongue  that  scarce  had  learned  to  claim 
An  entrance  to  a  mother's  heart 
By  that  dear  talisman,  a  mother's  name, 
Sleeps  all  forgetful  of  its  art ! 

1  loved  to  see  the  infant  soul 
(How  mighty  in  the  weakness 
Of  its  untutored  meekness  !) 
Peep  timidly  from  out  its  nest, 
His  lips,  the  while, 

Fluttering  with  half-fledged  words, 
1 


THRENODIA. 

Or  hushing  to  a  smile 

That  more  than  words  expressed, 

When  his  glad  mother  on  him  stole 

And  snatched  him  to  her  breast ! 

O,  thoughts  were  brooding  in  those  eyes, 

That  would  have  soared  like  strong- winged  birds 

Far,  far,  into  the  skies, 

Gladding  the  earth  with  song, 

And  gushing  harmonies, 

Had  he  but  tarried  with  us  long  ! 

0  stern  word — Nevermore ! 

How  peacefully  they  rest, 
Crossfolded  there 
Upon  his  little  breast, 

Those  small,  white  hands  that  ne'er  were  still  before, 
But  ever  sported  with  his  mother's  hair, 
Or  the  plain  cross  that  on  her  breast  she  wore  ! 
Her  heart  no  more  will  beat 
To  feel  the  touch  of  that  soft  palm, 
That  ever  seemed  a  new  surprise, 
Sending  glad  thoughts  up  to  her  eyes 
To  bless  him  with  their  holy  calm, — 
Sweet  thoughts !  they  made  her  eyes  as  sweet. 
How  quiet  are  the  hands 
That  wove  those  pleasant  bands ! 
But  that  they  do  not  rise  and  sink 
With  his  calm  breathing,  I  should  think 
That  he  were  dropped  asleep. 
Alas  !  too  deep,  too  deep 
Is  this  his  slumber ! 
Time  scarce  can  number 
The  years  ere  he  will  wake  again. 
O,  may  we  see  his  eyelids  open  then ! 
O  stern  word — Nevermore ! 

As  the  airy  gossamere, 
Floating  in  the  sunlight  clear, 
Where'er  it  toucheth  clinge'th  tightly, 
Round  glossy  leaf  or  stump  unsightly, 
So  from  his  spirit  wandered  out 
Tendrils  spreading  all  about, 
Knitting  all  things  to  its  thrall 
With  a  perfect  love  of  all : 
0  stern  word — Nevermore  ! 

He  did  but  float  a  little  way 
Adown  the  stream  of  time, 
With  dreamy  eyes  watching  the  ripples  play, 
Or  listening  their  fairy  chime ; 
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His  slender  sail 

Ne'er  felt  the  gale  ; 

He  did  but  float  a  little  way, 

And,  putting  to  the  shore 

While  yet  'twas  early  day, 

Went  calmly  on  his  way, 

To  dwell  with  us  no  more ! 

No  jarring  did  he  feel, 

No  grating  on  his  vessel's  keel ; 

A  strip  of  silver  sand 

Mingled  the  waters  with  the  land 

Where  he  was  seen  no  more  : 

O  stern  word — Nevermore  ! 

Full  short  his  journey  was ;  no  dust 
Of  earth  unto  his  sandals  clave ; 
The  weary  weight  that  old  men  must, 
He  bore  not  to  the  grave. 
He  seemed  a  cherub  who  had  lost  his  way 
And  wandered  hither,  so  his  stay 
With  us  was  short,  and  'twas  most  moot- 
That  he  should  be  no  delver  in  earth's  clod, 
Nor  need  to  pause  and  cleanse  his  feet 
To  stand  before  his  God : 
0  blest  word — Evermore  ! 
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THE  sea  is  lonely,  the  sea  is  dreary, 
The  sea  is  restless  and  uneasy  ; 
Thou  seekest  quiet,  thou  art  weary, 
AVandering  thou  knowest  not  whither  ; — 
Our  little  isle  is  green  and  breezy, 
Come  and  rest  thee !  0  come  hither ; 
Come  to  this  peaceful  home  of  ours, 

Where  evermore 

The  low  west-wind  creeps  panting  up  the  shore 
To  be  at  rest  among  the  flowers ; 
Full  of  rest,  the  green  moss  lifts, 

As  the  dark  waves  of  the  sea 
Draw  in  and  out  of  rocky  rifts, 

Calling  solemnly  to  thee 
With  voices  deep  and  hollow, — 
'  To  the  shore 
Follow !  0,  follow ! 
To  be  at  rest  for  evermore  ! 
For  evermore ! ' 


THE    SIRENS. 

Look  how  the  gray  old  Ocean 
From  the  depth  of  his  heart  rejoices, 
Heaving  with  a  gentle  motion, 
When  he  hears  our  restful  voices  ; 
List  how  he  sings  in  an  tmder-tone, 
Chiming  with  our  melody ; 
And  all  sweet  sounds  of  earth  and  air 
Melt  into  one  low  voice  alone, 
That  murmurs  over  the  weary  sea, 
And  seems  to  sing  from  everywhere, — 
'  Here  mayst  thou  harbour  peacefully, 
Here  mayst  thou  rest  from  the  aching  oar ; 

Turn  thy  curved  prow  ashore, 
And  in  our  green  isle  rest  for  evermore  ! 

For  evermore ! ' 

And  Echo  half  wakes  in  the  wooded  hill, 
And,  to  her  heart  so  calm  and  deep, 
Murmurs  over  in  her  sleep, 
Doubtfully  pausing  and  murmuring  still, 
'  Evermore ! ' 

Thus,  on  Life's  weary  sea, 
Heareth  the  marinere 
Voices  sweet,  from  far  and  near, 
Ever  singing  low  and  clear, 
Ever  singing  longingly. 

Is  it  not  better  here  to  be, 
Than  to  be  toiling  late  and  soon  ? 
In  the  dreary  night  to  see 
Nothing  but  the  blood-red  moon 
Go  tip  and  down  into  the  sea  ; 
Or,  in  the  loneliness  of  day,  * 

To  see  the  still  seals  only 
Solemnly  lift  their  faces  gray, 

Making  it  yet  more  lonely  ? 
Is  it  not  better,  than  to  hear 
Only  the  sliding  of  the  wave 
Beneath  the  plank,  and  feel  so  Hear 
A  cold  and  lonely  grave, 
A  restless  grave,  where  thou  shalt  lie 
Even  in  death  unquietly  ? 
Look  down  beneath  thy  wave-worn  bark, 

Lean  over  the  side  and  see 
The  leaden  eye  of  the  sidelong  shark 
Upturned  patiently, 

Ever  waiting  there  forjthee  : 
Look  down  and  see  those  shapeless  forms, 

Which  ever  keep  their  dreamless  sleep 

Far  down  within  the  gloomy  deep, 
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And  only  stir  themselves  in  storms, 
Bising  like  islands  from  beneath, 
And  snorting  through  the  angry  spray, 
As  the  frail  vessel  perisheth 
In  the  whirls  of  their  unwieldy  play  ; 

Look  down  !     Look  down ! 
Upon  the  seaweed,  slimy  and  dark, 
That  waves  its  arms  so  lank  and  brown, 

Beckoning  for  thee ! 

Look  down  beneath  thy  wave -worn  bark 
Into  the  cold  depth  of  the  sea ! 
Look  down !     Look  down ! 

Thus,  on  Life's  lonely  sea, 
Heareth  the  marinere 
Voices  sad,  from  far  and  near, 
Ever  singing  full  of  fear, 
Ever  singing  drearfully. 

Here  all  is  pleasant  as  a  dream  ; 
The  wind  scarce  shaketh  down  the  dew, 
The  green  grass  floweth  like  a  stream 
Into  the  ocean's  blue ; 

Listen !  0,  listen  ! 
Here  is  a  gush  of  many  streams, 

A  song  of  many  birds, 
And  every  wish  and  longing  seems 
Lulled  to  a  numbered  flow  of  words, — 

Listen!  0,  listen! 
Here  ever  hum  the  golden  bees 
Underneath  full-blossomed  trees, 
At  once  with  glowing  fruit  and  flowers  crowned ; — 
The  sand  is  so  smooth,  the  yellow  sand, 
That  thy  keel  will  not  grate  as  it  touches  the  land  ; 
All  around  with  a  slumberous  sound, 
The  singing  waves  slide  up  the  strand, 
And  there,  where  the  smooth,  wet  pebbles  be, 
The  waters  gurgle  longingly, 
As  if  they  fain  would  seek  the  shore, 
To  be  at  rest  from  the  ceaseless  roar, 
To  be  at  rest  for  evermore, — 
For  evermore. 

Thus,  on  Life's  gloomy  sea, 

Heareth  the  marinere 

Voices  sweet,  from  far  and  near, 

Ever  singing  in  his  ear, 

'  Here  is  rest  and  peace  for  thee ! ' 
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HERS  is  a  spirit  deep,  and  crystal- clear ; 
Calmly  beneath  her  earnest  face  it  lies, 
Free  without  boldness,  meek  without  a  fear, 
Quicker  to  look  than  speak  its  sympathies  ; 
Far  down  into  her  large  and  patient  eyes 
I  gaze,  deep-drinking  of  the  infinite, 
As,  in  the  mid-watch  of  a  clear,  still  night, 
I  look  into  the  fathomless  blue  skies. 

So  circled  lives  she  with  Love's  holy  light, 
That  from  the  shade  of  self  she  walketh  free  ; 
The  garden  of  her  soul  still  keepeth  she 
An  Eden  where  the  snake  did  never  enter ; 
She  hath  a  natural,  wise  sincerity, 
A  simple  truthfulness,  and  these  have  lent  her 
A  dignity  as  moveless  as  the  centre  ; 
So  that  no  influence  of  earth  can  stir 
Her  steadfast  courage,  nor  can  take  away 
The  holy  peacefulness,  which,  night  and  day, 
Unto  her  queenly  soul  doth  minister. 

Most  gentle  is  she  ;  her  large  charity 
(An  all  unwitting,  childlike  gift  in  her) 
Not  freer  is  to  give  than  meek  to  bear  ; 
And,  though  herself  not  tinacquaint  with  care, 
Hath  in  her  heart  wide  room  for  all  that  be, — 
Her  heart  that  hath  no  secrets  of  its  own, 
But  open  is  as  eglantine  full  blown. 
Cloudless  for  ever  is  her  brow  serene, 
Speaking  calm  hope  and  trust  within  her,  whence 
Welleth  a  noiseless  spring  of  patience, 
That  keepeth  all  her  life  so  fresh,  so  green 
And  full  of  holiness,  that  every  look, 
The  greatness  of  her  woman's  soul  revealing, 
Unto  me  bringeth  blessing,  and  a  feeling 
As  when  I  read  in  God's  own  holy  book. 

A  graciousness  in  giving  that  doth  make 
The  small' st  gift  greatest,  and  a  sense  most  meek 
Of  worthiness,  that  doth  not  fear  to  take 
From  others,  but  which  always  fears  to  speak 
Its  thanks  in  utterance,  for  the  giver's  sake ; — 
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The  deep  religion  of  a  thankful  heart, 

Which  rests  instinctively  in  Heaven's  law 

With  a  full  peace,  that  never  can  depart 

From  its  own  steadfastness  ; — a  holy  awe 

For  holy  things, — not  those  which  men  call  holy, 

But  such  as  are  revealed  to  the  eyes 

Of  a  true  woman's  soul  bent  down  and  lowly 

Before  the  face  of  daily  mysteries  ; — 

A  love  that  blossoms  soon,  but  ripens  slowly 

To  the  full  goldenness  of  fruitful  prime, 

Enduring  with  a  firmness  that  defies 

All  shallow  tricks  of  circumstance  and  time, 

By  a  sure  insight  knowing  where  to  cling, 

And  where  it  clingeth  never  withering ; — 

These  are  Irene's  dowry,  which  no  fate 

Can  shake  from  their  serene,  deep-builded  state. 

In-seeing  sympathy  is  hers,  which  chasteneth 
No  less  than  loveth,  scorning  to  be  bound 
With  fear  of  blame,  and  yet  which  ever  hasteneth 
To  pour  the  balm  of  kind  looks  on  the  "wound, 
If  they  be  wounds  which  such  sweet  teaching  makes, 
Giving  itself  a  pang  for  others'  sakes ; 
No  want  of  faith,  that  chills  with  sidelong  eye, 
Hath  she  ;  no  jealousy,  no  Levite  pride 
That  passeth  by  upon  the  other  side ; 
For  in  her  soul  there  never  dwelt  a  lie. 
Right  from  the  hand  of  God  her  spirit  came 
Unstained,  and  she  hath  ne'er  forgotten  whence 
It  came,  nor  wandered  far  from  thence, 
But  laboureth  to  keep  her  still  the  same, 
Near  to  her  place  of  birth,  that  she  may  not 
Soil  her  white  raiment  with  an  earthly  spot. 

Yet  sets  she  not  her  soul  so  steadily 
Above,  that  she  forgets  her  ties  to  earth, 
But  her  whole  thought  would  almost  seem  to  be 
How  to  make  glad  one  lowly  human  hearth ; 
For  with  a  gentle  courage  she  doth  strive 
In  thought  and  word  and  feeling  so  to  live 
As  to  make  earth  next  heaven  ;  and  her  heart 
Herein  doth  show  its  most  exceeding  worth, 
That,  bearing  in  our  frailty  her  just  part, 
She  hath  not  shrunk  from  evils  of  this  life, 
But  hath  gone  calmly  forth  into  the  strife, 
And  all  its  sins  and  sorrows  hath  withstood 
With  lofty  strength  of  patient  womanhood : 
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For  this  I  love  her  great  soul  more  than  all, 
That,  being  bound,  like  us,  with  earthly  thrall, 
She  walks  so  bright  and  heaven-like  therein, — 
Too  wise,  too  meek,  too  womanly,  to  sin. 

Like  a  lone  star  through  riven  storm-clouds  seen 
By  sailors,  tempest-toss'd  upon  the  sea, 
Telling  of  rest  and  peaceful  heavens  nigh, 
Unto  my  soul  her  star-like  soul  hath  been, 
Her  sight  as  full  of  hope  and  calm  to  me ; — 
For  she  unto  herself  hath  builded  high 
A  home  serene,  wherein  to  lay  her  head, 
Earth's  noblest  thing,  a  Woman  perfected. 

1840. 


SERENADE. 

FKOM  the  close-shut  windows  gleams  no  spark, 
The  night  is  chilly,  the  night  is  dark, 
The  poplars  shiver,  the  pine-trees  moan, 
My  hair  by  the  autumn  breeze  is  blown, 
Under  thy  window  I  sing  alone, 
Alone,  alone,  ah  woe !  alone  ! 

The  darkness  is  pressing  coldly  around, 
The  windows  shake  with  a  lonely  sound, 
The  stars  are  hid  and  the  night  is  drear, 
The  heart  of  silence  throbs  in  thine  ear, 
In  thy  chamber  thou  sittest  alone, 
Alone,  alone,  ah  woe !  alone ! 

The  world  is  happy,  the  world  is  wide, 
Kind  hearts  are  beating  on  every  side  ; 
Ah,  why  should  we  lie  so  coldly  curled 
Alone  in  the  shell  of  this  great  world  ? 
Why  should  we  any  more  be  alone  ? 
Alone,  alone,  ah  woe !  alone ! 

0,  'tis  a  bitter  and  dreary  word, 
The  saddest  by  man's  ear  ever  heard  ! 
We  each  are  young,  we  each  have  a  heart, 
Why  stand  we  ever  coldly  apart  ? 
Must  we  for  ever,  then,  be  alone  ? 
Alone,  alone,  ah  woe  !  alone ! 

1840. 


WITH    A   TRESSED    FLOWER. 

WITH  A;  PRESSED  FLOWER. 

THIS  little  flower  from  afar 
Hath  come  from  other  lands  to  thine  ; 
For,  once,  its  white  and  drooping  star 
Could  see  its  shadow  in  the  Khine. 

Perchance  some  fair-haired  German  maid 
Hath  plucked  one  from  the  self-same  stalk, 
And  numbered  over,  half  nfraid, 
Its  petals  in  her  evening  walk. 

:  He  loves  me,  loves  me  not,'  she  cries ; 
He  loves  me  more  than  earth  or  heaven ! ' 
And  then  glad  tears  have  filled  her  eyes 
To  find  the  number  was  uneven. 
And  thou  must  count  its  petals  well, 
Because  it  is  a  gift  from  me  ; 
And  the  last  one  of  all  shall  tell 
Something  I've  often  told  to  thee. 

But  here  at  home,  where  we  were  born, 
Thou  wilt  find  flowers  just  as  true, 
Down-bending  every  summer  morn 
With  freshness  of  New -England  dew. 

For  Nature,  ever  kind  to  love, 

Hath  granted  them  the  same  sweet  tongue, 

Whether  with  German  skies  above, 

Or  here  our  granite  rocks  among. 

1840. 


THE  BEGGAR. 

A  BEGGAR  through  the  world  am  I, — 
From  place  to  place  I  wander  by. 
Fill  up  my  pilgrim's  scrip  for  me, 
For  Christ's  sweet  sake  and  charity ! 

A  little  of  thy  steadfastness, 

Bounded  with  leafy  gracefulness, 

Old  oak,  give  me, — 

That  the  world's  blasts  may  round  me  blow, 

And  I  yield  gently  to  and  fro, 

While  my  stout-hearted  trunk  below 

And  firm-set  roots  unshaken  be. 

Some  of  thy  stern,  unyielding  might, 
Enduring  still  through  day  and  night 
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Elide  tempest-shock  and  withering  blight, — 

That  I  may  keep  at  bay 

The  changeful  April  sky  of  chance 

And  the  strong  tide  of  circumstance, — 

Give  me,  old  granite  gray 

Some  of  thy  pensiveness  serene, 

Some  of  thy  never-dying  green, 

Put  in  this  scrip  of  mine, — 

That  griefs  may  fall  like  snow-flakes  light, 

And  deck  me  in  a  robe  of  white, 

Eeady  to  be  an  angel  bright, — 

0  sweetly-mournful  pine. 

A  little  of  thy  merriment, 
Of  thy  sparkling,  light  content, 
Give  me,  my  cheerful  brook, — 
That  I  may  still  be  full  of  glee 
And  gladsomeness,  where'er  I  be, 
Though  fickle  fate  hath  prisoned  me 
In  some  neglected  nook. 

Ye  have  been  very  kind  and  good 
To  me,  since  I've  been  in  the  wood  ; 
Ye  have  gone  nigh  to  fill  my  heart ; 
But  good-bye,  kind  friends,  every  one, 
I've  far  to  go  ere  set  of  sun  ; 
Of  all  good  things  I  would  have  part, 
The  day  was  high  ere  I  could  start, 
And  so  my  journey's  scarce  begun. 

Heaven  help  me!  how  could  I  forget 
To  beg  of  thee,  dear  violet ! 
Some  of  thy  modesty, 
That  blossoms  here  as  well,  unseen, 
As  if  before  the  world  thou'dst  been, 
0,  give,  to  strengthen  me. 

1839. 

MY  LOVE. 

i 

NOT  as  all  other  women  are 
Is  she  that  to  my  soul  is  dear ; 
Her  glorious  fancies  come  from  far, 
Beneath  the  silver  evening-star, 
And  yet  her  heart  is  ever  near. 

ii 

Great  feelings  hath  she  of  her  own, 
Which  lesser  souls  may  never  know ; 
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God  giveth  them  to  her  alone, 
And  sweet  they  are  as  any  tone 
Wherewith  the  wind  may  choose  to  blow. 

m 

Yet  in  herself  she  dwelleth  not 
Although  no  home  were  half  so  fair  ; 
No  simplest  duty  is  forgot, 
Life  hath  no  dim  and  lowly  spot 
That  doth  not  in  her  sunshine  share. 

rv 

She  doeth  little  kindnesses, 
Which  most  leave  undone,  or  despise ; 
For  nought  that  sets  one  heart  at  ease, 
And  giveth  happiness  or  peace, 
Is  low-esteemed  in  her  eyes. 

v 

She  hath  no  scorn  of  common  things, 
And,  though  she  seem  of  other  birth, 
Kound  us  her  heart  entwines  and  clings, 
And  patiently  she  folds  her  wings 
To  tread  the  humble  paths  of  earth. 

VI 

Blessing  she  is :  God  made  her  so, 

And  deeds  of  weekday  holiness 

Fall  from  her  noiseless  as  the  snow,  , 

Nor  hath  she  ever  chanced  to  know 

That  aught  were  easier  than  to  bless. 

VII 

She  is  most  fair,  and  thereunto 
Her  life  doth  rightly  harmonize  ; 
Feeling  or  thought  that  was  not  true 
Ne'er  made  less  beautiful  the  blue 
Unclouded  heaven  of  her  eyes. 

vni 

She  is  a  woman  :  one  in  whom 
'   The  spring-time  of  her  childish  years 
Hath  never  lost  its  fresh  perfume, 
Though  knowing  well  that  life  hath  room 
For  many  blights  and  many  tears. 

IX 

I  love  her  with  a  love  as  still 
As  a  broad  river's  peaceful  might, 
Which,  by  high  tower  and  lowly  mill, 
Goes  wandering  at  its  own  will, 
And  yet  doth  ever  flow  aright. 
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X 

And,  on  its  full,  deep  breast  serene, 

Like  quiet  isles  my  duties  lie  ; 

It  flows  around  them  and  between, 

And  makes  them  fresh  and  fair  and  green, 

Sweet  homes  wherein  to  live  and  die. 

1840. 


SUMMER  STORM. 

UNTREMULOUS  in  the  river  clear, 
Towards  the  sky's  image,  hangs  the  imaged  bridge ; 

So  still  the  air  that  I  can  hear 
The  slender  clarion  of  the  unseen  midge  ; 

Out  of  the  stillness,  with  a  gathering  creep, 
Like  rising  wind  in  leaves,  which  now  decreases, 
Now  lulls,  now  swells,  and  all  the  while  increases, 

The  huddling  trample  of  a  drove  of  sheep 
Tilts  the  loose  planks,  and  then  as  gradually  ceases 

In  dust  on  the  other  side  ;  life's  emblem  deep, 
A  confused  noise  between  two  silences, 
Finding  at  last  in  dust  precarious  peace. 
On  the  wide  marsh  the  purple-blossomed  grasses 

Soak  up  the  sunshine  ;  sleeps  the  brimming  tide, 
Save  when  the  wedge-shaped  wake  in  silence  passes 

Of  some  slow  water-rat,  whose  sinuous  glide 

"Wavers  the  long  green  sedge's  shades  from  side  to  side 
But  up  the  west,  like  a  rock-shivered  surge, 

Climbs  a  great  cloud  edged  with  sun-whitened  spray  ; 
Huge  whirls  of  foam  boil  toppling  o'er  its  verge, 

And  falling  still  it  seems,  and  yet  it  climbs  alway. 

Suddenly  all  the  sky  is  hid 
As  with  the  shutting  of  a  lid, 
One  by  one  great  drops  are  falling 

Doubtful  and  slow, 
Down  the  pane  they  are  crookedly  crawling,    , 

And  the  wind  breathes  low ; 
Slowly  the  circles  widen  on  the  river, 
Widen  and  mingle,  one  and  all ; 
Here  and  there  the  slenderer  flowers  shiver, 
Struck  by  an  icy  rain-drop's  fall. 

Now  on  the  hills  I  hear  the  thunder  mutter, 

The  wind  is  gathering  in  the  west ; 
The  upturned  leaves  first  whiten  and  flutter, 

Then  droop  to  a  fitful  rest ; 
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Up  from  the  stream  with  sluggish  flap 

Struggles  the  gull  and  floats  away; 
Nearer  and  nearer  rolls  the  thunder-clap, — 

We  shall  not  see  the  sun  go  down  to-day  : 
Now  leaps  the  wind  on  the  sleepy  marsh, 

And  tramples  the  grass  with  terrified  feet, 
The  startled  river  turns  leaden  and  harsh. 

You  can  hear  the  quick  heart  of  the  tempest  beat. 

Look !  look  !  that  livid  flash  ! 
And  instantly  follows  the,  rattling  thunder, 
As  if  some  cloud  crag,  split  asunder, 

Fell,  splintering  with  a  ruinous  crash, 
On  the  Earth,  which  crouches  in  silence  under ; 

And  now  a  solid  gray  wall  of  rain 
Shuts  off  the  landscape,  mile  by  mile  ; 

For  a  breath's  space  I  see  the  blue  wood  again, 
And,  ere  the  next  heart-beat,  the  wind-hurled  pile, 
That  seemed  but  now  a  league  aloof, 
Bursts  crackling  o'er  the  sun-parched  roof ; 
Against  the  windows  the  storm  comes  dashing, 
Through  tattered  foliage  the  hail  tears  crashing, 
The  blue  lightning  flashes, 
The  rapid  hail  clashes, 
The  white  waves  are  tumbling, 

And,  in  one  baffled  roar, 
Like  the  toothless  sea  mumbling 
A  rock-bristled  shore. 
The  thunder  is  rumbling 
And  crashing  and  crumbling, — 
Will  silence  return  never  more  ? 

Hush !     Still  as  death, 
The  tempest  holds  his  breath 
As  from  a  sudden  will ; 
The  rain  stops  short,  but  from  the  eaves 
You  see  it  drop,  and  hear  it  from  the  leaves, 
All  is  so  bodingly  still ; 

Again,  now,  now,  again 
Plashes  the  rain  in  heavy  gouts, 
The  crinkled  lightning 
Seems  ever  brightening, 

And  loud  and  long 
Again  the  thunder  shouts 

His  battle-song, — 
One  quivering  flash, 
One  wildering  crash, 
Followed  by  silence  dead  and  dull, 
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As  if  the  cloud,  let  go, 
Leapt  bodily  below 

To  whelm  the  earth  in  one  mad  overthrow, 
And  then  a  total  lull. 

Gone,  gone,  so  soon ! 
No  more  my  half-crazed  fancy  there 
Can  shape  a  giant  in  the  air, 
No  more  I  see  his  streaming  hair, 
The  writhing  portent  of  his  form  ; — 

The  pale  and  quiet  moon 
Makes  her  calm  forehead  bare, 
And  the  last  fragments  of  the  storm, 
Like  shattered  rigging  from  a  fight  at  sea, 
Silent  and  few,  are  drifting  over  me. 

18^9. 

LOVE. 

TRUE  LOVE  is  but  a  humble,  low-born  thing, 

And  hath  its  food  served  up  in  earthenware ; 

It  is  a  thing  to  walk  with,  hand  in  hand, 

Through  the  every-dayness  of  this  work-day  world, 

Baring  its  tender  feet  to  every  roughness, 

Yet  letting  not  one  heart-beat  go  astray 

From  Beauty's  law  of  plainness  and  content — 

A  simple,  fireside  thing,  whose  quiet  smile 

Can  warm  earth's  poorest  hovel  to  a  home  ; 

Which,  when  our  autumn  cometh,  as  it  must, 

And  life  in  the  chill  wind  shivers  bare  and  leafless, 

Shall  still  be  blest  with  Indian-summer  youth 

In  bleak  November,  and,  with  thankful  heart, 

Smile  on  its  ample  stores  of  garnered  fruit, 

As  full  of  sunshine  to  our  aged  eyes 

As  when  it  nursed  the  blossoms  of  our  spring. 

Such  is  true  Love,  which  steals  into  the  heart 

With  feet  as  silent  as  the  lightsome  dawn 

That  kisses  smooth  the  rough  brows  of  the  dark, 

And  hath  its  will  through  blissful  gentleness, — 

Not  like  a  rocket,  which,  with  savage  glare, 

Whirrs  suddenly  up,  then  bursts,  and  leaves  the  night 

Painfully  quivering  on  the  dazed  eyes  ; 

A  love  that  gives  and  takes,  that  seeth  faults, 

Not  with  flaw-seeking  eyes  like  needle  points, 

But  loving-kindly  ever  looks  them  down 

With  the  o'ercoming  faith  of  meek  forgiveness ; 

A  love  that  shall  be  new  and  fresh  each  hour, 

As  is  the  golden  mystery  of  sunset, 
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Or  the  sweet  coming  of  the  evening  star, 

Alike,  and  yet  most  unlike,  every  day, 

And  seeming  ever  best  and  fairest  now ; 

A  love  that  doth  not  kneel  for  what  it  seeks, 

But  faces  Truth  and  Beauty  as  their  peer, 

Showing  its  worthiness  of  noble  thoughts 

By  a  clear  sense  of  inward  nobleness  ; 

A  love  that  in  its  object  findeth  not 

All  grace  and  beauty,  and  enough  to  sate 

Its  thirst  of  blessing,  but,  in  all  of  good 

Found  there,  it  sees  but  Heaven-granted  types 

Of  good  and  beauty  in  the  soul  of  man, 

And  traces,  in  the  simplest  heart  that  beats, 

A  family -likeness  to  its  chosen  one, 

That  claims  of  it  the  rights  of  brotherhood. 

For  love  is  blind  but  with  the  fleshly  eye, 

That  so  its  inner  sight  may  be  more  clear ; 

And  outward  shows  of  beauty  only  so 

Are  needful  at  the  first,  as  is  a  hand 

To  guide  and  to  uphold  an  infant's  steps : 

Great  spirits  need  them  not :  their  earnest  look 

Pierces  the  body's  mask  of  thin  disguise, 

And  beauty  ever  is  to  them  revealed, 

Behind  the  unshapeliest,  meanest  lump  of  clay, 

With  arms  outstretched  and  eager  face  ablaze, 

Yearning  to  be  but  understood  and  loved. 

1840. 

TO  PERDITA,  SINGING. 

THY  voice  is  like  a  fountain, 

Leaping  up  in  clear  moonshine  ; 
Silver,  silver,  ever  mounting, 
Ever  sinking, 
Without  thinking, 
To  that  brimful  heart  of  thine. 

Every  sad  and  happy  feeling, 

Thou  hast  had  in  bygone  years, 
Through  thy  lips  come  stealing,  stealing, 

Clear  and  low ; 
All  thy  smiles  and  all  thy  tears 

In  thy  voice  awaken, 
And  sweetness,  wove  of  joy  and  woe, 
From  their  teaching  it  hath  taken  : 
Feeling  and  music  move  together, 
Like  a  swan  and  shadow  ever 
Heaving  on  a  sky-blue  river 
In  a  day  of  cloudless  weather. 
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It  liath  caught  a  touch  of  sadness, 

Yet  it  is  not  sad ; 
It  hath  tones  of  clearest  gladness, 

Yet  it  is  not  glad  ; 
A  dim,  sweet,  twilight  voice  it  is 

Where  to-day's  accustomed  blue 
Is  over-grayed  with  memories, 

"With  starry  feelings  quivered  through. 

Thy  voice  is  like  a  fountain 

Leaping  up  in  sunshine  bright, 
And  I  never  weary  counting 
Its  clear  droppings,  lone  and  single, 
Or  when  in  one  full  gush  they  mingle, 
Shooting  in  melodious  light. 

Thine  is  music  such  as  yields 
Feelings  of  old  brooks  and  fields, 
And,  around  this  pont-up  room, 
Sheds  a  woodland,  free  perfume  : 
0,  thus  for  ever  sing  to  me ! 
0,  thus  for  ever  ! 

The  green,  bright  grass  of  childhood  bring  to  mo, 
Flowing  like  an  emerald  river, 

And  the  bright  blue  skies  above  ! 
0,  sing  them  back,  as  fresh  as  ever, 

Into  the  bosom  of  my  love, — 
The  sunshine  and  the  merriment, 
The  unsought,  evergreen  content, 

Of  that  never  cold  time, 
The  joy,  that,  like  a  clear  breeze,  went 

Through  and  through  the  old  time  ! 

Peace  sits  within  thine  eyes, 
With  white  hands  crossed  in  joyful  rest, 

While,  through  thy  lips  and  face,  arise 
The  melodies  from  out  thy  breast ; 
She  sits  and  sings, 
With  folded  wings 

And  white  arms  crost, 
'  Weep  not  for  passed  things, 

They  are  not  lost : 
The  beauty  which  the  summer  time 

O'er  thine  opening  spirit  shed, 
The  forest  oracles  sublime 

That  filled  thy  soul  with  joyous  dread, 
The  scent  of  every  smallest  flower 
That  made  thy  heart  sweet  for  an  hour, — 
Yea,  every  holy  influence, 
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Flowing  to  thee,  thou  knewest  not  whence, 

In  thine  eyes  to-day  is  seen, 

Fresh  as  it  hath  ever  been  ; 

Promptings  of  Xature.  beckonings  sweet, 

Whatevar  led  thy  childish  feet, 

Still  will  linger  unawares 

The  guiders  of  thy  silver  hairs  : 

Every  look  and  even*  word 

Which  thoti  givest  forth  to-day,  4 

Tell  of  the  singing  of  the  bird 

"Whose  music  stilled  thy  boyish  play.' 

Thy  voice  is  like  a  fountain, 

Twinkling  up  in  sharp  starlight, 
When  the  moon  behind  the  mountain 
Dims  the  low  Ea.st  with  faintest  white, 
Ever  darkling, 
Ever  sparkling, 

We  know  not  if  'tis  dark  or  bright ; 
But,  when  the  great  moon  hath  rolled  round, 

And,  sudden-slow,  its  solemn  power 
Grows  from  behind  its  black,  clear-edged  bound, 
No  spot  of  dark  the  fountain  keepeth, 
But,  swift  as  opening  eyelids,  leapeth 
Into  a  waving  silver  flower. 

1S41. 

THE  MOOX. 

MY  soul  was  like  the  sea, 

Before  the  moon  was  made, 
Moaning  in  vague  immensity, 

Of  its  own  strength  afraid, 

Unrestful  and  unstaid. 

Through  every  rift  it  foamed  in  vain, 

About  its  earthly  prison, 
Seeking  some  unknown  thing  in  pain, 
And  sinking  restless  back  again, 

For  yet  no  moon  had  risen  : 
Its  only  voice  a  vast  dumb  moan, 

Of  utterless  anguish  speaking, 
It  lay  unhopefully  alone, 

And  lived  but  in  an  aimless  seeking. 

So  was  my  soul :  but  when  'twas  full 

Of  unrest  to  o'erloadiner, 
A  voice  of  something  beautiful 

Whispered  a  dim  foreboding, 
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And  yet  so  soft,  so  sweet,  so  low, 
It  had  not  more  of  joy  than  woe  ; 
And  as  the  sea  doth  oft  lie  still, 

Making  its  waters  meet, 
As  if  by  an  unconscious  will, 

For  the  moon's  silver  feet, 
So  lay  my  soul  within  mine  eyes 
When  thou,  its  guardian  moon,  didst  rise. 
And  now,  howe'er  its  waves  above 

May  toss  and  seem  uneaseful, 
One  strong,  eternal  law  of  Love, 

With  guidance  sure  and  peaceful, 
As  calm  and  natural  as  breath, 
Moves  its  great  deeps  through  life  and  death. 

REMEMBERED  MUSIC. 

A   FRAGMENT. 

THICK-RTJSHING,  like  an  ocean  vast 
Of  bisons  the  far  prairie  shaking, 
The  notes  crowd  heavily  and  fast 
As  surfs,  one  plunging  while  the  last 
Draws  seaward  from  its  foamy  breaking. 

Or  in  low  murmurs  they  began, 

Rising  and  rising  momently. 
As  o'er  a  harp  ^Eolian 
A  fitful  breeze,  until  they  ran 

Up  to  a  sudden  ecstasy. 

And  then,  like  minute  drops  of  rain 

Einging  in  water  silverly, 
They  lingering  dropped  and  dropped  again, 
Till  it  was  almost  like  a  pain 

To  listen  when  the  next  would  be. 

1840. 

SONG. 

TO   M.    L. 

A  I.TLY  thou  wast  when  I  saw  thee  first, 
A  lily-bud  not  opened  quite, 
That  hourly  grew  more  pure  and  white, 
Ev  morning,  and  noontide,  and  evening  nursed  : 
In  all  of  nature  thou  hadst  thy  share  ; 
Thou  wast  waited  on 
By  the  wind  and  sun  ; 
The  rain  and  the  dew  for  thee  took  care  ; 
It  seemed  thou  never  couldst  be  more  fair* 
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A  lily  thou  wast  when  I  saw  thee  first, 
A  lily-bud  ;  but  0,  how  strange, 
How  full  of  wonder  was  the  change, 
When,  ripe  with  all  sweetness,  thy  full  bloom  burst ! 
How  did  the  tears  to  my  glad  eyes  start, 
When  the  woman-flower 
Reached  its  blossoming  hour, 
And  I  saw  the  warm  deeps  of  thy  golden  heart ! 

Glad  death  may  pluck  thee,  but  never  before 
The  gold  dust  of  thy  bloom  divine 
Hath  dropped  from  thy  heart  into  mine, 
To  quicken  its  faint  germs  of  heavenly  lore ; 
For  no  breeze  comes  nigh  thee  but  carries  away 
Some  impulses  bright 
Of  fragrance  and  light, 

Which  fall  upon  souls  that  are  lone  and  astray, 
To  plant  fruitful  hopes  of  the  flower  of  day. 


ALLEGE  A. 

I  WOULD  more  natures  were  like  thine, 
That  never  casts  a  glance  before, — 

Thou  Hebe,  who  thy  heart's  bright  wine 
So  lavishly  to  all  dost  pour, 

That  we  who  drink  forget  to  pine, 
And  can  but  dream  of  bliss  in  store. 

Thou  canst  not  see  a  shade  in  life  ; 

With  sunward  instinct  thou  dost  rise, 
And,  leaving  clouds  below  at  strife, 

Gazest  undazzled  at  the  skies, 
With  all  their  blazing  splendours  rife, 

A  songful  lark  with  eagle's  eyes. 

Thou  wast  some  foundling  whom  the  Hours, 

Nursed,  laughing,  with  the  milk  of  Mirth 
Some  influence  more  gay  than  ours 

Hath  ruled  thy  nature  from  its  birth, 
As  if  thy  natal  stars  were  flowers 

That  shook  their  seeds  round  thee  on  earth. 
And  thou,  to  lull  thine  infant  rest, 

Wast  cradled  like  an  Indian  child  ; 
All  pleasant  winds  from  south  and  west 

With  lullabies  thine  ears  beguiled, 
Rocking  thee  in  thine  oriole's  nest, 

Till  Nature  looked  at  thee  and  smiled 
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Thine  every  fancy  seems  to  borrow 

A  sunlight  from  thy  childish  years, 
Making  a  golden  cloud  of  sorrow, 

A  hope-lit  rainbow  out  of  tears, — 
Thy  heart  is  certain  of  to-morrow, 

Though  'yond  to-day  it  never  peers. 
I  would  more  natures  were  like  thine, 

So  innocently  wild  and  free, 
Whose  sad  thoughts,  even,  leap  and  shine, 

Like  sunny  wavelets  in  the  sea, 
Making  us  mindless  of  the  brine, 

In  gazing  on  the  brilliancy. 


THE  FOUNTAIN. 

INTO  the  sunshine, 

Full  of  the  light, 
Leaping  and  flashing 

From  morn  till  night ! 

Into  the  moonlight, 
Whiter  than  snow, 

Waving  so  flower-like 
When  the  winds  blow  ! 

Into  the  starlight 
Bushing  in  spray, 

Happy  at  midnight, 
Happy  by  day ! 

Ever  in  motion, 

Blithesome  and  cheery, 
Still  climbing  heavenward, 

Never  aweary ; — 
Glad  of  all  weathers, 

Still  seeming  best, 
Upward  or  downward, 

Motion  thy  rest ; — 

Full  of  a  nature 

Nothing  can  tame, 
Changed  every  moment, 

Ever  the  same ; — 
Ceaseless  aspiring, 

Ceaseless  content, 
Darkness  or  sunshine 

Thy  element ; — 
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Glorious  fountain ! 

Let  my  heart  be 
Fresh,  changeful,  constant, 

Upward,  like  thee ! 


ODE. 

i 
IN  the  old  days  of  awe  and  keen-eyed  wonder, 

The  Poet's  song  with  blood-warm  truth  was  rife, 
He  saw  the  mysteries  which  circle  under 

The  outward  shell  and  skin  of  daily  life. 
Nothing  to  him  were  fleeting  time  and  fashion, 

His  soul  was  led  by  the  eternal  law  ; 
There  was  in  him  no  hope  of  fame,  no  passion, 

But,  with  calm,  godlike  eyes,  he  only  saw. 
He  did  not  sigh  o'er  heroes  dead  and  buried, 

Chief-mourner  at  the  Golden  Age's  hearse, 
Nor  deem  that  souls  whom  Charon  grim  had  ferried 

Alone  were  fitting  themes  of  epic  verse : 
He  could  believe  the  promise  of  to-morrow, 

And  feel  the  wondrous  meaning  of  to-day  ; 
He  had  a  deeper  faith  in  holy  sorrow 

Than  the  world's  seeming  loss  could  take  away. 
To  know  the  heart  of  all  things  was  his  duty, 

All  things  did  sing  to  him  to  make  him  wise, 
And,  with  a  sorrowful  and  conquering  beauty, 

The  soul  of  all  looked  grandly  from  his  eyes. 
He  gazed  on  all  within  him  and  without  him, 

He  watched  the  flowing  of  Time's  steady  tide, 
And  shapes  of  glory  floated  all  about  him 

And  whispered  to  him,  and  he  prophesied. 
Than  all  men  he  more  fearless  was  and  freer, 

And  all  his  brethren  cried  with  one  accord, — 
1  Behold  the  holy  man  !     Behold  the  Seer ! 

Him  who  hath  spoken  with  the  unseen  Lord ! ' 
He  to  his  heart  with  large  embrace  had  taken 

The  universal  sorrow  of  mankind, 
And,  from  that  root,  a  shelter  never  shaken, 

The  tree  of  wisdom  grew  with  sturdy  rind. 
He  could  interpret  well  the  wondrous  voices 

Which  to  the  calm  and  silent  spirit  come  ; 
He  knew  that  the  One  Soul  no  more  rejoices 

In  the  star's  anthem  than  the  insect's  hum. 
He  in  his  heart  was  ever  meek  and  humble, 

And  yet  with  kingly  pomp  his  numbers  ran, 
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As  he  foresaw  how  all  things  false  should  crumble 

Before  the  free,  uplifted  soul  of  man  : 
And,  when  he  was  made  full  to  overflowing 

With  afl  the  loveliness  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Out  rushed  his  song,  like  molten  iron  glowing, 

To  show  God  sitting  by  the  humblest  hearth. 
With  calmest  courage  he  was  ever  ready 

To  teach  that  action  was  the  truth  of  thought, 
And,  with  strong  arm  and  purpose  firm  and  steady, 

An  anchor  for  the  drifting  world  he  wrought. 
So  did  he  make  the  meanest  man  partaker 

Of  all  his  brother-gods  unto  him  gave  ; 
All  souls  did  reverence  him  and  name  him  Maker, 

And  when  he  died  heaped  temples  on  his  grave. 
And  still  his  deathless  words  of  light  are  swimming 

Serene  throughout  the  great,  deep  infinite 
Of  human  soul,  unwaning  and  undimming, 

To  cheer  and  guide  the  mariner  at  night. 

ii 
But  now  the  Poet  is  an  empty  rhymer 

Who  lies  with  idle  elbow  on  the  grass, 
And  fits  his  singing,  like  a  cunning  timer, 

To  all  men's  prides  and  fancies  as  they  pass. 
Not  his  the  song,  which,  in  its  metre  holy, 

Chimes  with  the  music  of  the  eternal  stars, 
Humbling  the  tyrant,  lifting  up  the  lowly, 

And  sending  sun  through  the  soul's  prison-bars. 
Maker  no  more,— 0,  no  !  unmaker  rather, 

For  he  unmakes  who  doth  not  all  put  forth 
The  power  given  by  our  loving  Father 

To  show  the  body's  dross,  the  spirit's  worth. 
Awake  !  great  spirit  of  the  ages  olden ! 

Disperse  the  mists  that  hide  thy  starry  lyre, 
And  let  man's  soul  be  yet  again  beholden 

To  thee  for  wings  to  soar  to  her  desire. 
0,  prophesy  no  more  to-morrow's  splendour, 

Be  no  more  shame-faced  to  speak  out  for  Truth, 
Lay  on  her  altar  all  the  gushings  tender, 

The'  hope,  the  jftre,  the  loving  faith  of  youth  ! 
0,  prophesy  no  more  the  Maker's  coming, 

Say  not  his  onward  footsteps  thou  canst  hear 
In  the  dim  void,  like  to  the  awful  humming 

Of  the  great  wings  of  some  new -lighted  sphere ! 
O,  prophesy  no  more,  but  be  the  Poet ! 

This  longing  was  but  granted  unto  thee 
That,  when  all  beauty  thou  couldst  feel  and  know  it, 

That  beauty  in  its  highest  thou  couldst  be. 


ODE. 

O,  thou  who  meanest  tost  with  sealike  longings, 

Who  dimly  hearest  voices  call  on  thee, 
Whose  soul  is  overfilled  with  mighty  throngings 

Of  love,  and  fear,  and  glorious  agony, 
Thou  of  the  toil-strung  hands  and  iron  sinews 

And  soul  by  Mother  Earth  with  freedom  fed, 
In  whom  the  hero-spirit  yet  continues, 

The  old  free  nature  is  not  chained  or  dead, 
Arouse  !  let  thy  soul  break  in  music-thunder,- 

Let  loose  the  ocean  that  is  in  thee  pent, 
Pour  forth  thy  hope,  thy  fear,  thy  love,  thy  wonder, 

And  tell  the  age  what  all  its  signs  have  meant, 
Where'er  thy  wildered  crowd  of  brethren  jostles, 

Where'er 'there  lingers  but  a  shade  of  wrong, 
There  still  is  need  of  martyrs  and  apostles, 

There  still  are  texts  for  never-dying  song : 
From  age  to  age  man's  still  aspiring  spirit 

Finds  wider  scope  and  sees  with  clearer  eyes, 
And  thou  in  larger  measure  dost  inherit 

What  made  thy  great  forerunners  free  and  wise : 
Sit  thou  enthroned  where  the  Poet's  mountain 

Above  the  thunder  lifts  its  silent  peak, 
And  roll  thy  songs  down  like  a  gathering  fountain, 

That  all  may  drink  and  find  the  rest  they  seek. 
Sing !  there  shall  silence  grow  in  earth  and  heaven, 

A  silence  of  deep  awe  and  wondering  ; 
For,  listening  gladly,  bend  the  angels,  even, 

To  hear  a  mortal  like  an  angel  sing. 

in 
Among  the  toil-worn  poor  my  soul  is  seeking 

For  one  to  bring  the  Maker's  name  to  light, 
To  be  the  voice  of  that  almighty  speaking 

Which  every  age  demands  to  do  it  right. 
Proprieties  our  silken  bards  environ  ; 

He  who  would  be  the  tongue  of  this  wide  land 
Must  string  his  harp  with  chords  of  sturdy  iron 

And  strike  it  with  a  toil-embrowned  hand  ; 
One  who  hath  dwelt  with  Nature  well-attended, 

Who  hath  learnt  wisdom  from  her  mystic  books. 
Whose  soul  with  all  her  countless  lives  hath  blended, 

So  that  all  beauty  awes  us  in  his  looks ; 
Who  not  with  body's  waste  his  soul  hath  pampered, 

Who  as  the  clear  northwestern  wind  is  free, 
Who  walks  with  Form's  observances  unhampered, 

And  follows  the  One  Will  obediently ; 
Whose  eyes,  like  windows  on  a  breezy  summit, 

Control  a  lovely  prospect  every  way  ; 
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Who  doth  not  sound  God's  sea  with  earthly  plummet, 

And  find  a  bottom  still  of  worthless  clay ; 
Who  heeds  not  how  the  lower  gusts  are  working, 

Knowing  that  one  sure  wind  blows  on  above, 
And  sees,  beneath  the  foulest  faces  lurking, 

One  God-built  shrine  of  reverence  and  love  ; 
Who  sees  all  stars  that  wheel  their  shining  marc-lies 

Around  the  centre  fixed  of  Destiny, 
Where  the  encircling  soul  serene  o'erarches 

The  moving  globe  of  being  like  a  sky  ; 
Who  feels  that  God  and  Heaven's  great  deeps  are  nearer 

Him  to  whose  heart  his  fellow-man  is  nigh, 
Who  doth  not  hold  his  soul's  own  freedom  dearer 

Than  that  of  all  his  brethren,  low  or  high ; 
Who  to  the  llight  can  feel  himself  the  truer 

For  being  gently  patient  with  the  Wrong, 
Who  sees  a  brother  in  the  evildoer, 

And  finds  in  Love  the  heart's  blood  of  his  song ; — 
This,  this  is  he  for  whom  the  world  is  waiting 

To  sing  the  beatings  of  its  mighty  heart, 
Too  long  hath  it  been  patient  with  the  grating 

Of  scrannel-pipes,  and  heard  it  misnamed  Art. 
To  him  the  smiling  soul  of  man  shall  listen, 

Laying  awhile  its  crown  of  thorns  aside, 
And  once  again  in  every  eye  shall  glisten 

The  glory  of  a  nature  satisfied. 
His  verse  shall  have  a  great,  commanding  motion, 

Heaving  and  swelling  with  a  melody 
Learnt  of  the  sky,  the  river,  and  the  ocean, 

And  all  the  pure,  majestic  things  that  be. 
Awake,  then,  thou  !  we  pine  for  thy  great  presence 

To  make  us  feel  the  soul  once  more  sublime, 
We  are  of  far  too  infinite  an  essence 

To  rest  contented  with  the  lies  of  Time. 
Speak  out !  and,  lo  !  a  hush  of  deepest  wonder 

Shall  sink  o'er  all  this  many- voiced  scene, 
As  when  a  sudden  burst  of  rattling  thunder 

Shatters  the  blueness  of  a  sky  serene. 

1841. 

THE  FATHERLAND. 

WHERE  is  the  true  man's  fatherland  ? 

Is  it  where  lie  by  chance  is  born  ? 

Doth  not  the  yearning  spirit  scorn 
In  such  scant  borders  to  be  spanned  ? 
0,  yes  !  his  fatherland  must  be  t 

As  the  blue  heaven  wide  and  free ! 
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Js  it  alone  when?  freedom  is, 

Where  God  is  God  and  man  is  man  ? 
Doth  he  not  claim  a  broader  span 

For  the  soul's  love  of  home  than  this  ? 

O,  yes  !  his  fatherland  must  he 

As  the  blue  heaven  wide  and  free  ! 

Where'er  a  human  heart  doth  wear 
Joy's  myrtle-wreath  or  sorrow's  gyves, 
Where'er  a  human  spirit  strives 

After  a  life  more  true  and  fair, 

There  is  the  true  man's  birthplace  grand, 

His  is  a  world-wide  fatherland ! 

Where'er  a  single  slave  doth  pine, 

Where'er  one  man  may  help  another, — 
Thank  God  for  such  a  birthright,  brother, 

That  spot  of  earth  is  thine  and  mine ! 

There  is  the  true  man's  birthplace  grand, 

His  is  a  world-wide  fatherland  ! 


THE  FORLORN. 

THE  night  is  dark,  the  stinging  sleet, 

Swept  by  the  bitter  gusts  of  air, 
Drives  whistling  down  the  lonely  street, 

And  stiffens  on  the  pavement  bare. 
The  street-lamps  flare  and  struggle  dim 

Through  the  white  sleet-cloiids  as  they  pass, 
Or,  governed  by  a  boisterous  whim, 

Drop  down  and  rattle  on  the  glass. 
One  poor,  heart-broken,  outcast  girl 

Faces  the  east-wind's  searching  flaws, 
And,  as  about  her  heart  they  whirl, 

Her  tattered  cloak  more  tightly  draws. 

The  flat  brick  walls  look  cold  and  bleak, 

Her  bare  feet  to  the  sidewalk  freeze  ; 
Yet  dares  she  not  a  shelter  seek, 

Though  faint  with  hunger  and  disease. 
The  sharp  storm  cuts  her  forehead  bare, 

And,  piercing  through  her  garments  thin, 
Beats  on  her  shrunken  breast,  and  there 

Makes  colder  the  cold  heart  within. 

She  lingers  where  a  ruddy  glow 

Streams  outward  through  an  open  shutter, 
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Aiding  more  bitterness  to  woe, 
More  loneness  to  desertion  utter. 

One  half  the  cold  she  had  not  felt, 
Until  she  saw  this  gush  of  light 

Spread  warmly  forth,  and  seem  to  melt 
Its  slow  way  through  the  deadening  night. 

She  hears  a  woman's  voice  within, 

Singing  sweet  words  her  childhood  knew, 

And  years  of  misery  and  sin 

Furl  off,  and  leave  her  heaven  blue. 

Her  freezing  heart,  like  one  who  sinks 
Outwearied  in  the  drifting  snow, 

Drowses  to  deadly  sleep  and  thinks 
No  longer  of  its  hopeless  woe : 

Old  fields,  and  clear  blue  summer  days, 
Old  meadows,  green  with  grass  and  trees, 

That  shimmer  through  the  trembling  haze 
And  whiten  in  the  western  breeze, — 

Old  faces, — all  the  friendly  past 
Kises  within  her  heart  again, 

And  sunshine  from  her  childhood  cast 
Makes  summer  of  the  icy  rain. 

Enhaloed  by  a  mild,  warm  glow, 

From  all  humanity  apart, 
She  hears  old  footsteps  wandering  slow 

Through  the  lone  chambers  of  her  heart. 

Outside  the  porch  before  the  door, 
Her  cheek  upon  the  cold,  hard  stone, 

She  lies,  no  longer  foul  and  poor, 
No  longer  dreary  and  alone. 

Next  morning  something  heavily 

Against  the  opening  door  did  weigh, 

And  there,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
A  woman  on  the  threshold  lay. 

A  smile  upon  the  wan  lips  told 

That  she  had  found  a  calm  release, 

And  that,  from  out  the  want  and  cold, 
The  song  had  borne  her  soul  in  peace. 

For,  whom  the  heart  of  man  shuts  out, 
Sometimes  the  heart  of  God  takes  in, 

And  fences  them  all  round  about 

With  silence  'mid  the  world's  loud  din  .- 
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And  one  of  his  great  charities 

Is  Music,  and  it  doth  not  scorn 
To  close  the  lids  upon  the  eyes 

Of  the  polluted  and  forlorn ; 

Far  was  she  from  her  childhood's  home, 
Farther  in  guilt  had  wandered  thence, 

Yet  thither  it  had  bid  her  come 
To  die  in  maiden  innocence. 

1842. 


MIDNIGHT. 

THE  moon  shines  white  and  silent 
On  the  mist,  which,  like  a  tide 

Of  some  enchanted  ocean, 

O'er  the  wide  marsh  doth  glide, 

Spreading  its  ghost-like  billows 
Silently  far  and  wide. 

A  vague  and  starry  magic 
Makes  all  things  mysteries, 

And  lures  the  earth's  dumb  spirit 
Up  to  the  longing  skies,- — • 

I  seem  to  hear  dim  whispers, 
And  tremulous  replies. 

The  fireflies  o'er  the  meadow 

In  pulses  come  and  go  ; 
The  elm-trees'  heavy  shadow 

Weighs  on  the  grass  below  ; 
And  faintly  from  the  distance 

The  dreaming  cock  doth  crow. 

All  things  look  strange  and  mystic, 

The  very  bushes  swell 
And  take  wild  shapes  and  motions, 

As  if  beneath  a  spell, — 
They  seem  not  the  same  lilacs 

From  childhood  known  so  well. 

The  snow  of  deepest  silence 
O'er  everything  doth  fall, 

So  beautiful  and  quiet, 
And  yet  so  like  a  pall, — 

As  if  all  life  were  ended, 
And  rest  were  come  to  all. 

0,  wild  and  wondrous  midnight, 
There  is  a  might  in  thee 
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To  make  the  charmed  body 

Almost  like  spirit  be, 
And  give  it  some  faint  glimpses 

Of  immortality ! 


A'  PKAYEK. 

GOD  !  do  not  let  my  loved  one  die, 

But  rather  wait  until  the  time 
That  I  am  grown  in  purity 

Enough  to  enter  thy  pure  clime, 
Then  take  me,  I  will  gladly  go, 
So  that  my  love  remain  below  ! 
O,  let  her  stay !     She  is  by  birth 

What  I  through  death  must  learn  to  be, 
We  need  her  more  on  our  poor  earth, 

Than  thou  canst  need  in  heaven  with  thee : 
She  hath  her  wings  already,  I 
Must  burst  this  earth-shell  ere  I  fly. 
Then,  God,  take  me !     We  shall  be  near, 

More  near  than  ever,  each  to  each : 
Her  angel  ears  will  find  more  clear 

My  heavenly  than  my  earthly  speech  ; 
And  still,  as  I  draw  nigh  to  thee, 
Her  soul  and  mine  shall  closer  be. 

1841, 


THE  HERITAGE. 

THE  rich  man's  son  inherits  lands, 

And  piles  of  brick,  and  stone,  and  gold, 

And  he  inherits  soft  white  hands, 
And  tender  flesh  that  fears  the  cold, 
Nor  dares  to  wear  a  garment  old ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  cares  ; 

The  bank  may  break,  the  factory  burn, 

A  breath  may  burst  his  bubble  shares, 
And  soft  white  hands  could  hardly  earn 
A  living  that  would  serve  his  turn  ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 
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The  rich  man's  son  inherits  wants, 

His  stomach  craves  for  dainty  fare ; 
With  sated  heart,  he  hears  the  pants 

Of  toiling  hinds  with  brown  arms  bare, 

And  wearies  in  his  easy  chair ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit? 

Stout  muscles,  and  a  sinewy  heart, 
A  hardy  frame,  a  hardier  spirit ; 

King  of  two  hands,  he  does  his  part 

In  every  useful  toil  and  art ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit  ? 

Wishes  o'erjoyed  with  humble  things, 
A  rank  adjudged  by  toil-won  merit, 

Content  that  from  employment  springs, 

A  heart  that  in  his  labour  sings ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  a  poor  man's  son  inherit  ? 

A  patience  learned  of  being  poor, 
Courage,  if  sorrow  come,  to  bear  it, 

A  fellow-feeling  that  is  sure 

To  make  the  outcast  bless  his  door  ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

0,  rich  man's  son !  there  is  a  toil, 
That  with  all  others  level  stands ; 

Large  charity  doth  never  soil, 

But  only  whiten,  soft  white  hands, — 
This  is  the  best  crop  from  thy  lands ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  be, 

Worth  being  rich  to  hold  in  fee. 

0,  poor  man's  son  !  scorn  not  thy  state  ; 
There  is  worse  weariness  than  thine, 

In  merely  being  rich  and  great ; 
Toil  only  gives  the  soul  to  shine, 
And  makes  rest  fragrant  and  benign  ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

Worth  being  poor  to  hold  in  fee. 

Both,  heirs  to  some  six  feet  of  sod, 
Are  equal  in  the  earth  at  last ; 
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Both,  children  of  the  same  dear  God, 
Prove  title  to  your  heirship  vast 
By  record  of  a  well-filled  past ; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
Well  worth  a  life  to  hold  in  fee. 

THE  EOSE. 

A    BALLAD. 

IN  his  tower  sat  the  poet 

Gazing  on  the  roaring  sea, 
'  Take  this  rose,'  he  sighed,  '  and  throw  it 

Where  there's  none  that  loveth  me. 
On  the  rock  the  billow  bursteth 

And  sinks  back  into  the  seas, 
But  in  vain  my  spirit  thirsteth 

So  to  burst  and  be  at  ease. 
Take,  0  sea !  the  tender  blossom 

That  hath  lain  against  my  breast : 
On  thy  black  and  angry  bosom 

It  will  find  a  surer  rest. 
Life  is  vain,  and  love  is  hollow, 

Ugly  death  stands  there  behind, 
Hate  and  scorn  and  hunger  follow 

Him  that  toileth  for  his  kind.' 
Forth  into  the  night  he  hurled  it, 

And  with  bitter  smile  did  mark 
How  the  surly  tempest  whirled  it 

Swift  into  the  hungry  dark. 
Foam  and  spray  drive  back  to  leeward, 

And  the  gale,  with  dreary  moan, 
Drifts  the  helpless  blossom  seaward, 

Through  the  breakers  all  alone. 

ii 
Stands  a  maiden,  on  the  morrow, 

Musing  by  the  wave-beat  strand, 
Half  in  hope  and  half  in  sorrow, 

Tracing  words  upon  the  sand  : 
'  Shall  I  ever  then  behold  him 

Who  hath  been  my  life  so  long, 

Ever  to  this  sick  heart  fold  him,— 

Be  the  spirit  of  his  song  ? 
Touch  not,  see,  the  blessed  letters 

I  have  traced  upon  thy  shore, 
Spare  his  name  whose  spirit  fetters 

Mine  with  love  for  evermore  ! ' 
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Swells  the  tide  and  overflows  it, 

But,  with  omen  pure  and  meet, 
Brings  a  little  rose  and  throws  it 

Humbly  at  the  maiden's  feet. 
Full  of  bliss  she  takes  the  token, 

And,  upon  her  snowy  breast, 
Soothes  the  ruffled  petals  broken 

With  the  ocean's  fierce  unrest. 
'  Love  is  thine,  0  heart !  and  surely 

Peace  shall  also  be  thine  own, 
For  the  heart  that  trusteth  purely 

Never  long  can  pine  alone.' 

in 
In  his  tower  sits  the  poet, 

Blisses  new  and  strange  to  him 
Fill  his  heart  and  overflow  it 

With  a  wonder  sweet  and  dim. 
Up  the  beach  the  ocean  slideth 

With  a  whisper  of  delight, 
And  the  moon  in  silence  glideth 

Through  the  peaceful  blue  of  night. 
Rippling  o'er  the  poet's  shoulder 

Flows  a  maiden's  golden  hair, 
Maiden-lips,  with  love  grown  bolder, 

Kiss  his  moon-lit  forehead  bare. 
'  Life  is  joy,  and  love  is  power, 

Death  all  fetters  doth  unbind, 
Strength  and  wisdom  only  flower 

When  we  toil  for  all  our  kind. 
Hope  is  truth, — the  future  giveth 

More  than  present  takes  away, 
And  the  soul  for  ever  liveth 

^Nearer  God  from  day  to  day.' 
Not  a  word  the  maiden  uttered, 

Fullest  hearts  are  slow  to  speak, 
But  a  withered  rose-leaf  fluttered 

Down  upon  the  poet's  cheek. 

1842. 


A  LEGEND  OF  BRITTANY. 

PART  FIRST. 

I 

FAIR  as  a  summer  dream  was  Margaret — 
Such  dream  as  in  a  poet's  soul  might  start, 
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Musing  of  old  loves  while  the  moon  doth  set : 

Her  hair  was  not  more  sunny  than  her  heart, 
Though  like  a  natural  golden  coronet 

It  circled  her  dear  head  with  careless  art, 
Mocking  the  sunshine,  that  woiild  fain  have  lent 
To  its  frank  grace  a  richer  ornament. 

ir 
His  loved-one's  eyes  could  poet  ever  speak, 

So  kind,  so  dewy,  and  so  deep  were  hers, — 
But,  while  he  strives,  the  choicest  phrase,  too  weak, 

Their  glad  reflection  in  his  spirit  blurs  ; 
As  one  may  see  a  dream  dissolve  and  break 

Out  of  his  grasp  when  he  to  tell  it  stirs, 
Like  that  sad  Dryad  doomed  no  more  to  bless 
The  mortal  who  revealed  her  loveliness. 

in 
She  dwelt  for  ever  in  a  region  bright, 

Peopled  with  living  fancies  of  her  own, 
Where  nought  could  come  but  visions  of  delight, 

Par,  far  aloof  from  earth's  eternal  moan  : 
A  summer  cloud  thrilled  through  with  rosy  light, 

Floating  beneath  the  blue  sky  all  alone, 
Her  spirit  wandered  by  itself,  and  -won 
A  golden  edge  from  some  unsetting  sun. 

IV 

The  heart  grows  richer  that  its  lot  is  poor,  — 

God  blesses  want  with  larger  sympathies, — 
Love  enters  gladliest  at  the  humble  door, 

And  makes  the  cot  a  palace  with  his  eyes  ;— 
So  Margaret's  heart  a  softer  beauty  wore, 

And  grew  in  gentleness  and  patience  wise, 
For  she  was  but  a  simple  herdsman's  child, 

A  lily  chance-sown  in  the  rugged  wild. 

v 

There  was  no  beauty  of  the  wood  or  field 

But  she  its  fragrant  bosom-secret  knew, 
Nor  any  but  to  her  would  freely  yield 

Some  grace  that  in  her  soul  took  root  and  grew  : 
Nature  to  her  glowed  ever  new-revealed, 

All  rosy  fresh  with  innocent  morning  dew, 
And  looked  into  her  heart  with  dim,  sweet  eyes 

That  left  it  full  of  sylvan  memories. 

VI 

0,  what  a  face  was  hers  to  brighten  light, 
And  give  back  sunshine  with  an  added  glow, 
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To  wile  each  moment  with  a  fresh  delight, 
And  part  of  memory's  best  contentment  grow  ! 

0,  how  her  voice,  as  with  an  inmate's  right, 
Into  the  strangest  heart  would  welcome  go, 

And  make  it  sweet,  and  ready  to  become 

Of  white  and  gracious  thoughts  the  chosen  home  ! 

VII 

None  looked  upon  her  but  he  straightway  thought 
Of  all  the  greenest  depths  of  country  cheer, 

And  into  each  one's  heart  was  freshly  brought 
What  was  to  him  the  sweetest  time  of  year ; 

So  was  her  every  look  and  motion  fraught 
With  out-of-door  delights  and  forest  lere  ; 

Not  the  first  violet  on  a  woodland  lea 

Seemed  a  more  visible  gift  of  Spring  than  she. 

VIII 

Is  love  learned  only  out  of  poets'  books  ? 

Is  there  not  somewhat  in  the  dropping  flood, 
And  in  the  nunneries  of  silent  nooks, 

And  in  the  murmured  longing  of  the  wood, 
That  could  make  Margaret  dream  of  lovelorn  looks, 

And  stir  a  thrilling  mystery  in  her  blood, 
More  trembly  secret  than  Aurora's  tear 
Shed  in  the  bosom  of  an  eglaterre  ? 

EC 
Full  many  a  sweet  forewarning  hath  the  mind, 

Full  many  a  whispering  of  vague  desire, 
Ere  comes  the  nature  destined  to  unbind 

Its  virgin  zone,  and  all  its  deeps  inspire, — 
Low  stirrings  in  the  leaves,  before  the  wind 

Wakes  all  the  green  strings  of  the  forest  lyre, 
Faint  heatings  in  the  calyx,  ere  the  rose 
Its  warm  voluptuous  breast  doth  all  unclose. 

x 

Long  in  its  dim  recesses  pines  the  spirit, 

Wildered  and  dark,  despairingly  alone ; 
Though  many  a  shape  of  beauty  wander  near  it, 

And  many  a  wild  and  half-remembered  tone 
Tremble  from  the  divine  abyss  to  cheer  it, 

Yet  still  it  knows  that  there  is  only  one 
Before  whom  it  can  kneel  and  tribute  bring, 
At  once  a  happy  vassal  and  a  king. 

XI 

To  feel  a  want,  yet  scarce  know  what  it  is, 
To  seek  one  nature  that  is  always  new, 
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Whose  glance  is  warmer  than  another's  kiss, 

Whom  we  can  bare  our  inmost  beauty  to, 
Nor  feel  deserted  afterwards, — for  this 

But  with  our  destined  co-mate  we  can  do, — 
Such  longing  instinct  fills  the  mighty  scope 
Of  the  young  soul  with  one  mysterious  hope. 

xn 
So  Margaret's  heart  grew  brimming  with  the  lore 

Of  love's  enticing  secrets;  and  although 
She  had  found  none  to  cast  it  down  before, 

Yet  oft  to  Fancy's  chapel  she  would  go 
To  pay  her  TOWS,  and  count  the  rosary  o'er 

Of  her  love's  promised  graces : — haply  so 
Miranda's  hope  had  pictured  Ferdinand 
Long  ere  the  gaunt  wave  tossed  him  on  the  strand. 

xm 

A  new-made  star  that  swims  the  lonely  gloom, 
Unwedded  yet  and  longing  for  the  sun, 

Whose  beams,  the  bride-gifts  of  the  lavish  groom. 
Blithely  to  crown  the  virgin  planet  run, 

Her  being  was,  watching  to  see  the  bloom 
Of  love's  fresh  sunrise  roofing  one  by  one 

Its  clouds  with  gold,  a  triumph-arch  to  be 

For  him  who  came  to  hold  her  heart  in  fee. 

xiv 

Not  far  from  Margaret's  cottage  dwelt  a  knight 
Of  the  proud  Templars,  a  sworn  celibate, 

Whose  heart  in  secret  fed  upon  the  light 

And  dew  of  her  ripe  beauty,  through  the  grate 

Of  his  close  vow  catching  what  gleams  he  might 
Of  the  free  heaven,  and  cursing — all  too  late — 

The  cruel  faith  whose  black  walls  hemmed  him  in 

And  turned  life's  crowning  bliss  to  deadly  sin. 

xv 

For  he  had  met  her  in  the  wood  by  chance, 

And,  having  drunk  her  beauty's  wilderingspel], 

His  heart  shook  like  the  pennon  of  a  lance 
That  quivers  in  a  breeze's  sudden  swell, 

And  thenceforth,  in  a  close-enfolded  trance, 
From  misty  golden  deep  to  deep  he  fell ; 

Till  earth  did  waver  and  fade  far  away 

Beneath  the  hope  in  whose  warm  arms  he  lay. 

XVI 

A  dark,  proud  man  he  was,  whose  half -blown  youth 
Had  shed  its  blossoms  even  in  opening, 
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Leaving  a  few  that  with  more  winning  ruth 

Trembling  around  grave  manhood's  stem  might  cling, 

More  sad  than  cheery,  making,  in  good  sooth, 
Like  the  fringed  gentian,  a  late  autumn  spring : — • 

A  tAvilight  nature,  braided  light  and  gloom, 

A  youth  half-smiling  by  an  open  tomb.     a 

XVII 

Fair  as  an  angel,  who  yet  inly  wore 

A  wrinkled  heart  foreboding  his  near  fall  ; 

Who  saw  him  alway  wished  to  know  him  more, 
As  if  he  were  some  fate's  defiant  thrall 

And  nursed  a  dreadful  secret  at  its  core  ; 
Little  he  loved,  but  power  most  of  all, 

And  that  he  seemed  to  scorn,  as  one  who  knew 

By  what  foul  paths  men  choose  to  crawl  thereto. 

XVIII 

He  had  been  noble,  but  some  great  deceit 
Had  turned  his  better  instinct  to  a  vice  : 

He  strove  to  think  the  world  was  all  a  cheat, 
That  power  and  fame  were  cheap  ;it  any  price, 

That  the  sure  way  of  being  shortly  groat 

Was  even  to  play  life's  game  with  loaded  dice, 

Since  he  had  tried  the  honest  play,  and  found 

That  vice  and  virtue  differed  but  in  sound. 

XIX 

Yet  Margaret's  sight  redeemed  him  for  a  space 
From  his  own  thraldom  ;  man  could  never  be 
A  hypocrite  when  first  such  maiden  grace 

Smiled  in  upon  his  heart ;  the  agony 
Of  wearing  all  day  long  a  lying  face 

Fell  lightly  from  him,  and,  a  moment  free, 
Erect  with  wakened  faith  his  spirit  stood, 
And  scorned  the  weakness  of  its  demon-mood. 

xx 
Like  a  sweet  wind-harp  to  him  was  her  thought, 

Which  would  not  let  the  common  air  come  near, 
Till  from  its  dim  enchantment  it  had  caught 

A  musical  tenderness  that  brimmed  his  ear 
With  sweetness  more  ethereal  than  aught 

Save  silver  dropping  snatches,  that  whilere 
Rained  down  from  some  sad  angel's  faithful  harp 
To  cool  her  fallen  lover's  anguish  sharp. 

XXI 

Deep  in  the  forest  was  a  little  dell 
High  overarched  with  the  leafy  sweep 
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Of  a  broad  oak,  through  whose  gnarled  roots  there  fell 

A  slender  rill  that  sung  itself  asleep, 
Where  its  continuous  toil  had  scooped  a  well 

To  please  the  fairy  folk ;  breathlessly  deep 
The  stillness  was,  save  when  the  dreaming  brook 
From  its  small  urn  a  drizzly  murmur  shook. 

XXII 

The  wooded  hills  sloped  upward  all  around 
"With  gradual  rise,  and  made  an  even  rim, 

So  that  it  seemed  a  mighty  casque  unbound 
From  some  huge  Titan's  brow  to  lighten  him, 

Ages  ago,  and  left  upon  the  ground, 

Where  the  slow  soil  had  mossed  it  to  the  brim, 

Till  after  countless  centuries  it  grew 

Into  this  dell,  the  haunt  of  noontide  dew. 

XXIII 

Dim  vistas,  sprinkled  o'er  with  sun-flecked  green, 
Wound  through  the  thickset  trunks  on  every  side, 

And,  toward  the  west,  in  fancy  might  be  seen 
A  gothic  window  in  its  blazing  pride, 

When  the  low  sun,  two  arching  elms  between, 
Lit  up  the  leaves  beyond,  which,  autumn-dyed 

With  lavish  hues,  would  into  splendour  start, 

Shaming  the  laboured  pains  of  richest  art. 

XXIV 

Here,  leaning  once  against  the  old  oak's  trunk, 

Mordred — for  such  was  the  young  Templar's  name  — 

Saw  Margaret  come  ;  unseen,  the  falcon  shrunk 

From  the  meek  dove  ;  sharp  thrills  of  tingling  flame 

Made  him  forget  that  he  was  vowed  a  monk, 
And  all  the  outworks  of  his  pride  o'ercame  : 

Flooded  he  seemed  with  bright  delicious  pain, 

As  if  a  star  had  bxirst  within  his  brain. 

XXV 

Such  power  hath  beauty  and  frank  innocence  : 

A  flower  bloomed  forth,  that  sunshine  glad  to  bless, 

Even  from  his  love's  long  leafless  stem  ;  the  sense 
Of  exile  from  Hope's  happy  realm  grew  less, 

And  thoughts  of  childish  peace,  he  knew  not  whence, 
Thronged  round  his  heart  with  many  an  old  caress, 

Melting  the  frost  there  into  pearly  dew, 

That  mirrored  back  his  nature's  morning-blue. 

XXVI 

She  turned  and  saw  him,  biit  she  felt  no  dread, 
Her  purity,  like  adamantine  mail, 
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Did  so  encircle  her ;  and  yet  her  head 

She  drooped,  and  made  her  golden  hair  her  veil, 

Through  which  a  glow  of  rosiest  lustre  spread, 
Then  faded,  and  anon  she  stood  all  pale, 

As  snow  o'er  which  a  blush  of  northern-light 

.Suddenly  reddens,  and  as  soon  grows  white. 

XXVII 

She  thought  of  Tristrem  and  of  Lancilot, 

Of  all  her  dreams,  and  of  kind  fairies'  might, 

And  how  that  dell  was  deemed  a  haunted  spot, 
Until  there  grew  a  mist  before  her  sight, 

And  where  the  present  was  she  half  forgot, 

Borni1  backward  through  the  realms  of  old  delight, — 

Then,  starting  up  awake,  she  would  have  gone, 

Yet  almost  wished  it  might  not  be  alone. 

XXVIII 

How  they  went  home  together  through  the  wood, 
And  how  all  life  seemed  focussed  into  one 

Thought-dazzling  spot  that  set  ablaze  the  blood, 
What  need  to  tell  ?    Fit  language  there  is  none 

For  the  heart's  deepest  things.     Who  ever  wooed 
As  in  his  boyish  hope  he  would  have  done  ? 

For,  when  the  'soul  is  fullest,  the  hushed  tongue 

Voicelessly  trembles  like  a  lute  unstrung. 

XXIX 

But  all  things  carry  the  heart's  messages 

And  know  it  not,  nor  doth  the  heart  well  know, 

But  nature  hath  her  will ;  even  as  the  bees, 
Blithe  go-betweens,  fly  singing  to  and  fro 

With  the  fruit-quickening  pollen ;— hard  if  these 
Found  not  some  all  unthought-of  way  to  show 

Their  secret  each  to  each:  and  so  they  did, 

And  one  heart's  flower-dust  into  the  other  slid. 

XXX 

Young  hearts  are  free  ;  the  selfish  world  it  is 
That  turns  them  miserly  and  cold  as  stone. 

And  makes  them  clutch  their  fingers  on  the  bliss 
Which  but  in  giving  truly  is  their  own  ; — 

She  had  no  dreams  of  barter,  asked  not  his, 
But  gave  hers  freely  as  she  would  have  thrown 

A  rose  to  him,  or  as  that  rose  gives  forth 

Its  generous  fragrance,  thoughtless  of  its  worth. 

XXXI 

Her  summer  nature  felt  a  need  to  ble*s, 
And  a  like  longing  to  be  blest  again ; 
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So,  from  her  sky-like  spirit,  gentleness 

Dropt  ever  like  a  sunlit  fall  of  rain, 
And  his  beneath  drank  in  the  bright  caress 

As  thirstily  as  would  a  parched  plain, 
That  long  hath  watched  the  showers  of  sloping  gray 
For  ever,  ever,  falling  far  away. 

XXXII 

How  should  she  dream  of  ill  ?  the  heart  filled  quite 
With  sunshine,  like  the  shepherd's-clock  at  noon, 

Closes  its  leaves  around  its  warm  delight ; 
Whate'er  in  life  is  harsh  or  out  of  tune 

Is  all  shut  out ;  no  boding  shade  of  light 
Can  pierce  the  opiate  ether  of  its  swoon : 

Love  is  but  blind  as  thoughtful  justice  is, 

But  nought  can  be  so  wanton-blind  as  bliss. 

XXXIII 

All  beauty  and  all  life  he  was  to  her ; 

She  questioned  not  his  love,  she  only  knew 
That  she  loved  him,  and  not  a  pulse  could  stir 

In  her  whole  frame  but  quivered  through  and  through 
With  this  glad  thought,  and  was  a  minister 

To  do  him  fealty  and  service  true, 
Like  golden  ripples  hasting  to  the  land 
To  wreck  their  freight  of  sunshine  on  the  strand. 

XXXIV 

0  dewy  dawn  of  love !  0  hopes  that  are 

Hung  high,  like  the  cliff-swallow's  perilous  nest, 

Most  like  to  fall  when  fullest,  and  that  jar 
With  every  heavier  billow  !     0  unrest 

Than  balmiest  deeps  of  quiet  sweeter  far ! 

How  did  ye  triumph  now  in  Margaret's  breast, 

Making  it  readier  to  shrink  and  start 

Than  quivering  gold  of  the  pond-lily's  heart ! 

XXXV 

Here  let  us  pause  :  0,  would  the  soul  might  ever 

Achieve  its  immortality  in  yeuth, 
When  nothing  yet  hath  damped  its  high  endeavour 

After  the  starry  energy  of  truth ! 
Here  let  us  pause,  and  for  a  moment  sever 

This  gleam  of  sunshine  from  the  days  unruth 
That  sometime  come  to  all ;  for  it  is  good 
To  lengthen  to  the  last  a  sunny  mood. 
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PART  SECOND. 

I 
As  one  who,  from  the  sunshine  and  the  green, 

Enters  the  solid  darkness  of  a  cave, 
Nor  knows  what  precipice  or  pit  unseen 

May  yawn  before  him  with  its  sudden  grave, 
And,  with  hushed  breath,  doth  often  forward  lean, 

Dreaming  he  hears  the  plashing  of  a  wave 
Dimly  below,  or  feels  a  damper  air 
From  out  some  dreary  chasm,  he  knows  not  where;  — 

n 
So,  from  the  sunshine  and  the  green  of  love, 

We  enter  on  our  story's  darker  part ; 
And,  though  the  horror  of  it  well  may  move 

An  impulse  of  repugnance  in  the  heart, 
Yet  let  us  think,  that,  as  there's  nought  above 

The  all-embracing  atmosphere  of  Art, 
So  also  there  is  nought  that  falls  below 
Her  generous  reach,  though  grimed  with  guilt  and  woe. 

in 
Her  fittest  triumph  is  to  show  that  good 

Lurks  in  the  heart  of  evil  evermore, 
That  love,  though  scorned,  and  outcast,  and  withstood, 

Can  without  end  forgive,  and  yet  have  store  ; 
God's  love  and  man's  are  of  the  self-same  blood, 

And  He  can  see  that  always  at  the  door 
Of  foulest  hearts  the  angel-nature  yet 
Knocks  to  return  and  cancel  all  its  debt. 

IV 

It  ever  is  weak  falsehood's  destiny 

That  her  thick  mask  turns  crystal  to  let  through 
The  unsuspicious  eyes  of  honesty  ; 

But  Margaret's  heart  was  too  sincere  and  true 
Aught  but  plain  truth  and  faithfulness  to  see, 

And  Mordred's  for  a  time  a  little  grew 
To  be  like  hers,  won  by  the  mild  reproof 
Of  those  kind  eyes,  that  kept  all  doubt  aloof. 

v 
Full  oft  they  met,  as  dawn  and  twilight  meet 

In  northern  climes  ;  she  full  of  growing  day 
As  he  of  darkness,  which  before  her  feet 

Shrank  gradual,  and  faded  quite  away, 
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Soon  to  return  ;  for  power  had  made  love  sweet 

To  him,  and,  when  his  will  had  gained  full  sway, 
The  taste  began  to  pall ;  for  never  power 
Can  sate  the  hungry  soul  beyond  an  hour. 

VI 

He  fell  as  doth  the  tempter  ever  fall, 

Even  in  the  gaining  of  his  loathsome  end ; 

God  doth  not  work  as  man  works,  but  makes  all 
The  crooked  paths  of  ill  to  goodness  tend  ; 

Let  him  judge  Margaret !     If  to  be  the  thrall 
Of  love,  and  faith  too  generous  to  defend 

Its  very  life  from  him  she  loved,  be  sin, 

What  hope  of  grace  may  the  seducer  win  ? 

VII 

Grim-hearted  world,  that  look'st  with  Levite  eyes 
On  those  poor  fallen  by  too  much  faith  in  man, 

She  that  upon  thy  freezing  threshold  lies, 

Starved  to  more  sinning  by  thy  savage  ban, — 

Seeking  that  refuge  because  foulest  vice 

More  godlike  than  thy  virtue  is,  whose  span 

Shuts  out  the  wretched  only,— is  more  free 

To  enter  heaven  than  thou  wilt  ever  be! 

VIII 

Thou  wilt  not  let  her  wash  thy  daintv  feet ' 

With  such  salt  things  as  tears,  or  with  rude  hair 

Dry  them,  soft  Pharisee,  that  sitt'st  at  meat 

With  him  who  made  her  such,  and  speak'st  him  fair, 

Leaving  God's  wandering  lamb  the  while  to  bleat 
Unheeded,  shivering  in  the  pitiless  air  : 

Thou  hast  made  prisoned  virtue  show  more  wan 

And  haggard  than  a  vice  to  look  upon. 

IX 

Now  many  months  flew  by,  and  weary  grew 

To  Margaret  the  sight  of  happy  things ; 
Blight  fell  on  all  her  flowers  instead  of  dew ; 

Shut  round  her  heart  were  now  the  joyous  wings 
Wherewith  it  wont  to  soar ;  yet  not  untrue, 

Though  tempted  much,  her  woman's  nature  clings 
To  its  first  pure  belief,  and  with  sad  eyes 
Looks  backward  o'er  the  gate  of  Paradise. 

x 
And  so,  though  altered  Mordred  came  less  oft, 

And  winter  frowned  where  spring  had  laughed  before, 
In  his  strange  eyes,  yet  half  her  sadness  doffed, 

And  in  her  silent  patience  loved  him  more  : 


A   LEGEND    OF    BRITTANY.  11 

Sorrow  had  made  her  soft  heart  yet  more  soft, 

And  a  new  life  within  her  own  she  bore 
Which  made  her  tenderer,  as  she  felt  it  move 
Beneath  her  breast,  a  refuge  for  her  love. 

XI 

This  babe,  she  thought,  would  surely  bring  him  back, 

And  be  a  bond  for  ever  them  between  ; 
Before  its  eyes  the  sullen  tempest-rack 

Would  fade,  and  leave  the  face  of  heaven  serene  ; 
And  love's  return  doth  more  than  fill  the  lack. 

Which  in  his  absence  withered  the  heart's  green : 
And  yet  a  dim  foreboding  still  would  flit 
Between  her  and  her  hope  to  darken  it. 

XII 

She  could  not  figure  forth  a  happy  fate, 

Even  for  this  life  from  heaven  so  newly  come  ; 

The  earth  must  needs  be  doubly  desolate, 
To  him  scarce  parted  from  a  fairer  home  : 

Such  boding  heavier  on  her  bosom  sate 

One  night,  as,  standing  in  the  twilight  gloam, 

She  strained  her  eyes  beyond  that  dizzy  verge 

At  whose  foot  faintly  breaks  the  future's  surge. 

XIII 

Poor  little  spirit !  nought  but  shame  and  woe 

Nurse  the  sick  heart  whose  life-blood  nurses  thine  : 

Yet  not  those  only  ;  love  hath  triumphed  so, 
As  for  thy  sake  makes  sorrow  more  divine : 

And  yet,  though  thou  be  pure,  the  world  is  foe 
To  purity,  if  born  in  such  a  shrine; 

And,  having  trampled  it  for  struggling  thence, 

Smiles  to  itself,  and  calls  it  Providence. 

XIV 

As  thus  she  mused,  a  shadow  seemed  to  rise 
From  out  her  thought,  and  turn  to  dreariness 

All  blissful  hopes  "and  sunny  memories, 

And  the  quick  blood  doth  curdle  up  and  press 

About  her  heart,  which  seemed  to  shut  its  eyes 
And  hush  itself,  as  who  with  shuddering  guess 

Harks  through  the  gloom,  and  dreads  e'en  now  to  feel 

Through  his  hot  breast  the  icy  slide  of  steel. 

xv 

But,  at  that  heart -beat,  while  in  dread  she  was, 
In  the  low  wind  the  honeysuckles  gleam, 

A  dewy  thrill  flits  through  the  heavy  grass, 
And,  looking  forth,  she  saw,  as  in  a  dream, 
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Within  the  wood  the  moonlight's  shadowy  mass ; 

Night's  starry  heart  yearning  to  hers  doth  seem, 
And  the  deep  sky,  full-hearted  with  the  moon, 
Folds  round  her  all  the  happiness  of  June. 

XVI 

What  fear  could  face  a  heaven  and  earth  like  this  ? 

What  silveriest  cloud  could  hang  'neath  such  a  sky  ? 
A  tide  of  wondrous  and  unwonted  bliss 

Rolls  back  throiigh  all  her  pulses  suddenly, 
As  if  some  seraph,  who  had  learned  to  kiss 

From  the  fair  daughters  of  the  world  gone  by, 
Had  wedded  so  his  fallen  light  with  hers, 
Such  sweet,  strange  joy  through  soul  and  body  stirs. 

XVII 

Now  seek  we  Mordred :  He  who  did  not  fear 
The  crime,  yet  fears  the  latent  consequence  : 

If  it  should  reach  a  brother  Templar's  ear, 
It  haply  might  be  made  a  good  pretence 

To  cheat  him  of  the  hope  he  held  most  dear  ; 

For  he  had  spared  no  thought's  or  deed's  expense, 

That  by-and-by  might  help  his  wish  to  clip 

Its  darling  bride, — the  high  grand  mastership. 

XVIII 

The  apathy,  ere  a  crime  resolved  is  done, 

Is  scarce  less  dreadful  than  remorse  for  crime; 

By  no  allurement  can  the  soul  be  won 

From  brooding  o'er  the  weary  creep  of  time : 

Mordred  stole  forth  into  the  happy  sun, 
Striving  to  hum  a  scrap  of  Breton  rhyme, 

But  the  sky  struck  him  speechless,  and  he  tried 

In  vain  to  summon  up  his  callous  pride. 

XIX 

In  the  court -yard  a  fountain  leaped  alway, 
A  Triton  blowing  jewels  through  his  shell 

Into  the  sunshine  ;  Mordred  turned  away, 
Weary  because  the  stone  face  did  not  tell 

Of  weariness,  nor  could  he  bear  to-day, 

Heart-sick,  to  hear  the  patient  sink  and  swell 

Of  winds  among  the  leaves,  or  golden  bees 

Drowsily  humming  in  the  orange-trees. 

xx 

All  happy  sights  and  sounds  now  came  to  him 
Like  a  reproach :  he  wandered  far  and  wide, 

Following  the  lead  of  his  unquiet  whim, 
But  still  there  went  a  something  at  his  side 
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That  made  the  cool  breeze  hot,  the  sunshine  dim  ; 

It  would  not  flee,  it  could  not  be  defied, 
He  could  not  see  it,  but  he  felt  it  there, 
By  the  damp  chill  that  crept  among  his  hair. 

XXI 

Day  wore  at  last ;  the  evening  star  arose, 
And  throbbing  in  the  sky  grew  red  and  set ; 

Then  with  a  guilty,  wavering  step  he  goes 
To  the  hid  nook  where  they  so  oft  had  met 

In  happier  season,  for  his  heart  well  knows 
That  he  is  sure  to  find  poor  Margaret 

Watching  and  waiting  there  with  love-lorn  breast, 

Around  her  young  dream's  rudely  scattered  nest. 

XXII 

Why  follow  here  that  grim  old  chronicle 

Which  counts  the  dagger-strokes  and  drops  of  blood  ? 
Enough  that  Margaret  by  his  mad  steel  fell, 

Unmoved  by  murder  from  her  trusting  mood, 
Smiling  on  him  as  Heaven  smiles  on  Hell, 

With  a  sad  love,  remembering  when  he  stood, 
Not  fallen  yet,  the  unsealer  of  her  heart, 
Of  all  her  holy  dreams  the  holiest  part. 

XXIII 

His  crime  complete,  scarce  knowing  what  he  did 
(So  goes  the  tale),  beneath  the  altar  there 

In  the  high  church  the  stiffening  corpse  he  hid  ; 
And  then,  to  'scape  that  suffocating  air, 

Like  a  scared  ghoule  out  of  the  porch  he  slid  ; 

But  his  strained  eyes  saw  blood-spots  everywhere, 

And  ghastly  faces  thrust  themselves  between 

His  soul  and  hopes  of  peace  with  blasting  mien. 

XXIV 

His  heart  went  out  within  him,  like  a  spark 
Dropt  in  the  sea ;  wherever  he  made  bold 

To  turn  his  eyes,  he  saw,  all  stiff  and  stark, 
Pale  Margaret  lying  dead  ;  the  lavish  gold 

Of  her  loose  hair  seemed  in  the  cloudy  dark 
To  spread  a  glory,  and  a  thousandfold 

More  strangely  pale  and  beautiful  she  grew : 

Her  silence  stabbed  his  conscience  through  and  through: 

XXV 

Or  visions  of  past  days, — a  mother's  eyes 

That  smiled  down  on  the  fair  boy  at  her  knee, 

Whose  happy  upturned  face  to  hers  replies, — 
He  saw  sometimes  :  or  Margaret  mournfully 
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Gazed  on  him  full  of  doubt,  as  one  who  tries 

To  crush  belief  that  does  love  injury  : 
Then  she  would  wring  her  hands,  but  soon  again 
Love's  patience  glimmered  out  through  cloudy  pain. 

XXVI 

Meanwhile  he  dared  not  go  and  steal  away 
The  silent,  dead-cold  witness  of  his  sin ; 

He  had  not  feared  the  life,  but  that  dull  clay, 
Those  open  eyes  that  showed  the  death  within, 

Would  surely  stare  him  mad  ;  yet  all  the  day 
A  dreadful  impulse,  whence  his  will  could  win 

No  refuge,  made  him  linger  in  the  aisle, 

Freezing  with  his  wan  look  each  greeting  smile. 

XXVII 

Now,  on  the  second  day  there  was  to  be 
A  festival  in  church  :  from  far  and  near 

Came  flocking  in  the  sunburnt  peasantry, 
And  knights  and  dames  with  stately  antique  cheer, 

Blazing  with  pomp,  as  if  all  faerie 

Had  emptied  her  quaint  halls,  or,  as  it  were, 

The  illuminated  marge  of  some  old  book, 

While  we  were  gazing,  life  and  motion  took. 

XXVIII 

When  all  were  entered,  and  the  roving  eyes 
Of  all  were  staid,  some  upon  faces  bright, 

Some  on  the  priests,  some  on  the  traceries 
That  decked  the  slumber  of  a  marble  knight, 

And  all  the  rustlings  over  that  arise 
From  recognizing  tokens  of  delight, 

When  friendly  glances  meet, — then  silent  ease 

Spread  o'er  the  multitude  by  slow  degrees. 

XXIX 

Then  swelled  the  organ :  up  through  choir  and  nave 
The  music  trembled  with  an  inward  thrill 

Of  bliss  at  its  own  grandeur :  wave  on  wave 
Its  flood  of  mellow  thunder  rose,  until 

The  hushed  air  shivered  with  the  throb  it  gave  ; 
Then,  poising  for  a  moment,  it  stood  still, 

And  sank  and  rose  again,  to  burst  in  spray 

That  wandered  into  silence  far  away. 

XXX 

Like  to  a  mighty  heart  the  music  seemed, 
That  yearns  with  melodies  it  cannot  speak, 

Until,  in  grand  despair  of  what  it  dreamed, 
In  the  agony  of  effort  it  doth  break, 
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Yet  triumphs  breaking ;  on  it  rushed  and  streamed 

And  wantoned  in  its  might,  as  when  a  lake, 
Long  pent  among  the  mountains,  bursts  its  walls 
And  in  one  crowding  gush  leaps  forth  and  falls. 

XXXI 

Deeper  and  deeper  shudders  shook  the  air, 
As  the  huge  bass  kept  gathering  heavily, 

Like  thunder  when  it  rouses  in  its  lair, 

And  with  its  hoarse  growl  shakes  the  low-hung  .sky, 

It  grew  up  like  a  darkness  everywhere, 
Filling  the  vast  cathedral ;— suddenly, 

From  the  dense  mass  a  boy's  clear  treble  broke 

Like  lightning,  and  the  full-toned  choir  awoke. 

XXXII 

Through  gorgeous  windows  shone  the  sun  aslant, 
Brimming  the  church  with  gold  and  purple  mist, 

Meet  atmosphere  to  bosom  that  rich  chant, 
Where  fifty  voices  in  one  strand  did  twist 

Their  varicoloured  tones,  and  left  no  want 
To  the  delighted  soul,  which  sank  abyssed 

In  the  warm  music  cloud,  while,  far  below, 

The  organ  heaved  its  surges  to  and  fro. 

xxxni 
As  if  a  lark  should  suddenly  drop  dead 

While  the  blue  air  yet  trembled  with  its  song, 
So  snapped  at  once  that  music's  golden  thread, 

Struck  by  a  nameless  fear  that  leapt  along 
From  heart  to  heart,  and  like  a  shadow  spread 

With  instantaneous  shiver  through  the  throng, 
So  that  some  glanced  behind,  as  half  aware 
A  hideous  shape  of  dread  were  standing  there. 

xxxiv 

As  when  a  crowd  of  pale  men  gather  round, 

Watching  an  eddy  in  the  leaden  deep, 
From  which  they  deem  the  body  of  one  drowned 

Will  be  cast  forth,  from  face  to  face  doth  creep 
An  eager  dread  that  holds  all  tongues  fast  bound, 

Until  the  horror,  with  a  ghastly  leap, 
Starts  up,  its  dead  blue  arms  stretched  aimlessly, 
Heaved  with  the  swinging  of  the  careless  sea, — 

xxxv 
tSo  in  the  faces  of  all  these  there  grew, 

As  by  one  impulse,  a  dark,  freezing  awe, 
Which,  with  a  fearful  fascination  drew 

All  eyes  toward  the  altar ;  damp  and  raw 
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The  air  grew  suddenly,  and  no  man  knew 

Whether  perchance  his  silent  neighbour  saw 
The  dreadful  thing  which  all  were  sure  would  rise 
To  scare  the  strained  lids  wider  from  their  eyes. 

xxxvi 

The  incense  trembled  as  it  upward  sent 
Its  slow,  uncertain  thread  of  wandering  blue, 

As  'twere  the  only  living  element 

In  all  the  church  so  deep  the  stillness  grew ; 

It  seemed  one  might  have  heard  it,  as  it  went, 
Give  out  an  audible  rustle,  curling  through 

The  midnight  silence  of  that  awe-struck  air, 

More  hushed  than  death,  though  so  much  life  was  there. 

XXXVII 

Nothing  they  saw,  but  a  low  voice  was  heard 
Threading  the  ominous  silence  of  that  fear, 

Gentle  and  terrorless,  as  if  a  bird, 

"Wakened  by  some  volcano's  glare,  should  cheer 

The  murk  air  with  his  song ;  yet  every  word 
In  the  cathedral's  farthest  arch  seemed  near, 

As  if  it  spoke  to  every  one  apart, 

Like  the  clear  voice  of  conscience  in  each  heart. 

XXXVIII 

'  0  Kest,  to  weary  hearts  thou  art  most  dear ! 

0  Silence,  after  life's  bewildering  din 
Thou  art  most  welcome,  whether  in  the  sear 

Days  of  our  age  thou  comest,  or  we  win 
Thy  poppy- wreath  in  youth  !  then  wherefore  here 

Linger  I  yet,  once  free  to  enter  in 
'  At  that  wished  gate  which  gentle  Death  doth  ope, 
Into  the  boundless  realm  of  strength  and  hope  ? 

XXXIX 

'  Think  not  in  death  my  love  could  ever  cease  ; 

If  thou  wast  false,  more  need  there  is  for  me 
Still  to  be  true ;  that  slumber  were  not  peace, 

If 'twere  unvisited  with  dreams  of  thee  : 
And  thou  hadst  never  heard  such  words  as  these, 

Save  that  in  Heaven  I  must  ever  be 
Most  comfortless  and  wretched,  seeing  this 
Our  imbaptized  babe  shut  out  from  bliss. 

XL 
'  This  little  spirit  with  imploring  eyes 

Wanders  alone  the  dreary  wild  of  space ; 
The  shadow  of  his  pain  for  ever  lies 

Upon  my  soul  in  this  new  dwelling-place 
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His  loneliness  makes  me  in  Paradise 

More  lonely,  and,  unless  I  see  his  face, 
Even  here  for  grief  could  I  lie  down  and  die, 
Save  for  my  curse  of  immortality. 

XLI 
'  World  after  world  he  sees  around  him  swim 

Crowded  with  happy  souls,  that  take  no  heed 
Of  the  sad  eyes  that  from  the  night's  faint  rim 

Gaze  sick  with  longing  on  them  as  they  speed 
With  golden  gates,  that  only  shut  out  him ; 

And  shapes  sometimes  from  Hell's  abysses  freed 
Flap  darkly  by  him,  with  enormous  sweep 
Of  wings  that  roughen  wide  the  pitchy  deep. 

XLII 
'  I  am  a  mother, — spirits  do  not  shake 

This  much  of  earth  from  them, — and  I  must  pine 
Till  I  can  feel  his  little  hands,  and  take 

His  weary  head  upon  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
And,  might  it  be,  full  gladly  for  his  sake 

Would  I  this  solitude  of  bliss  resign, 
And  be  shut  out  of  Heaven  to  dwell  with  him 
For  ever  in  that  silence  drear  and  dim. 

XLIII 

'  I  strove  to  hush  my  soul,  and  would  not  speak 
At  first,  for  thy  dear  sake  ;  a  woman's  love 

Is  mighty,  but  a  mother's  heart  is  weak, 
And  by  its  weakness  overcomes ;  I  strove 

To  smother  bitter  thoughts  with  patience  meek, 
But  still  in  the  abyss  my  soul  would  rove, 

Seeking  my  child,  and  drove  me  here  to  claim 

The  rite  that  gives  him  peace  in  Christ's  dear  name. 

XilV 

'  I  sit  and  weep  while  blessed  spirits  sing ; 

I  can  but  long  and  pine  the  while  they  praise, 
And,  leaning  o'er  the  wall  of  Heaven,  I  fling 

My  voice  to  where  I  deem  my  infant  strays, 
Like  a  robbed  bird  that  cries  in  vain  to  bring 

Her  nestlings  back  beneath  her  wings'  embrace 
But  still  he  answers  not,  and  I  but  know 
That  Heaven  and  earth  are  both  alike  in  woe.' 

xiv 

Then  the  pale  priests,  with  ceremony  due, 
Baptized  the  child  within  its  dreadful  tomb 

Beneath_that  mother's  heart,  whose  instinct  true 
Star-like  had  battled  down  the  triple  gloom 
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Of  sorrow,  love,  and  death :  young  maidens,  too, 

Strewed  the  pale  corpse  with  many  a  milkwhite  bloom, 
And  parted  the  bright  hair,  and  on  the  breast 
Crossed  the  unconscious  hands  in  sign  of  rest. 

XLVI 

Some  said,  that,  when  the  priest  had  sprinkled  o'er 
The  consecrated  drops,  they  seemed  to  hear 

A  sigh,  as  of  some  heart  from  travail  sore 
Released,  and  then  two  voices  singing  clear, 

Misereatur  Deus,  more  and  more 

Fading  far  upward,  and  their  ghastly  fear 

Fell  from  them  with  that  sound,  as  bodies  fall 

From  souls  upspringing  to  celestial  hall. 
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ONE  after  one  the  stars  have  risen  and  set, 
Sparkling  upon  the  hoarfrost  on  my  chain : 
The  Bear,  that  prowled  all  night  about  the  fold 
Of  the  North-star,  had  shrunk  into  his  den, 
Scared  by  the  blithesome  footsteps  of  the  Dawn, 
Whose  blushing  smile  floods  all  the  Orient ; 
And  now  bright  Lucifer  grows  less  and  less, 
Into  the  heaven's  blue  quiet  deep-withdrawn. 
Sunless  and  starless  all,  the  desert  sky 
Arches  above  me,  empty  as  this  heart 
For  ages  hath  been  empty  of  all  joy, 
Except  to  brood  upon  its  silent  hope, 
As  o'er  its  hope  of  day  the  sky  doth  now. 
All  night  have  I  heard  voices  :  deeper  yet 
The  deep  low  breathing  of  the  silence  grew, 
While  all  about,  muffled  in  awe,  there  stood 
Shadows,  or  forms,  or  both,  clear-felt  at  heart ; 
But,  when  I  turn  to  front  them,  far  along 
Only  a  shudder  through  the  midnight  ran," 
And  the  dense  stillness  walled  me  closer  round. 
But  still  I  heard  them  wander  up  and  down 
That  solitude,  and  flappings  of  dusk  wings 
Did  mingle  with  them,  whether  of  those  hags 
Let  slip  upon  me  once  from  Hades  deep, 
Or  of  yet  direr  torments,  if  such  be, 
I  could  but  guess  ;  and  then  toward  me  came 
A  shape  as  of  a  woman  :  very  pale 
It  was,  and  calm  ;  its  cold  eyes  did  not  move, 
And  mine  moved  not,  but  only  stared  on  them. 
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Their  fixed  awe  went  through  my  brain  like  ice ; 

A  skeleton  hand  seemed  clutching  at  my  heart, 

And  a  sharp  chill,  as  if  a  dank  night  fog 

Suddenly  closed  me  in,  was  all  I  felt : 

And  then,  methought,  I  heard  a  freezing  sigh, 

A  long,  deep,  shivering  sigh,  as  from  blue  lips 

Stiffening  in  death,  close  to  mine  ear.     I  thought 

Some  doom  was  close  upon  me,  and  I  looked 

And  saw  the  red  moon  through  the  heavy  mist, 

Just  setting,  and  it  seemed  as  it  were  falling, 

Or  reeling  to  its  fall,  so  dim  and  dead 

And  palsy-struck  it  looked.     Then  all  sounds  merged 

Into  the  rising  surges  of  the  pines, 

Which,  leagues  below  me,  clothing  the  gaunt  loins 

Of  ancient  Caucasus  with  hairy  strength, 

Sent  up  a  murmur  in  the  morning  wind, 

Sad  as  the  wail  that  from  the  populous  earth 

All  day  and  night  to  high  Olympus  soars, 

Fit  incense  to  thy  wicked  throne,  0  Jove  ! 

Thy  hated  name  is  tossed  once  more  in  scorn 
From  off  my  lips,  for  I  will  tell  thy  doom. 
And  are  these  tears  ?     Nay,  do  not  triumph,  Jove  ! 
They  are  wrung  from  me  but  by  the  agonies 
Of  prophecy,  like  those  sparse  drops  which  fall 
From  clouds  in  travail  with  the  lightning,  when 
The  great  wave  of  the  storm  high-curled  and  black 
Rolls  steadily  onward  to  its  thunderous  break. 
Why  art  thou  made  a  god  of,  thou  poor  type 
Of  anger,  and  revenge,  and  cunning  force  ? 
True  Power  was  never  born  of  brutish  Strength, 
Nor  sweet.  Truth  suckled  at  the  shaggy  dugs 
Of  that  old  she-wolf.     Arc  thy  thunderbolts, 
That  qiiell  the  darkness  for  a  space,  so  strong 
As  the  prevailing  patience  of  meek  Light, 
Who,  with  the  invincible  tenderness  of  peace. 
Wins  it  to  be  a  portion  of  herself? 
Why  art  thou  made  a  god  of,  thou,  who  hast 
The  never-sleeping  terror  at  thy  heart, 
That  birthright  of  all  tyrants,  worse  to  bear 
Than  this  thy  ravening  bird  on  which  I  smile  ? 
Thou  swear'st  to  free  me,  if  I  will  unfold 
What  kind  of  doom  it  is  whose  omen  flits 
Across  thy  heart,  as  o'er  a  troop  of  doves 
The  fearful  shadow  of  the  kite.     What  nocd 
To  know  that  truth  whose  knowledge  cannot  save  ? 
lEvil  its  prrand  hath,  as  well  as 
4 
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When  thine  is  finished,  them  art  known  no  more  : 

There  is  a  higher  purity  than  them, 

And  higher  purity  is  greater  strength ; 

Thy  nature  is  thy  doom,  at  which  thy  heart 

Trembles  behind  the  thick  wall  of  thy  might. 

Let  man  but  hope,  and  thou  art  straightway  chilled 

With  thought  of  that  drear  silence  and  deep  night 

Which,  like  a  dream,  shall  swallow  thee  and  thine  : 

Let  man  but  will,  and  thou  art  god  no  more, 

More  capable  of  ruin  than  the  gold 

And  ivory  that  image  thee  on  earth. 

He  who  hurled  down  the  monstrous  Titan-brood 

Blinded  with  lightnings,  with  rough  thunders  stunned, 

Is  weaker  than  a  simple  human  thought. 

My  slender  voice  can  shake  thee,  as  the  breeze 

That  seems  but  apt  to  stir  a  maiden's  hair, 

Sways  huge  Oceanus  from  pole  to  pole  : 

For  I  am  still  Prometheus,  and  foreknow 

In  my  wise  heart  the  end  and  doom  of  all. 

Yes,  I  am  still  Prometheus,  wiser  grown 
By  years  of  solitude, — that  holds  apart 
The  past  and  future,  giving  the  soul  room  t 

To  search  into  itself, — and  long  commune 
With  this  eternal  silence  ; — more  a  god, 
In  my  long-suffering  and  strength  to  meet 
With  equal  front  the  direst  shafts  of  fate, 
Than  thou  in  thy  faint-hearted  despotism, 
Girt  with  thy  baby-toys  of  force  and  wrath. 
Yes,  I  am  that  Prometheus  who  brought  down 
The  light  to  man,  which  thou,  in  selfish  fear, 
Hadst  to  thyself  usurped, — his  by  sole  right, 
For  Man  hath  right  to  all  save  Tyranny, — 
And  which  shall  free  him  yet  from  thy  frail  throne. 
Tyrants  are  but  the  spawn  of  Ignorance, 
Begotten  by  the  slaves  they  trample  on, 
Who,  could  they  win  a  glimmer  of  the  light, 
And  see  that  Tyranny  is  always  weakness, 
Or  Fear  with  its  own  bosom  ill  at  ease, 
Would  laugh  away  in  scorn  the  sand-wove  chain 
Which  their  own  blindness  feigned  for  adamant. 
Wrong  ever  builds  on  quicksands,  but  the  Right 
To  the  firm  centre  lays  its  moveless  base. 
The  tyrant  trembles,  if  the  air  but  stirs 
The  innocent  ringlets  of  a  child's  free  hair, 
And  crouches,  when  the  thought  of  some  great  spirit, 
With  world-wide  murmur,  like  a  rising  gale, 
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Over  men's  hearts,  as  over  standing  corn, 
Rushes,  and  bends  them  to  its  own  strong  will. 
So  shall  some  thought  of  mine  yet  circle  earth, 
And  puff  away  thy  crumbling  altars,  Jove  ! 

And,  wouldst  thou  know  of  my  supreme  revenge, 
Poor  tyrant,  even  now  dethroned  in  heart, 
Eealmless  in  soul,  as  tyrants  ever  are, 
Listen  !  and  tell  me  if  this  bitter  peak, 
This  never-glutted  vulture,  and  these  chains 
Shrink  not  before  it ;  for  it  shall  befit 
A  sorrow-taught,  unconquered  Titan-heart. 
Men.  when  their  death  is  on  them,  seem  to  stand 
On  a  precipitous  crag  that  overhangs 
The  abyss  of  doom,  and  in  that  depth  to  see, 
As  in  a  glass,  the  features  dim  and  vast 
Of  things  to  come,  the  shadows,  as  it  seems, 
Of  what  have  been.     Death  ever  fronts  the  wise  ; 
Not  fearfully,  but  with  clear  promises 
Of  larger  life,  on  whose  broad  vans  upborne, 
Their  out-look  widens,  and  they  see  beyond 
The  horizon  of  the  Present  and  the  Past, 
Even  to  the  very  source  and  end  of  things. 
Such  am  I  now :  immortal  woe  hath  made 
3Iy  heart  a  seer,  and  my  soul  a  judge 
Between  the  substance  and  the  shadow  of  Truth. 
The  sure  supremeness  of  the  Beautiful, 
By  all  the  martyrdoms  made  doubly  sure 
Of  such  as  I  am.  this  is  my  revenge, 
Which  of  my  wrongs  builds  a  triumphal  arch, 
Through  which  I  see  a  sceptre  and  a  throne. 
The  pipings  of  glad  shepherds  on  the  hills, 
Tending  the  flocks  no  more  to  bleed  for  thee, — 
The  songs  of  maidens  pressing  with  white  feet 
The  vintage  on  thine  altars  poured  no  more, — 
The  murmurous  bliss  of  lovers  underneath 
Dim  grape-vine  bowers,  whose  rosy  bunches  press 
Not  half  so  closely  their  warm  cheeks,  unpaled 
By  thoughts  of  thy  brute  lust,— the  hive-like  hum 
Of  peaceful  commonwealths,  where  sunburnt  Toil 
Reaps  for  itself  the  rich  earth,  made  its  own 
By  its  own  labour,  lightened  with  glad  hymns 
•To  an  omnipotence  which  thy  mad  bolts 
Would  cope  with  as  a  spark  with  the  vast  sea, — 
Even  the  spirit  of  free  love  and  peace, 
Duty's  sure  recompense  through  life  and  death, — 
These  are  such  harvests  as  all  master-spirits 
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Reap,  haply  not  on  earth,  but  reap  no  loss 

Because  the  sheaves  are  bound  by  hands  not  theirs  ; 

These  are  the  bloodless  daggers  wherewithal 

They  stab  fallen  tyrants — this  their  high  revenge  : 

For  their  best  part  of  life  on  earth  is  when, 

Long  after  death,  prisoned  and  pent  no  more, 

Their  thoughts,  their  wild  dreams  even,  have  become 

Part  of  the  necessary  air  men  breathe  ; 

When,  like  the  moon,  herself  behind  a  cloud, 

They  shed  down  light  before  us  on  life's  sea, 

That  cheers  us  to  steer  onward  still  in  hope. 

Earth  with  her  twining  memories  ivies  o'er 

Their  holy  sepulchres ;  the  chainless  sea, 

In  tempest  or  wide  calm,  repeats  their  thoughts  ; 

The  lightning  and  the  thunder,  all  free  things, 

Have  legends  of  them  for  the  ears  of  men. 

All  other  glories  are  as  falling  stars, 

But  universal  Nature  watches  theirs  : 

Such  strength  is  won  by  love  of  human  kind. 

Not  that  I  feel  that  hunger  after  fame, 
Which  souls  of  a  half-greatness  are  beset  with  ; 
But  that  the  memory  of  noble  deeds 
Cries,  shame  upon  the  idle  and  the  vile, 
And  keeps  the  heart  of  Man  for  ever  up 
To  the  heroic  level  of  old  time. 
To  be  forgot  at  first  is  little  pain 
To  a  heart  conscious  of  such  high  intent 
As  must  be  deathless  on  the  lips  of  men ; 
But,  having  been  a  name,  to  sink  and  be 
A  something  which  the  world  can  do  without, 
Which,  having  been  or  not,  would  never  change 
The  lightest  pulse  of  late, — this  is  indeed 
A  cup  of  bitterness  the  worst  to  taste, 
And  this  thy  heart  shall  empty  to  the  dregs. 
Endless  despair  shall  be  thy  Caucasus, 
And  memory  thy  vulture  ;  thou  wilt  find 
Oblivion  far  lonelier  than  this  peak, — • 
Behold  thy  destiny  !     Thou  think'st  it  much 
That  I  should  brave  thee,  miserable  god ! 
But  I  have  braved  a  mightier  than  thou, 
Even  the  tempting  of  this  soaring  heart, 
Which  might  have  made  me,  scarcely  less  than  thou, 
A  god  among  my  brethren  weak  and  blind, — 
Scarce  less  than  thou,  a  pitiable  thing 
To  be  down-trodden  into  darkness  soon. 
But  now  1  am  above  thee,  for  thou  art 
The  bungling  workmanship  of  fear,  the  block 
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That  awes  the  swart  Barbarian  ;  but  I 
Am  what  myself  have  made, — a  nature  wise 
With  finding  in  itself  the  types  of  all, — 
With  watching  from  the  dim  verge  of  the  time 
What  things  to  be  are  visible  in  the  gleams 
Thrown  forward  on  them  from  the  luminous  past,— 
Wise  with  the  history  of  its  own  frail  heart, 
With  reverence  and  sorrow,  and  with  love, 
Broad  as  the  world,  for  freedom  and  for  man. 

Thou  and  all  strength  shall  crumble,  except  Love, 
By  whom  and  for  whose  glory  ye  shall  cease  : 
And,  when  thou  art  but  a  dim  moaning  heard 
From  out  the  pitiless  glooms  of  Chaos,  I 
Shall  be  a  power  and  a  memory, 
A  name  to  fright  all  tyrants  with,  a  light 
Unsetting  as  the  pole-star,  a  great  voice 
Heard  in  the  breathless  pauses  of  the  fight 
By  truth  and  freedom  ever  waged  with  wrong, 
Clear  as  a  silver  trumpet,  to  awake 
Huge  echoes  that  from  age  to  age  live  on 
In  kindred  spirits,  giving  them  a  sense 
Of  boundless  power  from  boundless  suffering  wrung: 
And  many  a  glazing  eye  shall  smile  to  see 
The  memory  of  my  triumph  (for  to  meet 
Wrong  with  endurance,  and  to  overcome 
The  present  with  a  heart  that  looks  beyond, ' 
Are  triumph),  like  a  prophet  eagle,  perch 
Upon  the  sacred  banner  of  the  Eight. 
Evil  springs  up,  and  flowers,  and  bears  no  seed, 
And  feeds  the  green  earth  with  its  swift  decay, 
Leaving  it  richer  for  the  growth  of  truth  ; 
But  Good,  once  put  in  action  or  in  thought, 
Like  a  strong  oak,  doth  from  its  boughs  shed  down 
The  ripe  germs  of  a  forest.     Thou,  weak  god, 
Shalt  fade  and  be  forgotten  !  but  this  soul, 
Fresh-living  still  in  the  serene  abyss, 
In  every  heaving  shall  partake,  that  grows 
From  heart  to  heart  among  the  sons  of  men, — 
As  the  ominous  hum  before  the  earthquake  runs 
Far  through  the  JEgean  from  roused  isle  to  isle, — - 
Foreboding  wreck  to  palaces  and  shrines, 
And  mighty  rents  in  many  a  cavernous  error 
That  darkens  the  free  light  to  man : — This  heart, 
Unscarred  by  thy  grim  vulture,  as  the  truth 
Grows  but  more  lovely  'neath  the  beaks  and  claws 
Of  Harpies  blind  that  fain  would  soil  it,  shall 
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In  all  the  throbbing  exultation  share 

That  wait  on  freedom's  triumphs,  and  in  all 

The  glorious  agonies  of  martyr-spirits, — 

Sharp  lightning  throes  to  split  the  jagged  clouds 

That  veil  the  future,  showing  them  the  end, — 

Pain's  thorny  crown  for  constancy  and  truth, 

Girding  the  temples  like  a  wreath  of  stars. 

This  is  a  thought,  that,  like  a  fabled  laurel, 

Makes  my  faith  thunder-proof;  and  thy  dread  bolts 

Fall  on  me  like  the  silent  flakes  of  snow 

On  the  hoar  brows  of  aged  Caucasus  : 

But,  0  thought  far  more  blissful,  they  can  rend 

This  cloud  of  flesh,  and  make  my  soul  a  star ! 

Unleash  thy  crouching  thunders  now,  0  Jove ! 
Free  this  high  heart,  which,  a  poor  captive  long, 
Doth  knock  to  be  let  forth,  this  heart  which  still, 
In  its  invincible  manhood,  overtops 
Thy  puny  godship,  as  this  mountain  doth 
The  pines  that  moss  its  roots.     0,  even  now, 
While  from  my  peak  of  suffering  I  look  down, 
Beholding  with  a  far-spread  gush  of  hope 
The  sunrise  of  that  Beauty,  in  whose  face, 
Shone  all  around  with  love,  no  man  shall  look 
But  straightway  like  a  god  he  is  uplift 
Unto  the  throne  long  empty  for  his  sake, 
And  clearly  oft  foreshadowed  in  wide  dreams 
By  his  free  inward  nature,  which  nor  thou, 
Nor  any  anarch  after  thee,  can  bind 
From  working  its  great  doom,' — now,  now  set  free 
This  essence,  not  to  die,  but  to  become 
Part  of  that  awful  Presence  which  doth  haunt 
The  palaces  of  tyrants,  to  hunt  off, 
With  its  grim  eyes  and  fearful  whisperings 
And  hideous  sense  of  utter  loneliness, 
All  hope  of  safety,  all  desire  of  peace, 
All  but  the  loathed  forefeeling  of  blank  death, — 
Part  of  that  spirit  which  doth  ever  brood 
In  patient  calm  on  the  unpilfered  nest 
Of  man's  deep  heart,  till  mighty  thoughts  grow  fledged 
To  sail  with  darkening  shadow  o'er  the  world, 
Filling  with  dread  such  souls  as  dare  not  trust 
In  the  unfailing  energy  of  Good, 
Until  they  swoop,  and  their  pale  quarry  make 
Of  some  o'er  bloated  wrong, — that  spirit  which 
Scatters  great  hopes  in  the  seed-field  of  man, 
Like  acorns  among  grain,  to  grow  and  be 
A  roof  for  freedom  in  all  coming  time ! 
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But  no,  this  cannot  be  ;  for  ages  yet, 
In  solitude  unbroken,  shall  I  hear 
The  angry  Caspian  to  the  Euxine  shout, 
And  Euxine  answer  with  a  muffled  roar, 
On  either  side  storming  the  giant  walls 
Of  Caucasus  with  leagues  of  climbing  foam 
(Less,  from  my  height,  than  flakes  of  downy  snow), 
That  draw  back  baffled  but  to  hurl  again, 
Snatched  up  in  wrath  and  horrible  turmoil, 
Mountain  on  mountain,  as  the  Titans  erst, 
My  brethren,  scaling  the  high  seat  of  Jove, 
Heaved  Pelion  upon  Ossa's  shoulders  broad 
In  vain  emprise.     The  moon  will  come  and  go 
With  her  monotonous  vicissitude  ; 
Once  beautiful,  when  I  was  free  to  walk 
Among  my  fellows,  and  to  interchange 
The  influence  benign  of  loving  eyes, 
But  now  by  aged  use  grown  wearisome ; — 
False  thought !  most  false  !  for  how  could  I  endure 
These  crawling  centuries  of  lonely  woe 
Unshamed  by  weak  complaining,  but  for  thep, 
Loneliest,  save  me,  of  all  created  things, 
Mild-eyed  Astarte,  my  best  comforter, 
With  thy  pale  smile  of  sad  benignity  ? 

Year  after  year  will  pass  away  and  seem 
To  me,  in  mine  eternal  agony, 
But  as  the  shadows  of  dumb  summer  clouds, 
Which  I  have  watched  so  often  darkening  o'er 
The  vast  Sarmatian  plain,  league  wide  at  first, 
But,  with  still  swiftness  lessening  on  and  on, 
Till  cloud  and  shadow  meet  and  mingle  where 
The  gray  horizon  fades  into  the  sky, 
Far,  far  to  northward.     Yes,  for  ages  yet 
Must  I*  lie  here  upon  my  altar  huge, 
A  sacrifice  for  man.     Sorrow  will  be, 
As  it  hath  been,  his  portion;  endless  doom, 
While  the  immortal  with  the  mortal  linked, 
Dreams  of  its  wings  and  pines  for  what  it  dreams, 
With  upward  yearn  unceasing.     Better  so  : 
For  wisdom  is  meek  sorrow's  patient  child, 
And  empire  over  self,  and  all  the  deep 
Strong  charities  that  make  men  seem  like  gods  ; 
And  love,  that  makes  them  be  gods,  from  her  breasts 
Sucks  in  the  milk  that  makes  mankind  one  blood. 
Good  never  comes  unmixed,  or  so  it  seems, 
Having  two  faces,  as  some  images 
Are  carved,  of  foolish  gods  ;  one  face  is  ill ; 
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But  one  heart  lies  beneath,  and  that  is  good. 

As  are  all  hearts,  when  we  explore  their  depths. 

Therefore,  great  heart,  bear  up !  thou  art  but  type 

Of  what  all  lotty  spirits  endure,  that  fain 

Would  win  men  back  to  strength  and  peace  through  love 

Each  hath  his  lonely  peak,  and  on  each  heart 

Envy,  or  scorn,  or  hatred,  tears  lifelong 

With  vulture  beak  ;  yet  the  high  soul  is  left ; 

And  faith,  which  is  but  hope  grown  wise  ;  and  love 

And  patience,  which  at  last  shall  overcome. 

1843. 
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VIOLKT  !  sweet  violet ! 
Thine  eyes  arc  full  of  tears  ; 

Are  they  wet 

Even  yet 

With  the  thought  of  other  years  ? 
Or  with  gladness  are  they  full, 
Eor  the  night  so  beautiful, 
And  longing  for  those  far-off  spheres  ? 

Loved-one  of  my  youth  thou  wast, 
Of  my  merry  youth, 
And  I  see, 
Tearfully, 
All  the  fair  and  sunny  past, 

All  its  openness  and  truth, 
Ever  fresh  and  green  in  thee 
As  the  moss  is  in  the  sea. 

Thy  little  heart,  that  hath  with  love 
Grown  coloured  like  the  sky  above, 
On  which  thou  lookest  ever,— 
Can  it  know 
All  the  woe 

Of  hope  for  what  return eth  never, 
All  the  sorrow  and  the  longing 
To  these  hearts  of  ours  belonging  ? 

Out  on  it !  no  foolish  pining 
For  the  sky 
Dims  thine  eye, 

Or  for  the  stars  so  calmly  shining  ; 
Like  thee  let  this  soul  of  mine 
Take  hue  from  that  wherefor  I  long, 
Self-stayed  and  high,  serene  and  strong, 
Not  satisfied  with  hoping — but  divine. 


SONG. 

Violet !  dear  violet ! 
Thy  blue  eyes  are  only  wet 
With  joy  and'  love  of  him  who  sent  thee, 
And  for  the  fulfilling  sense 
Of  that  glad  obedience 
Which  made  thee  all  that  Nature  meant  thee  ! 

1841 
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THOU  look'dst  on  me  all  yesternight, 
Thine  eyes  were  blue,  thy  hair  was  bright 
As  when  we  murmured  our  troth-plight 
Beneath  the  thick  stars,  Rosaline  ! 
Thy  hair  was  braided  on  thy  head, 
As  on  the  day  we  two  were  wed, 
Mine  eyes  scarce  knew  if  thou  wert  dead,- 
But  my  shrunk  heart  knew,  Rosaline 

The  death-watch  ticked  behind  the  wall, 
The  blackness  rustled  like  a  pall, 
The  moaning  wind  did  rise  and  fall 
Among  the  bleak  pines,  Rosaline  ! 
My  heart  beat  thickly  in  mine  ears : 
The  lids  may  shut  out  fleshly  fears, 
But  still  the  spirit  sees  and  hears, — 
Its  eyes  are  lidless,  Rosaline  ! 

A  wildness  rushing  suddenly, 

A  knowing  some  ill-shape  is  nigh, 

A  wish  for  death,  a  fear  to  die, — 

Is  not  this  vengeance,  Rosaline  ? 

A  loneliness  that  is  not  lone, 

A  love  quite  withered  up  and  gone, 

A  strong  soul  trampled  from  its  throne, — 

What  wouldst  thou  further,  Rosaline  ? 

'Tis  drear  such  moonless  nights  as  these, 
Strange  sounds  are  out  upon  the  breeze, 
And  the  leaves  shiver  in  the  trees, 
And  then  thou  comest,  Rosaline  ! 
I  seem  to  hear  the  mourners  go, 
With  long  black  garments  trailing  slow, 
And  plumes  anodding  to  and  fro, 
As  once  I  heard  them,  Rosaline ! 
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Thy  shroud  is  all  of  snowy  white, 
And,  in  the  middle  of  the  night, 
Thou  standest  moveless  and  upright, 
Grazing  upon  me,  Kosaline ! 
There  is  no  sorrow  in  thine  eyes, 
But  evermore  that  meek  surprise, — 
0,  God  !  thy  gentle  spirittries 
To  deem  me  guiltless,  Kosaline  ! 

Above  thy  grave  the  robin  sings, 

And  swarms  of  bright  and  happy  things 

Flit  all  about  with  sunlit  wings, — 

But  I  am  cheerless,  Rosaline  ! 

The  violets  on  the  hillock  toss, 

The  gravestone  is  o'ergrown  with  moss  ; 

For  nature  feels  not  any  loss, — 

But  I  am  cheerless,  Rosaline  ! 

I  did  not  know  when  thou  wast  dead ; 

A  blackbird  whistling  overhead 

Thrilled  through  my  brain ;  I  would  have  fled, 

But  dared  not  leave  thee,  Rosaline  ! 

The  sun  rolled  down,  and  very  soon, 

Like  a  great  fire,  the  awful  moon 

Rose,  stained  with  blood,  and  then  a  swoon 

Crept  chilly  o'er  me,  Rosaline  ! 

The  stars  came  out ;  and,  one  by  one, 
Each  angel  from  his  silver  throne 
Looked  down  and  saw  what  I  hud  done  : 
I  dared  not  hide  me,  Rosaline ! 
I  crouched  ;  I  feared  thy  corpse  would  cry 
Against  me  to  God's  quiet  sky ; 
I  thought  I  saw  the  blue  lips  try 
To  utter  something,  Rosaline ! 

I  waited  with  a  maddened  grin 

To  hear  that  voice  all  icy  thin 

Slide  forth  and  tell  my  deadly  sin 

To  hell  and  heaven,  Rosaline  ! 

But  no  voice  came:  and  then  it  seemed 

That,  if  the  very  corpse  had  screamed, 

The  sound  like  sunshine  glad  had  streamed 

Through  that  dark  stillness,  Rosaline  ! 

And  then,  amid  the  silent  night, 
I  screamed  with  horrible  delight, 
And  in  my  brain  an  awful  light 
Did  seem  to  crackle,  Rosaline ! 
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It  is  my  curse  !  sweet  memories  fall 
From  me  like' snow, — and  only  all 
Of  that  one  night  like  cold  worms  crawl 
My  doomed  heart  over,  Eosaline ! 

Why  wilt  thou  haunt  me  with  thine  eyes, 
Wherein  such  blessed  memories, 
Such  pitying  forgiveness  lies, 
Than  hate  more  bitter,  Eosaline  ? 
Woe's  me  !  I  know  that  love  so  high 
As  thine,  true  soul,  could  never  die, 
And  with  mean  clay  in  churchyard  lie, — 
Would  it  might  be  so,  Rosaline  ! 
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THERE  came  a  youth  upon  the  earth, 

Some  thousand  years  ago, 
Whose  slender  hands  were  nothing  worth, 
Whether  to  plough,  or  reap,  or  sow. 

Upon  an  empty  tortoise-shell 

He  stretched  some  chords,  and  drew 
Music  that  made  men's  bosoms  swell 
Fearless,  or  brimmed  their  eyes  with  dew. 

Then  King  Admetus,  one  who  had 

Pure  taste  by  right  divine, 
Decreed  his  singing  not  too  bad 
To  hear  between  the  cups  of  wine  : 

And  so,  well-pleased  with  being  soothed 

Into  a  sweet  half-sleep, 
Three  times  his  kingly  beard  he  smoothed, 
And  made  him  viceroy  o'er  his  sheep. 

His  words  were  simple  words  enough, 

And  yet  he  used  them  so, 
That  what  in  other  mouths  was  rough 
In  his  seemed  musical  and  low. 

Men  called  him  but  a  shiftless  youth, 

In  whom  no  good  they  saw ; 
And  yet,  unwittingly,  in  truth, 
They  made  his  careless  words  their  law. 

They  knew  not  how  he  learned  at  all, 

For  idly,  hour  by  hour, 
He  sat  and  watched  the  dead  leaves  fall, 
Or  mused  upon  a  common  flower. 
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It  seemed  the  loveliness  of  things 

Did  teach  him  all  their  use,  . 

For,  in  mere  weeds,  and  stones,  and  spring-, 

He  found  a  healing  power  profuse. 

Men  granted  that  his  speech  was  wise, 

But,  when  a  glance  they  caught 
Of  his  slim  grace  and  woman's  eyes, 
They  laughed  and  called  him  good-for-nought. 

Yet  after  he  was  dead  and  gone, 

And  e'en  his  memory  dim, 
Earth  seemed  more  sweet  to  live  upon, 
More  full  of  love,  because  of  him. 

And  day  by  day  more  holy  grew 
Each  spot  where  he  had  trod, 
Till  after  poets  only  knew 
Their  first-born  brother  as  a  god. 

1842. 
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IT  is  a  mere  wild  rosebud, 

Quite  sallow  now,  and  dry, 
Yet  there's  something  wondrous  in  it,— 

Some  gleams  of  days  gone  by, — 
Dear" sights  and  sounds  that  are  to  me 
The  very  moons  of  memory, 
And  stir  my  heart's  blood  far  below 
Its  short-lived  waves  of  joy  and  woe. 

Lips  must  fade  and  roses  wither, 

All  sweet  times  be  o'er,- — 
They  only  smile,  and,  murmuring  '  Thither 

Stay  with  us  no  more  : 
And  yet  ofttimes  a  look  or  smile, 
Forgotten  in  a  kiss's  while, 
Years  after  from  the  dark  will  start, 
And  flash  across  the  trembling  heart. 

Thou  hast  given  me  many  roses, 

But  never  one,  like  this, 
O'erfloods  both  sense  and  spirit 

With  such  a  deep,  wild  bliss  ; 
We  must  have  instincts  that  gleam  up 
Sparse  drops  of  this  life  in  the  cup, 
Whose  taste  shall  give  us  all  that  we 
Can  prove  of  immortality. 
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Earth's  stablest  things  are  shadows, 

And,  in  the  life  to  come, 
II;i ply  some  chance-saved  trifle 

May  tell  of  this  old  home : 
As  now  sometimes  we  seem  to  find, 
In  a  dark  crevice  of  the  mind, 
Some  relic,  which,  long  pondered  o'er, 
Hints  faintlv  at  a  life  before. 


AX  INCIDENT  IX  A  RAILROAD  CAR. 

HE  spoke  of  Burns  :  men  rude  and  rough 
Pressed  round  to  hear  the  praise  of  one 
Whose  heart  was  made  of  manly,  simple  stuff, 
As  homespun  as  their  own. 

And,  when  he  read,  they  forward  leaned, 
Drinking,  with  thirsty  hearts  and  ears, 
His  brook-like  songs  whom  glory  never  weaned 
From  humble  smiles  and  tears. 

Slowly  there  grew  a  tender  awe, 
Sun-like,  o'er  faces  brown  and  hard, 
As  if  in  him  who  read  they  felt  and  saw 
Some  presence  of  the  bard. 

It  was  a  sight  for  sin  and  wrong 
And  slavish  tyranny  to  see, — 
A  sight  to  make  our  faith  more  pure  and  strong 
In  high  humanity. 

I  thought,  these  men  will  carry  hence 
Promptings  their  former  life  above, 
And  something  of  a  finer  reverence 
For  beauty,  truth,  and  love. 

God  scatters  love  on  every  side, 
Freely  among  his  children  all, 
And  always  hearts  are  lying  open  wide, 
"Wherein  some  grains  may  fall. 

There  is  no  wind  but  soweth  seeds 
Of  a  more  true  and  open  life, 

Which  burst,  unlooked-for,  into  high-souled  deeds, 
With  wayside  beauty  rife. 

We  find  within  these  souls  of  ours 
Some  wild  germs  of  a  higher  birth, 
Which  in  the  poet's  tropic  heart  bear  flowers 
Whose  fragrance  fills  the  earth. 
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Within  the  hearts  of  all  men  lie 
These  promises  of  wider  bliss, 
Which  blossom  into  hopes  that  cannot  die, 
In  sunny  hours  like  this. 

All  that  hath  been  majestical 
In  life  or  death,  since  time  began, 
Is  native  in  the  simple  heart  of  all, 
The  angel  heart  of  man. 

And  thus,  among  the  untaught  poor, 
Great  deeds  and  feelings  find  a  home, 
That  cast  in  shadow  all  the  golden  lore 
Of  classic  Greece  and  Rome. 

0,  mighty  brother-soul  of  man, 
Where'er  thou  art,  in  low  or  high, 
Thy  skiey  arches  with  exulting  span 
O'er-roof  infinity ! 

All  thoughts  that  mould  the  age  begin 
Deep  down  within  the  primitive  soul, 
And  from  the  many  slowly  upward  win 
To  one  who  grasps  the  whole  : 

In  his  wide  brain  the  feeling  deep 
That  struggled  on  the  many's  tongue 
Swells  to  a  tide  of  thought,  whose  surges  leap 
O'er  the  weak  thrones  of  wrong. 

All  thought  begins  in  feeling, — wide 
In  the  great  mass  its  base  is  hid, 
And,  narrowing  up  to  thought,  stands*  glorified, 
A  moveless  pyramid. 

Nor  is  he  far  astray  who  deems 
That  every  hope,  which  rises  and  grows  broad 
In  the  world's  heart,  by  ordered  impulse  streams 
From  the  great  heart  of  God. 

God  wills,  man  hopes :  in  common  souls 
Hope  is  but  vague  and  undefined, 
Till  from  the  poet's  tongue  the  message  rolls 
A  blessing  to  his  kind. 

Never  did  Poesy  appear 
So  full  of  heaven  to  me,  as  when 
I  saw  how  it  would  pierce  through  pride  and  fear 
To  the  lives  of  coarsest  men. 

It  may  be  glorious  to  write 
Thoughts  that  shall  glad  the  two  or  three 
High  souls,  like  those  far  stars  that  come  in  sight 
Once  in  a  century  ; — 
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But  better  far  it  is  to  speak 
One  simple  word,  which  now  and  then 
Shall  waken  their  free  nature  in  the  weak 
And  friendless  sons  of  men  ; 

To  write  some  earnest  verse  or  line, 
Which,  seeking  not  the  praise  of  art, 
Shall  make  a  clearer  faith  and  manhood  shine 
In  the  untutored  heart. 

He  who  doth  this,  in  verse  or  prose, 
May  be  forgotten  in  his  day, 
But  surely  shall  be  crowned  at  last  with  those 
Who  live  and  speak  for  aye. 

1842. 
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GOD  sends  his  teachers  unto  every  age, 

To  every  clime,  and  every  race  of  men, 

With  revelations  fitted  to  their  growth 

And  shape  of  mind,  nor  gives  the  realm  of  Truth 

Into  the  selfish  rule  of  one  sole  race  : 

Therefore  each  form  of  worship  that  hath  swayed 

The  life  of  man,  and  given  it  to  grasp 

The  master-key  of  knowledge,  reverence, 

Enfolds  some  germs  of  goodness  and  of  right ; 

Else  never  had  the  eager  soul,  which  loathes 

The  slothful  down  of  pampered  ignorance, 

Found  in  it  even  a  moment's  fitful  rest. 

There  is  an  instinct  in  the  human  heart 
Which  makes  that  all  the  fables  it  hath  coined, 
To  justify  the  reign  of  its  belief 
And  strengthen  it  by  beauty's  right  divine, 
Veil  in  their  inner  cells  a  mystic  gift, 
Which,  like  the  hazel  twig,  in  faithful  hands, 
Points  surely  to  the  hidden  springs  of  truth. 
For,  as  in  nature  nought  is  made  in  vain, 
But  all  things  have  within  their  hull  of  use 
A  wisdom  and  a  meaning  which  may  speak 
Of  spiritual  secrets  to  the  ear 
Of  spirit ;  so.  in  whatsoe'er  the  heart 
Hath  fashioned  for  a  solace  to  itself, 
To  make  its  inspirations  suit  its  creed, 
And  from  the  niggard  hands  of  falsehood  wring 
Its  needful  food  of  truth,  there  ever  is 
A  sympathy  with  Nature,  which  reveals, 
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Not  less  than  her  own  works,  pure  gleams  of  light 
And  earnest  parables  of  inward  lore. 
Hear  now  this  fairy  legend  of  old  Greece, 
As  full  of  freedom,  youth,  and  beauty  still 
As  the  immortal  freshness  of  that  grace 
Carved  for  all  ages  on  some  Attic  frieze. 

A  youth  named  Rhcecus,  wandering  in  the  wood 
Saw  an  old  oak  just  trembling  to  its  fall, 
And,  feeling  pity  of  so  fair  a  tree, 
He  propped  its  gray  trunk  with  admiring  care, 
And  with  a  thoughtless  footstep  loitered  on. 
But,  as  he  turned,  he  heard  a  voice  behind 
That  murmured  '  Bhoecus ! '     'T\vas  as  if  the  leaves 
Stirred  by  a  passing  breath,  had  murmured  it, 
And,  while  he  paused  bewildered,  yet  again 
It  murmured  'Rhoecus!'  softer  than  a  breeze. 
He  started,  and  beheld  with  dizzy  eyes 
What  seemed  the  substance  of  a  happy  dream 
Stand  there  before  him,  spreading  a  warm  glow 
Within  the  green  glooms  of  the  shadowy  oak. 
It  seemed  a  woman's  shape,  yet  all  too  fair 
To  be  a  woman,  and  with  eyes  too  meek 
For  any  that  were  wont  to  mate  with  gods. 
All  naked  like  a  goddess  stood  she  there, 
And  like  a  goddess  all  too  beautiful 
To  feel  the  guilt-born  earthliness  of  shame. 
'  Khcecus,  I  am  the  Dryad  of  this  tree,' 
Thus  she  began,  dropping  her  low-toned  words 
Serene,  and  full,  and  clear,  as  drops  of  dew, 
'And  with  it  I  am  doomed  to  live  and  die ; 
The  rain  and  sunshine  are.  my  caterers, 
Nor  have  I  other  bliss  than  simple  life ; 
Now  ask  me  what  thou  wilt,  that  I  can  give, 
And  with  a  thankful  joy  it  shall  be  thine.' 

Then  Ehcecus,  with  a  flutter  at  the  heart, 
Yet,  by  the  prompting  of  such  beauty,  bold, 
Answered :  '  What  is  there  that  can  satisfy 
The  endless  craving  of  the  soul  but  love  ? 
Give  me  thy  love,  or  but  the  hope  of  that 
Which  must  be  evermore  my  spirit's  goal.' 
After  a  little  pause  she  said  again, 
But  with  a  glimpse  of  sadness  in  her  tone, 
'  I  give  it,  Ehcecus,  though  a  perilous  gift ; 
An  hour  before  the  sunset  meet  me  here.' 
And  straightway  there  was  nothing  he  could  see 
But  the  green  glooms  beneath  the  shadowy  oak, 
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And  not  a  sound  came  to  his  straining  ears 
But  the  low  trickling  rustle  of  the  leaves, 
And  far  away  upon  an  emerald  slope. 
The  falter  of  an  idle  shepherd's  pipe. 

Now,  in  those  days  of  simpleness  and  faith, 
Men  did  not  think  that  happy  things  were  dreams 
Because  they  overstepped  the  narrow  bourn 
Of  likelihood,  but  reverently  deemed 
Nothing  too  wondrous  or  too  beautiful 
To  be  the  guerdon  of  a  daring  heart. 
So  Rhcecus  made  no  doubt  that  he  was  blest. 
And  all  along  unto  the  city's  gate 
Earth  seemed  to  spring  beneath  him  as  he  walked, 
The  clear,  broad  sky  looked  bluer  than  its  wont, 
And  he  could  scarce  believe  he  had  not  wings. 
Such  sunshine  seemed  to  glitter  through  his  veins 
Instead  of  blood,  so  light  he  felt  and  strange. 

Young  Rhcecus  had  a  faithful  heart  enough, 
But  one  that  in  the  present  dwelt  too  much, 
And,  taking  with  blithe  welcome  whatsoe'er 
Chance  gave  of  joy,  was  wholly  bound  in  that, 
Like  the  contented  peasant  of  a  vale, 
Deemed  it  the  world,  and  never  looked  beyond. 
So,  haply  meeting  in  the  afternoon 
Some  comrades  who  were  playing  at  the  dice, 
He  joined  them  and  forgot  all  else  beside. 

The  dice  were  rattling  at  the  merriest, 
And  Rhceeus,  who  had  met  but  sorry  luck, 
Just  laughed  in  triumph  at  a  happy  throw. 
When  through  the  room  there  hummed  a  yellow  br-c 
That  buzzed  about  his  car  with  down-dropped  legs 
As  if  to  light.     And  Rhoecus  laughed  and  said, 
Feeling  how  rod  and  flushed  he.  was  with  loss, 
'  By  Venus  !  does  he  take  me  for  a  rose  ? ' 
And  brushed  him  off  with  rough,  impatient  hand. 
But  still  the  bee  came  back,  and  thrice  again 
Rhcecus  did  beat  him  off  with  growing  wrath. 
Then  through  the  window  flew  the  wounded  bee, 
And  Rhoecus  tracking  him  with  angry  eyes, 
Saw  a  sharp  mountain-peak  of  Thessaly 
Against  the  red  disc  of  the  setting  sun, — 
And  instantly  the  blood  sank  from  his  heart, 
As  if  its  very  walls  had  caved  away. 
Without  a  word  he  turned,  and.  rushincr  forth, 
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Kan  madly  through  the  city  and  the  gate, 
And  o'er  the  plain,  which  now  the  wood's  long  shade, 
By  the  low  sun  thrown  forward  broad  and  dim, 
Darkened  wellnigh  unto  the  city's  wall. 

Quite  spent  and  out  of  breath  he  reached  the  tree, 
And,  listening  fearfully,  he  heard  once  more 
The  low  voice  murmur  '  Ehcecus ! '  close  at  hand : 
Whereat  he  looked  around  him,  but  could  see 
Nought  but  the  deepening  glooms  beneath  the  oak. 
Then  sighed  the  voice,  '  Oh,  Kho3cus  !  nevermore 
Shalt  thou  behold  me  or  by  day  or  night, 
Me,  who  would  fain  have  blessed  thee  with  a  love 
More  ripe  and  bounteous  than  ever  yet 
Filled  up  with  nectar  any  mortal  heart : 
But  thou  didst  scorn  my  humble  messenger, 
And  sent'st  him  back  to  me  with  bruised  wings. 
We  spirits  only  show  to  gentle  eyes. 
We  ever  ask  an  undivided  love ; 
And  he  who  scorns  the  least  of  Nature's  works 
Is  thenceforth  exiled  and  shut  out  from  all. 
Farewell !  for  thou  canst  never  see  me  more.' 

Then  Rhcecus  beat  his  breast,  and  groaned  aloud, 
And  cried,  '  Be  pitiful !  forgive  me  yet 
This  once,  and  I  shall  never  need  it  more ! ' 
'  Alas ! '  the  voice  returned,  '  'tis  thou  art  blind, 
Not  I  unmerciful ;  I  can  forgive, 
But  have  no  skill  to  heal  thy  spirit's  eyes  ; 
Only  the  soul  hath  power  o'er  itself.' 
With  that  again  there  murmured  '  Nevermore ! ' 
And  Rhoecus  after  heard  no  other  sound, 
Except  the  rattling  of  the  oak's  crisp  leaves, 
Like  the  long  surf  upon  a  distant  shore, 
Raking  the  sea-worn  pebbles  up  and  down. 
The  night  had  gathered  round  him  :  o'er  the  plain 
The  city  sparkled  with  its  thousand  lights, 
And  sounds  of  revel  fell  upon  his  ear 
Harshly  and  like  a  curse ;  above,  the  sky, 
With  all  its  bright  sublimity  of  stars, 
Deepened,  and  on  his  forehead  smote  the  breeze : 
Beauty  was  all  around  him  and  delight, 
But  from  that  eve  he  was  alone  on  earth. 
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THE  FALCON. 

I  KNOW  a  falcon  swift  and  peerless 
As  e'er  was  cradled  in  the  pine  ; 

No  bird  had  ever  eye  so  fearless, 
Or  wing  so  strong  as  this  of  mine. 

The  winds  not  better  love  to  pilot 
A  cloud  with  molten  gold  o'errun, 

Than  him,  a  little  burning  islet, 
A  star  above  the  coming  sun. 

For  with  a  lark's  heart  he.  doth  tower, 
By  a  glorious,  upward  instinct  drawn  ; 

No  bee  nestles  deeper  in  the  flower 
Than  he  in  the  bursting  rose  of  dawn. 

No  harmless  dove,  no  bird  that  singeth, 
Shudders  to  see  him  overhead  ; 

The  rush  of  his  fierce  swooping  bringeth 
To  innocent  hearts  no  thrill  of  dread. 

Let  fraud  and  wrong  and  baseness  shiver, 
For  still  between  them  and  the  sky 

The  falcon  Truth  hangs  poised  for  ever 
And  marks  them  with  his  vengeful  eye. 


TRIAL. 

i 

WHETHER  the  idle  prisoner  through  his  grate 
Watches  the  waving  of  the  grass-tuft  small, 
Which,  having  colonised  its  rift  i'  the  wall, 
Takes  its  free  risk  of  good  or  evil  fate, 
And,  from  the  sky's  just  helmet  draws  its  lot 
Daily  of  shower  or  sunshine,  cold  or  hot ; — 
Whether  the  closer  captive  of  a  creed, 
Cooped  up  from  birth  to  grind  out  endless  chaff, 
.Sees  through  his  treadmill-bars  the  noonday  laugh, 
And  feels  in  vain  his  crumpled  pinions  breed ; — 
Whether  the  Georgian  slave  look  up  and  mark. 
With  bellying  sails  puffed  full,  the  tall  cloud-bark 
Sink  northward  slowly, — thou  alone  seem'st  good, 
Fair  only  thou,  0  Freedom,  whose  desire 
Can  light  in  muddiest  souls  quick  seeds  of  fire, 
And  strain  life's  chords  to  the  old  heroic  mood. 


68  TRIAL. 

II 

Yet  are  there  other  gifts  more  fair  than  thine, 
Nor  can  I  count  him  happiest  who  has  never 
Been  forced  with  his  own  hand  his  chains  to  sever, 
And  for  himself  find  out  the  way  divine ; 
He  never  knew  the  aspirer's  glorious  pains, 
He  never  earned  the  struggle's  priceless  gains. 
O,  block  by  block,  with  sore  and  sharp  endeavour, 
Lifelong  we  build  these  human  natures  up 
Into  a  temple  fit  for  freedom's  shrine, 
And  Trial  ever  consecrates  the  cup 
Wherefrom  we  pour  her  sacrificial  wine. 


A  REQUIEM. 

AY,  pale  and  silent  maiden, 

Cold  as  thou  liest  there, 
Thine  was  the  sunniest  nature 

That  ever  drew  the  air, 
The  wildest  and  most  wayward, 

And  yet  so  gently  kind, 
Thou  seemedst  but  to  body 

A  breath  of  summer  wind. 

Into  the  eternal  shadow 

That  girds  our  life  around, 
Into  the  infinite  silence 

Wherewith  Death's  shore  is  bound, 
Thou  hast  gone  forth,  beloved ! 

And  I  were  mean  to  weep, 
That  thou  hast  left  Life's  shallows, 

And  dost  possess  the  Deep. 

Thou  liest  low  and  silent, 

Thy  heart  is  cold  and  still, 
Thine  eyes  are  shut  for  ever, 

And  Death  hath  had  his  will ; 
He  loved  and  would  have  taken, 

I  loved  and  would  have  kept, 
We  strove, — and  he  was  stronger, 

And  I  have  never  wept. 

Let  him  possess  thy  body, 

Thy  soul  is  still  with  me, 
More  sunny  and  more  gladsome 

Than  it  was  wont  to  be : 
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Thy  body  was  a  fetter 

That  bound  me  to  the  flesh, 
Thank  God  that  it  is  broken, 

And  now  I  live  afresh ! 

Now  I  can  see  thee  clearly  ; 

The  dusky  cloud  of  clay, 
That  hid  thy  starry  spirit, 

Is  rent  and  blown  away : 
To  earth  I  give  thy  body, 

Thy  spirit  to  the  sky, 
I  saw  its  bright  wings  growing, 

And  knew  that  thou  must  fly. 

Now  I  can  love  thee  truly, 

For  nothing  comes  between 
The  senses  and  the  spirit, 

The  seen  and  the  unseen  ; 
Lifts  the  eternal  shadow, 

The  silence  bursts  apart, 
And  the  soul's  boundless  future 

Is  present  in  my  heart. 


A  PARABLE. 

WORN  and  footsore  was  the  Prophet 
When  he  gained  the  holy  hill ; 

'  God  has  left  the  earth,'  he  murmured, 
'  Here  his  presence  lingers  still. 

God  of  all  the  olden  prophets, 

Wilt  thou  speak  with  men  no  more  ? 

Have]I  not  as  truly  served  thee, 
As  thy  chosen  ones  of  yore? 

•  Hear  me,  guider  of  my  fathers, 

Lo  !  a  humble  heart  is  mine  ; 
By  thy  mercy  I  beseech  thee, 

Grant  thy  servant  but  a  sign  ! ' 
Bowing  then  his  head,  he  listened 

For  an  answer  to  his  prayer ; 
No  loud  burst  of  thunder  followed, 

Not  a  murmur  stirred  the  air  :  — 

But  the  tuft  of  moss  before  him 
Opened  while  he  waited  yet, 

And,  from  out  the  rock's  hard  bosom, 
Sprang  a  tender  violet. 


70 


A    PARABLE. 

'  God !  I  thank  thee,'  said  the  Prophet ; 

'  Hard  of  heart  and  blind  was  I, 
Looking  to  the  holy  mountain 
For  the  gift  of  prophecy. 

'  Still  thou  speakest  with  thy  children 

Freely  as  in  eld  sublime ; 
Humbleness,  and  love,  and  patience, 
Still  give  empire  over  time. 

'  Had  I  trusted  in  my  nature, 

And  had  faith  in  lowly  things, 
Thou  thyself  wouldst  then  have  sought  me, 

And  set  free  my  spirit's  wings. 
'  But  I  looked  for  signs  and  wonders, 

That  o'er  men  should  give  me  sway, 
Thirsting  to  be  more  than  mortal, 

I  was  even  less  than  clay. 
'  Ere  I  entered  on  my  journey, 
As  I  girt  my  loins  to  start, 
Kan  to  me  my  little  daughter, 
The  beloved  of  my  heart ; — 

'  In  her  hand  she  held  a  flower, 
Like  to  this  as  like  may  be, 
Which,  beside  my  very  threshold, 
She  had  plucked  and  brought  to  me.' 

1842. 


A  GLANCE  BEHIND  THE  CURTAIN. 

WE  see  but  half  the  causes  of  our  deeds, 
Seeking  them  wholly  in  the  outer  life, 
And  heedless  of  the  encircling  spirit-world, 
Which,  though  unseen,  is  felt,  and  sows  in  us 
All  germs  of  pure  and  world-wide  purposes. 
From  one  stage  of  our  being  to  the  next 
We  pass  unconscious  o'er  a  slender  bridge, 
The  momentary  work  of  unseen  hands, 
Which  crumbles  down  behind  us  ;  looking  back, 
We.see  the  other  shore,  the  gulf  between, 
And,  marvelling  how  we  won  to  where  we  stand, 
Content  ourselves  to  call  the  builder  Chance, 
We  trace  the  wisdom  to  the  apple's  fall, 
Not  to  the  birth-throes  of  a  mighty  Truth 
Which,  for  long  ages  in  blank  Chaos  dumb, 
Yet  yearned  to  be  incarnate,  and  had  found 


A  GLANCE  BEHIND  THE  CURTAIN.        71 

At  last  a  spirit  meet  to  be  the  womb 

From  which  it  might  be  born  to  bless  mankind, — 

Not  to  the  soul  of  Newton,  ripe  with  all 

The  hoarded  thoughtfulness  of  earnest  years, 

And  waiting  but  one  ray  of  sunlight  more 

To  blossom  fully. 

But  whence  came  that  ray  ? 
We  call  our  sorrows  Destiny,  but  ought 
Eather  to  name  our  high  successes  so. 
Only  the  instincts  of  great  souls  are  Fate, 
And  have  predestined  sway :  all  other  things, 
Except  by  leave  of  us,  could  never  be. 
For  Destiny  is  but  the  breath  of  God 
Still  moving  in  us,  the  last  fragment  left 
Of  our  unfallen  nature,  waking  oft 
Within  our  thought,  to  beckon  us  beyond 
The  narrow  circle  of  the  seen  and  known, 
And  always  tending  to  a  noble  end, 
As  all  things  must  that  overrule  the  soul, 
And  fflr  a  space  unseat  the  helmsman,  Will. 
The  fate  of  England  and  of  freedom  once 
Seemed  wavering  in  the  heart  of  one  plain  man : 
One  step  of  his,  and  the  great  dial-hand, 
That  marks  the  destined  progress  of  the  world 
In  the  eternal  round  from  wisdom  on 
To  higher  wisdom,  had  been  made  to  pause 
A  hundred  years.     That  step  he  did  not  take,  — 
He  knew  not  why,  nor  we,  but  only  God, — 
And  live  to  make  his  simple  oaken  chair 
More  terrible  and  grandly  beautiful, 
More  full  of  majesty  than  any  throne 
Before  or  after,  of  a  British  king. 

Upon  the  pier  stood  two  stern-visaged  men, 
Looking  to  where  a  little  craft  lay  moored, 
Swayed  by  the  lazy  current  of  the  Thames, 
Which  weltered  by  in  muddy  listlessness. 
Grave  men  they  were,  and  battlings  of  fierce  thought 
Had  trampled  out  all  softness  from  their  brows, 
And  ploughed  rough  furrows  there  before  their  time, 
For  other  crop  than  such  as  homebred  Peace 
Sows  broadcast  in  the  willing  soil  of  Youth. 
Care,  not  of  self,  but  of  the  commonweal, 
Had  robbed  their  eyes  of  youth,  and  left  instead 
A  look  of  patient  power  and  iron  will, 
And  something  fiercer,  too,  that  gave  broad  hint 
Of  the  plain  weapons  girded  at  their  sides. 
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The  younger  had  an  aspect  of  command. — 

Not  .such  as  trickles  down,  a  slender  stream. 

In  the  shrunk  channel  of  a  great  descent, — 

But  such  as  lies  entowered  in  heart  and  head, 

And  an  arm  prompt  to  do  the  'hests  of  both. 

His  was  a,  brow  where  gold  were  out  of  place, 

And  yet  it  seemed  right  worthy  of  a  crown 

(Though  he  despised  such),  were  it  only  made 

Of  iron,  or  some  serviceable  stuff 

That  would  have  matched  his  sinewy,  brown  face. 

The  elder,  although  such  he  hardly  seemed 

(Care  makes  so  little  of  some  five  short  years), 

Had  a  clear,  honest  face,  whose  rough-hewn  strength 

Was  mildened  by  the  scholar's  wiser  heart 

To  sober  courage,  such  as  best  befits 

The  unsullied  temper  of  a  well-taught  mind, 

Yet  so  remained  that  one  could  plainly  guess 

The  hushed  volcano  smouldering  underneath. 

He  spoke :  the  other,  hearing,  kept  his  gaze 

Still  fixed,  as  on  some  problem  in  the  sky. 

'  0,  CROMWELL,  we  are  fallen  on  evil  times ! 
There  was  a  day  when  England  had  wide  i*oom 
For  honest  men  as  well  as  foolish  kings  ; 
But  now  the  uneasy  stomach  of  the  time 
Turns  squeamish  at  them  both.     Therefore  let  us 
Seek  out  that  savage  clime,  where  men  as  yet 
Are  free :  there  sleeps  the  vessel  on  the  tide, 
Her  languid  canvas  drooping  for  the  wind ; 
Give  us  but  that,  and  what  need  we  to  fear 
This  Order  of  the  Council  ?     The  free  waves 
Will  not  say,  No,  to  please  a  wayward  king, 
Nor  will  the  winds  turn  traitors  at  his  beck  : 
All  things  are  fitly  cared  for,  and  the  Lord 
Will  watch  as  kindly  o'er  the  exodus 
Of  us  his  servants  now,  as  in  old  time. 
We  have  no  cloud  or  fire,  and  haply  we 
May  not  pass  dry-shod  through  the  ocean-stream ; 
But,  saved  or  lost,  all  things  are  in  His  hand.' 
So  spake  he,  and  meantime  the  other  stood 
With  wide  gray  eyes  still  reading  the  blank  air, 
As  if  upon  the  sky's  blue  wall  he  saw 
Some  mystic  sentence,  written  by  a  hand. 
Such  as  of  old  made  pale  the  Assyrian  king, 
Girt  with  his  satraps  in  the  blazing  feast. 

'  HAMPDEX  !  a  moment  since,  my  purpose  was 
To  fly  with  thee, — for  I  will  call  it  flight, 
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Nor  flatter  it  with  any  smoother  name- 
But  something  in  me  bids  me  not  to  go  ; 
And  I  am  one,  thou  knowest,  who,  unmoved 
By  what  the  weak  deem  omens,  yet  give  hr»>d 
And  reverence  due  to  whatsoe'er  my  soul 
Whispers  of  warning  to  the  inner  ear. 
Moreover,  as  I  know  that  God  brings  round 
His  purposes  in  ways  undreamed  by  us, 
And  makes  the  wicked  but  His  instruments 
To  hasten  on  their  swift  and  sudden  fall, 
I  see  the  beauty  of  His  providence 
In  the  King's  order :  blind,  he  will  not  let 
His  doom  part  from  him,  but  must  bid  it  stay 
As  'twere  a  cricket,  whose  enlivening  chirp 
He  loved  to  hear  beneath  his  very  hearth. 
Why  shoiild  we  fly  ?     Nay,  why  not  rather  stay 
And  rear  again  our  Zion's  crumbled  walls, 
Not.  as  of  old  the  walls  of  Thebes  were  built, 
By  minstrel  twanging,  but,  if  need  should  be, 
With  the  more  potent  music  of  our  swords  ? 
Think'st  thoii  that  score  of  men  beyond  the  sea 
Claim  more  God's  care  than  all  of  England  here? 
Xo :  when  He  moves  His  arm,  it  is  to  aid 
Whole  peoples,  heedless  if  a  few  be  crushed, 
As  some  are  ever,  when  the  destiny 
Of  man  takes  one  stride  onward  nearer  home. 
Believe  it,  'tis  the  mass  of  men  He  loves  ; 
And,  where  there  is  most  sorrow  and  most  want, 
Where  the  high  heart  of  man  is  trodden  down 
The  most,  'tis  not  because  He  hides  His  face 
From  them  in  wrath,  as  purblind  teachers  prate : — 
Not  so :  there  most  is  He,  for  there  is  He 
Most  needed.     Men  who  seek  for  Fate  abroad 
Are  not  so  near  His  heart  as  they  who  dare 
Frankly  to  face  her  where  she  faces  them, 
On  their  own  threshold,  where  their  souls  are  strong 
To  grapple  with  and  throw  her ;  as  I  once, 
Being  yet  a  boy,  did  cast  this  puny  king, 
Who  now  has  grown  so  dotard  as  to  deem 
That  he  can  wrestle  with  an  angry  realm, 
And  throw  the  brawned  Antseus  of  men's  rights. 
No,  Hampden  !  they  have  half-way  conquered  Fate 
Who  go  half-way  to  meet  her — as  will  I. 
Freedom  hath  yet  a  work  for  me  to  do  ; 
So  speaks  that  inward  voice  which  never  yet 
Spake  falsely,  when  it  urged  the  spirit  on 
To  noble  deeds  for  countrv  and  mankind. 
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And,  for  success,  I  ask  no  more  than  this — 

To  bear  unflinching  witness  to  the  truth. 

All  true,  whole  men  succeed  ;  for  what  is  worth 

Success's  name,  unless  it  be  the  thought, 

The  inward  surety,  to  have  carried  out 

A  noble  purpose  to  a  noble  end, 

Although  it  be  the  gallows  or  the  block  ? 

'Tis  only  Falsehood  that  doth  ever  need 

These  outward  shows  of  gain  to  bolster  her. 

Be  it  we  prove  the  weaker  with  our  swords ; 

Truth  only  needs  to  be  for  once  spoke  out, 

And  there's  such  music  in  her,  such  strange  rhythm, 

As  makes  men's  memories  her  joyous  slaves, 

And  clings  around  the  soul,  as  the  sky  clings 

Kound  the  mute  earth,  for  ever  beautiful, 

And,  if  o'erclouded,  only  to  burst  forth 

More  all-embracingly  divine  and  clear  : 

Get  but  the  truth  once  uttered,  and  'tis  like 

A  star  new-born,  that  drops  into  its  place, 

And  which,  once  circling  in  its  placid  round, 

Not  all  the  tumult  of  the  earth  can  shake. 

'  What  should  we  do  in  that  small  colony 
Of  pinched  fanatics,  who  would  rather  choose 
Freedom  to  clip  an  inch  more  from  their  hair, 
Than  the  great  chance  of  setting  England  free  ? 
Not  there,  amid  the  stormy  wilderness, 
Should  we  learn  wisdom  ;  or  if  learned,  what  room 
To  put  it  into  act — else  worse  than  nought  ? 
We  learn  our  souls  more,  tossing  for  an  hour 
Upon  this  huge  and  ever-vexed  sea 
Of  human  thought,  where  kingdoms  go  to  wreck 
Like  fragile  bubbles  yonder  in  the  stream, 
Than  in  a  cycle  of  New  England  sloth, 
Broke  only  by  some  petty  Indian  war, 
Or  quarrel  for  a  letter  more  or  less 
In  some  hard  word,  which,  spelt  in  either  way 
Not  their  most  learned  clerks  can  understand. 
New  times  demand  new  measures  and  new  men  ; 
The  world  advances,  and  in  time  outgrows 
The  laws  that  in  our  fathers'  day  were  best ; 
And,  doubtless,  after  us,  some  purer  scheme 
Will  be  shaped  out  by  wiser  men  than  we, 
Made  wiser  by  the  steady  growth  of  truth. 
We  cannot  bring  Utopia  by  force ; 
But  better,  almost,  be  at  work  in  sin, 
Than  in  a  brute  inaction  browse  and  sleep. 
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No  man  is  born  into  the  world,  whose  work 

Is  not  born  with  him  ;  there  is  always  work. 

And  tools  to  work  withal,  for  those  who  will ; 

And  blessed  are  the  horny  hands  of  toil ! 

The  busy  world  shoves  angrily  aside 

The  man  who  stands  with  arms  akimbo  set 

Until  occasion  tells  him  what  to  do ; 

And  he  who  waits  to  have  his  task  marked  out 

Shall  die  and  leave  his  errand  unfulfilled. 

Our  time  is  one  that  calls  for  earnest  deeds : 

Eeason  and  Government,  like  two  broad  seas, 

Yearn  for  each  other  with  outstretched  arms 

Across  this  narrow  isthmus  of  the  throne, 

And  roll  their  white  surf  higher  every  day. 

One  age  moves  onward,  and  the  next  builds  up 

Cities  and  gorgeous  palaces,  where  stood 

The  rude  log-huts  of  those  who  tamed  the  wild, 

Rearing  from  out  the  forests  they  had  felled 

The  goodly  framework  of  a  fairer  state  ; 

The  builder's  trowel  and  the  settler's  axe 

Are  seldom  wielded  by  the  selfsame  hand  ; 

Ours  is  the  harder  task,  yet  not  the  less 

Shall  we  receive  the  blessing  for  our  toil 

From  the  choice  spirits  of  the  aftertime. 

My  soul  is  not  a  palace  of  the  past, 

Where  outworn  creeds,  like  Eome's  gray  senate,  quake, 

Hearing  afar  Vandal's  trumpet  hoarse, 

That  shakes  old  systems  with  a  thunder-fit. 

The  time  is  ripe,  and  rotten-ripe,  for  change. 

Then  let  it  come  :  I  have  no  dread  of  what 

Is  called  for  by  the  instinct  of  mankind  ; 

Nor  think  I  that  God's  world  will  fall  apart, 

Because  we  tear  a  parchment  more  or  less. 

Truth  is  eternal,  but  her  effluence, 

With  endless  change  is  fitted  to  the  hour ; 

Her  mirror  is  turned  forward  to  reflect 

The  promise  of  the  future,  not  the  past. 

He  who  would  win  the  name  of  truly  great 

Must  understand  his  own  age  and  the  next, 

And  make  the  present  ready  to  fulfil 

Its  prophecy,  and  with  the  future  merge 

Gently  and  peacefully,  as  wave  with  wave. 

The  future  works  out  great  men's  destinies  ; 

The  present  is  enough  for  common  souls, 

Who,  never  looking  forward,  are  indeed 

Mere  clay,  wherein  the  footprints  of  their  age 

Are  petrified  for  ever :  better  those 
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Who  load  1  ho  blind  old  giant  by  the  hand 
From  out  the  pathless  desert  where  he  gropes, 
And  set,  him  onward  in  his  darksome  way. 
I  do  not  fear  to  follow  out  the  truth, 
Albeit  along  the  precipice's  edge. 
Let  us  speak  plain :  there  is  more  force  in  names 
Than  most  men  dream  of;  and  a  lie  may  keep 
Its  throne  a  whole  age  longer,  if  it  skulk 
Behind  the  shield  of  some  fair-seeming  name. 
Let  us  call  tyrants,  tyrants,  and  maintain, 
That  only  freedom  comes  by  grace  of  God, 
And  all  that  comes  not  by  His  grace  must  fall ; 
For  men  in  earnest  have  no  time  to  waste 
In  patching  fig-leaves  for  the  naked  truth. 

'  I  will  have  one  more  grapple  with  the  man 
Charles  Stuart:  whom  the  boy  o'ercame, 
The  man  stands  not  in  awe  of.     I,  perchance, 
Am  one  raised  up  by  the  Almighty  arm 
To  witness  some  great  truth  to  all  the  world. 
Souls  destined  to  o'erleap  the  vulgar  lot, 
And  mould  the  world  unto  the  scheme  of  God, 
Have  a  fore-consciousness  of  their  high  doom  ; 
As  men  are  known  to  shiver  at  the  heart, 
When  the  cold  shadow  of  some  coming  ill 
Creeps  slowly  o'er  their  spirits  unawares. 
Hath  Good  less  power  of  prophecy  than  111  ? 
How  else  could  men  whom  God  hath  called  to  sway 
Earth's  rudder,  and  to  steer  the  bark  of  Truth, 
Beating  against  the  tempest  tow'rd  her  port, 
Bear  all  the  mean  and  buzzing  grievances, 
The  petty  martyrdoms,  wherewith  Sin  strives 
To  weary  out  the  tethered  hope  of  Faith, 
The  sneers,  the  unrecognising  look  of  friends, 
Who  worship  the  dead  corpse  of  old  King  Custom, 
Where  it  doth  lie  in  state  within  the  Church, 
Striving  to  cover  up  the  mighty  ocean 
With  a  man's  palm,  and  making  even  the  truth 
Lie  for  them,  holding  up  the  glass  reversed, 
To  make  the  hope  of  man  seem  further  off? 
My  God  !  when  I  read  o'er  the  bitter  lives 
Of  men  whose  eager  hearts  were  quite  too  great 
To  beat  beneath  the  cramped  mode  of  the  day, 
And  see  them  mocked  at  by  the  world  they  love. 
Haggling  with  prejudice  for  pennyworths 
Of  that  reform  which  their  hard  toil  will  make 
The  common  birthright  of  the  age  to  come — 
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Whoii  I  see  this,  spite  of  my  faith  in  God, 
I  marvel  how  their  hearts  bear  up  so  long ; 
Nor  could  they,  but  for  this  same  prophecy, 
This  inward  feeling  of  the  glorious  end. 

'  Deem  me  not  fond ;  but  in  my  warmer  youth, 
Ere  my  heart's  bloom  was  soiled  and  brushed  away, 
I  had  great  dreams  of  mighty  things  to  come  ; 
Of  conquest,  whether  by  the  sword  or  pen 
I  knew  not ;  but  some  conquest  I  would  have, 
Or  else  swift  death :  now  wiser  grown  in  years, 
I  find  youth's  dreams  are  but  the  flutterings 
Of  those  strong  wings  whereon  the  soul  shall  soar 
In  aftertime  to  win  a  starry  throne  ; 
And  so  I  cherish  them,  for  they  were  lots, 
Which  I,  a  boy,  cast  in  the  helm  of  Fate. 
Now  will  I  draw  them,  since  a  man's  right  hand, 
A  right  hand  guided  by  an  earnest  soul, 
With  a  true  instinct,  takes  the  golden  prize 
From  out  a  thousand  blanks.     What  men  call  luck 
Is  the  prerogative  of  valiant  souls, 
The  fealty  life  pays  its  rightful  kings. 
The  helm  is  shaking  now,  and  I  will  stay 
To  pluck  my  lot  forth ;  it  were  sin  to  flee ! ' 

So  they  two  turned  together ;  one  to  die, 
Fighting  for  freedom  on  the  bloody  field ; 
The  other,  far  more  happy,  to  become 
A  name  earth  wears  for  ever  next  her  heart ; 
One  of  the  few  that  have  a  right  to  rank 
With  the  true  Makers  :  for  his  spirit  wrought 
Order  from  Chaos ;  proved  that  right  divine 
Dwelt  only  in  the  excellence  of  truth  ; 
And  far  within  old  Darkness'  hostile  lines 
Advanced  and  pitched  the  shining  tents  of  Light. 
Nor  shall  the  grateful  Muse  forget  to  tell, 
That — not  the  least  among  his  many  claims 
To  deathless  honour — he  was  MILTON'S  friend, 
A  man  not  second  among  those  who  lived 
To  show  us  that  the  poet's  lyre  demands 
An  arm  of  tougher  sinew  than  the  sword. 


78  SONG. 


SONG. 


O,  MOONLIGHT  deep  and  tender, 

A  year  and  more  agone 
Your  mist  of  golden  splendour 

Bound  my  betrothal  shone ! 

0,  elm-leaves  dark  and  dewy, 

The  very  same  ye  seem, 
The  low  wind  trembles  through  ye, 

Ye  murmur  in  my  dream ! 

0,  river,  dim  with  distance, 

Flow  thus  for  ever  by, 
A  part  of  my  existence. 

Within  your  heart  doth  lie  ! 

0,  stars,  ye  saw  our  meeting, 

Two  beings  and  one  soul, 
Two  hearts  so  madly  beating 

To  mingle  and  be  whole ! 

0,  happy  night,  deliver 

Her  kisses  back  to  me, 
Or  keep  them  all,  and  give  her 

A  blissful  dream  of  me  ! 

1842. 
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J&schylus,  Prom.  Vinct.  197. 

THE  old  chief,  feeling  now  well-nigh  his  end, 
Called  his  two  eldest  children  to  his  side, 
And  gave  them,  in  few  words,  his  parting  charge  ! 
'  My  son  and  daughter,  me  ye  see  no  more ; 
The  happy  hunting-grounds  await  me,  green 
With  change  of  spring  and  summer  through  the  year : 
But,  for  remembrance,  after  I  am  gone, 
Be  kind  to  little  Sheemah  for  my  sake  : 
Weakling  he  is  and  young,  and  knows  not  yet 
To  set  the  trap,  or  draw  the  seasoned  bow ; 
Therefore  of  both  your  loves  he  hath  more  need, 
And  he,  who  neecleth  love,  to  love  hath  right ; 

*  For  the  leading  incidents  in  this  tale,  I  am  indebted  to  the  very 
valuable  '  Algic  Researches '  of  Henry  R.  Schoolcraft,  Esq. 
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It  is  not  like  our  furs  and  stores  of  corn, 
Whereto  we  claim  sole  title  by  our  toil, 
But  the  Great  Spirit  plants  it  in  our  hearts, 
And  waters  it,  and  gives  it  sun,  to  be 
The  common  stock  and  heritage  of  all : 
Therefore  be  kind  to  Sheemah,  that  yourselves 
May  not  be  left  deserted  in  your  need.' 

Alone,  beside  a  lake,  their  wigwam  stood, 
Far  from  the  other  dwellings  of  their  tribe  ; 
And,  after  many  moons,  the  loneliness 
Wearied  the  elder  brother,  and  he  said, 
'  Why  should  I  dwell  here  all  alone,  shut  out 
From  the  free,  natural  joys  that  fit  my  age  ? 
Lo,  I  am  tall  and  strong,  well  skilled  to  hunt, 
Patient  of  toil  and  hunger,  and  not  yet 
Have  seen  the  danger  which  I  dared  not  look 
Full  in  the  face  ;  what  hinders  me  to  be 
A  mighty  Brave  and  Chief  among  my  kin  ?  ' 
So,  taking  up  his  arrows  and  his  bow, 
As  if  to  hunt,  he  journeyed  swiftly  on, 
Until  he  gained  the  wigwams  of  his  tribe, 
Where,  choosing  out  a  bride,  he  soon  forgot, 
In  all  the  fret  and  bustle  of  new  life, 
The  little  Sheemah  and  his  father's  charge. 

Now  when  the  sister  found  her  brother  gone. 
And  that,  for  many  days,  he  came  not  back, 
She  wept  for  Sheemah  more  than  for  herself; 
For  Love  bides  longest  in  a  woman's  heart, 
And  flutters  many  times  before  lie  flies, 
And  then  doth  perch  so  nearly,  that  a  word 
May  lure  him  back,  as  swift  and  glad  as  light : 
And  Duty  lingers  even  when  Love  is  gone, 
Oft  looking  out  in  hope  of  his  return  ; 
And,  after  Duty  hath  been  driven  forth, 
Then  Selfishness  creeps  in  the  last  of  all, 
Warming  her  lean  hands  at  the  lonely  hearth, 
And  crouching  o'er  the  embers,  to  shut  out 
Whatever  paltry  warmth  and  light  are  left, 
With  avaricious  greed,  from  all  beside. 
So,  for  long  months,  the  sister  hunted  wide, 
And  cared  for  little  Sheemah  tenderly ; 
But,  daily  more  and  more,  the  loneliness 
Grew  wearisome,  and  to  herself  she  sighed, 
'  Am  I  not  fair  ?  at  least  the  glassy  pool, 
That  hath  no  cause  to  flatter,  tells  me  so ; 
But,  0,  how  flat  and  meaningless  the  tale, 
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Unless  it  tremble  on  a  lover's  tongue  ! 

Beauty  hath  no  true  glass,  except  it  be 

In  the  sweet  privacy  of  loving  eyes.' 

Thus  deemed  she  idly,  and  forgot  the  lore 

Which  she  had  learned  of  nature  and  the  woods, 

That  Beauty's  chief  reward  is  to  itself, 

And  that  the  eyes  of  Love  reflect  alone 

The  inward  fairness,  which  is  blurred  and  lost 

Unless  kept  clear  and  white  by  Duty's  care. 

So  she  went  forth  and  sought  the  haunts  of  men, 

And,  being  wedded,  in  her  household  cares, 

Soon,  like  the  elder  brother,  quite  forgot 

The  little  Sheemah  and  her  father's  charge. 

But  Sheemah,  left  alone  within  the  lodge, 
Waited  and  waited,  with  a  shrinking  heart, 
Thinking  each  rustle  was  his  sister's  step, 
Till  hope  grew  less  and  less,  and  then  went  out, 
And  every  sound  was  changed  from  hope  to  fear. 
Few  sounds  there  were  : — the  dropping  of  a  nut, 
The  squirrel's  chirrup,  and  the  jay's  harsh  scream, 
Autumn's  sad  remnants  of  blithe  Summer's  cheer, 
Heard  at  long  intervals,  seemed  but  to  make 
The  dreadful  void  of  silence  silenter. 
Soon  what  small  store  his  sister  left  was  gone, 
And,  through  the  autumn,  he  made  shift  to  live 
On  roots  and  berries,  gathered  in  much  fear 
Of  wolves,  whose;  ghastly  howl  he  heard  ofttimes, 
Hollow  and  hungry,  at  the  dead  of  night. 
But  Winter  came  at  last,  and,  when  the  snow, 
Thick-heaped  for  gleaming  leagues  o'er  hill  and  plain, 
Spread  its  unbroken  silence  over  all. 
Made  bold  by  hunger,  he  was  fain  to  glean 
(More  sick  at  heart  than  Kuth,  and  all  alone), 
After  the  harvest  of  the  merciless  wolf, 
Grim  Boaz,  who,  sharp-ribbed  and  gaunt,  yet  feared 
A  thing  more  wild  and  starving  than  himself; 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  wolf  and  he  grew  friends, 
And  shared  together  all  the  winter  through. 

Late  in  the  Spring,  when  all  the  ice  was  gone, 
The  elder  brother,  fishing  in  the  lake, 
Upon  whose  edge  his  father's  wigwam  stood, 
Heard  a  low  moaning  noise  upon  the  shore  : 
Half  like  a  child  it  seemed,  half  like  a  wolf, 
And  straightway  there  was  something  in  his  heart 
That  said,  '  It  is  thy  brother  Sheemah's  voice.' 
So,  paddling  swiftly  to  the  bank,  he  saw, 
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Within  a  little  thicket  close  at  hand, 
A  child  that  seemed  fast  changing  to  a  wolf. 
From  the  neck  downward,  gray  with  shaggy  hair, 
That  still  crept  on  and  upward  as  he  looked. 
The  face  was  turned  away,  but  well  he  knew 
That  it  was  Sheeraah's,  even  his  brother's  face. 
Then  with  his  trembling  hands  he  hid  his  eyes, 
And  bowed  his  head,  so  that  he  might  not  see 
The  first  look  of  his  brother's  eyes,  and  cried, 
'  0,  Sheemah !  0,  my  brother,  speak  to  me  ! 
Dost  thou  not  know  me,  that  I  am  thy  brother  ? 
Come  to  me,  little  Sheemah,  thou  shalt  dwell 
With  me  henceforth,  and  know  no  care  or  want ! ' 
Sheemah  was  silent  for  a  space,  as  if 
'Twere  hard  to  summon  up  a  human  voice, 
And,  when  he  spake,  the  sound  was  of  a  wolf's  : 
'  I  know  thee  not,  nor  art  thou  what  thou  say'st ; 
I  have  none  other  brethren  than  the  wolves, 
And,  till  thy  heart  be  changed  from  what  it  is, 
Thou  art  not  worthy  to  be  called  their  kin.' 
Then  groaned  the  other,  with  a  choking  tongue, 
'  Alas !  my  heart  is  changed  right  bitterly  ; 
'Tis  shrunk  and  parched  within  me  even  now ! ' 
And,  looking  upward  fearfully,  he  saw 
Only  a  wolf  that  shrank  away  and  ran, 
Ugly  and  fierce,  to  hide  among  the  woods. 


STANZAS  ON  FREEDOM. 

MEN  !  whose  boast  it  is  that  ye 
Come  of  fathers  brave  and  free, 
If  there  breathe  on  earth  a  slave, 
Are  ye  truly  free  and  brave  ? 
If  we  do  not  feel  the  chain, 
When  it  works  a  brother's  pain, 
Are  ye  not  base  slaves  indeed, 
Slaves  unworthy  to  be  freed  ? 

Women !  who  shall  one  day  bear 
Sons  to  breathe  New  England  air, 
If  ye  hear,  without  a  blush, 
Deeds  to  make  the  roused  blood  rush 
Like  red  lava  through  your  veins, 
For  your  sisters  now  in  chains, — 
Answer  !  are  ye  fit  to  be 
Mothers  of  the  brave  and  free  ? 
6 
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Is  true  Freedom  but  to  break 
Fetters  for  our  own  dear  sake, 
And  with  leathern  hearts,  forget 
That  we  owe  mankind  a  debt  ? 
No !  true  Freedom  is  to  share 
All  the  chains  our  brothers  wear, 
And,  with  heart  and  hand,  to  be 
Earnest  to  make  others  free  ! 

They  are  slaves  who  fear  to  speak 
For  the  fallen  and  the  weak ; 
They  are  slaves  who  will  not  choose 
Hatred,  scoffing,  and  abuse, 
Kather  than  in  silence  shrink 
From  the  truth  they  needs  must  think 
They  are  slaves  who  dare  not  be 
In  the  right  with  two  or  three. 
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THE  cordage  creaks  and  rattles  in  the  wind, 

With  freaks  of  sudden  hush ;  the  reeling  sea 

Now  thumps  like  solid  rock  beneath  the  stern, 

Now  leaps  with  clumsy  wrath,  strikes  short,  and,  falling 

Crumbled  to  whispery  foam,  slips  rustling  down 

The  broad  backs  of  the  waves,  which  jostle  and  crowd 

To  fling  themselves  upon  that  unknown  shore, 

Their  used  familiar  since  the  dawn  of  time, 

Whither  this  foredoomed  life  is  guided  on 

To  sway  on  triumph's  hushed,  aspiring  poise 

One  glittering  moment,  then  to  break  fulfilled. 

How  lonely  is  the  sea's  perpetual  swing, 
The  melancholy  wash  of  endless  waves, 
The  sigh  of  some  grim  monster  undescried, 
Fear-painted  on  the  canvas  of  the  dark, 
Shifting  on  his  uneasy  pillow  of  brine ! 
Yet  night  brings  more  companions  than  the  day 
To  this  drear  waste  ;  new  constellations  burn, 
And  fairer  stars,  with  whose  calm  height  my  soul 
Finds  nearer  sympathy  than  with  my  herd 
Of  earthen  souls,  whose  vision's  scanty  ring 
Makes  me  its  prisoner,  to  beat  my  wings 
Against  the  cold  bars  of  their  iinbelief, 
Knowing  in  vain  my  own  free  heaven  beyond. 
O  God  !  this  world,  so  crammed  with  eager  life, 
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That  comes  and  goes  and  wanders  back  to  silence 

Like  the  idle  wind,  which  yet  man's  shaping  mind 

Can  make  his  drudge  to  swell  the  longing  sails 

Of  highest  endeavour — this  mad,  unthrift  world, 

Which,  every  hour,  throws  life  enough  away 

To  make  her  deserts  kind  and  hospitable, 

Lets  her  great  destinies  be  waved  aside 

By  smooth,  lip-reverent,  formal  infidels, 

Who  weigh  the  God  they  not  believe  with  gold, 

And  find  no  spot  in  Judas,  save  that  he, 

Driving  a  duller  bargain  than  he  ought, 

Saddled  his  guild  with  too  cheap  precedent. 

0  Faith !  if  thou  art  strong,  thine  opposite 

Is  mighty  also,  and  the  dull  fool's  sneer 

Hath  ofttimes  shot  chill  palsy  through  the  arm 

Just  lifted  to  achieve  its  crowning  deed, 

And  made  the  firm-based  heart,  that  would  have  quailed 

The  rack  or  fagot,  shudder  like  a  leaf 

Wrinkled  with  frost,  and  loose  upon  its  stem. 

The  wicked  and  the  weak,  by  some  dark  law, 

Have  a  strange  power  to  shut  and  rivet  down 

Their  own  horizon  round  us,  to  unwing 

Our  heaven-aspiring  visions,  and  to  blur 

With  surly  clouds  the  Future's  gleaming  peaks, 

Far  seen  across  the  brine  of  thankless  years. 

If  the  chosen  soul  could  never  be  alone 

In  deep  mid-silence,  open-doored  to  God, 

No  greatness  ever  had  been  dreamed  or  done  ; 

Among  dull  hearts  a  prophet  never  grew  ; 

The  nurse  of  full-grown  souls  is  solitude. 

The  old  world  is  effete ;  there  man  with  man 
Jostles,  and,  in  the  brawl  for  means  to  live, 
Life  is  trod  under  foot — Life,  the  one  block 
Of  marble  that's  vouchsafed  wherefrom  to  carve 
Our  great  thoughts,  white  and  godlike,  to  shine  down 
The  future — Life,  the  irredeemable  block, 
Which  one  o'er  hasty  chisel-dint  oft  mars, 
Scanting  our  room  to  cut  the  features  out 
Of  our  full  hope,  so  forcing  us  to  crown 
With  a  mean  head  the  perfect  limbs,  or  leave 
The  god's  face  glowing  o'er  a  satyr's  trunk, 
Fai lure's  brief  epitaph. 

Yes,  Europe's  world, 

Keels  on  to  judgment ;  there  the  common  need, 
Losing  God's  sacred  use,  to  be  a  bond 
"IVixt  Me  and  Thee,  sets  each  one  scowlingly 
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OVr  his  own  selfish  hoard  at  buy  ;  no  state, 

Knit  strongly  with  eternal  fibres  up 

Of  all  men's  separate  and  united  weals, 

Self-poised  and  sole  as  stars,  yet  one  as  light, 

Holds  up  a  shape  of  large  Humanity 

To  which  by  natural  instinct  every  man 

Pays  loyalty  exulting,  by  which  all 

Mould  their  own  lives,  and  feel  their  pulses  filled 

With  the  red  fiery  blood  of  the  general  life, 

Making  them  mighty  in  peace,  as  now  in  war 

They  are,  even  in  the  flush  of  victory,  weak, 

Conquering  that  manhood  which  should  them  subdue 

And  what  gift  bring  I  to  this  untried  world  ? 

Shall  the  same  tragedy  be  played  anew, 

And  the  same  lurid  curtain  drop  at  last 

On  one  dread  desolation,  one  fierce  crash 

Of  that  recoil  which  on  its  makers  God 

Lets  Ignorance  and  Sin  and  Hunger  make. 

Early  or  late  ?     Or  shall  that  commonwealth, 

Whose  potent  unity  and  concentric  force 

Can  draw  these  scattered  joints  and  parts  of  men 

Into  a  whole  ideal  man  once  more, 

Which  sucks  not  from  its  limbs  the  life  away, 

But  sends  it  .flood-tide  and  creates  itself 

Over  again  in  every  citizen, 

Be  there  built  up?     For  me,  I  have  no  choice  ; 

I  might  turn  back  to  other  destinies, 

For  one  sincere  key  opes  all  Fortune's  doors ; 

But  whoso  answers  not  God's  earliest  call, 

Forfeits  or  dulls  that  faculty  supreme 

Of  lying  open  to  his  genius 

Which  makes  the  wise  heart  certain  of  its  ends. 

Here  am  I;  for  what  end  God  knows,  not  I ; 

Westward  'still  points  the  inexorable  soul : 

Here  am  I,  with  no  friend  but  the  sad  sea, 

The  beating  heart  of  this  great  enterprise, 

Which,  without  me,  would  stiffen  in  swift  death. 

This  have  I  mused  on,  since  mine  eye  could  first 

Among  the  stars  distinguish  and  with  joy 

Eest  on  that  God-fed  Pharos  of  the  north, 

On  some  blue  promontory  of  heaven  lighted 

That  juts  far  out  into  the  upper  sea  ; 

To  this  one  hope  my  heart  hath  clung  for  years, 

As  would  a  foundling  to  the  talisman 

Hung  round  his  neck  by  hands  he  knew  not  whose  : 

A  poor,  vile  thing  and  dross  to  all  beside, 
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Yet  he  therein  can  feel  a  virtue  left 

By  the  sad  pressure  of  a  mother's  hand, 

And  unto  him  it  still  is  tremulous 

With  palpitating  haste  and  wet  with  tears, 

The  key  to  him  of  hope  and  humanness, 

The  coarse  shell  of  life's  pearl,  Expectancy. 

This  hope  hath  been  to  me  for  love  and  fame, 

Hath  made  me  wholly  lonely  on  the  earth, 

Building  me  up  as  in  a  thick-ribbed  tower, 

Wherewith  enwalled  my  watching  spirit  burned, 

Conquering  its  little  island  from  the  Dark, 

Sole  as  a  scholars  lamp,  and  heard  men's  steps, 

In  the  far  hurry  of  the  outward  world, 

Pass  dimly  forth  and  back,  sounds  heard  in  dream. 

As  Ganymede  by  the  eagle  was  snatched  up 

From  the  gross  sod  to  be  Jove's  cupbearer, 

So  was  I  lifted  by  my  great  design : 

And  who  hath  trod  Olympus,  from  his  eye 

Fades  not  that  broader  outlook  of  the  gods ; 

His  life's  low  valleys  overbrow  earth's  clouds, 

And  that  Olympian  spectre  of  the  past 

Looms  towering  up  in  sovereign  memory, 

Beckoning  his  soul  from  meaner  heights  of  doom. 

Had  but  the  shadow  of  the  Thunderer's  bird, 

Flashing  athwart  my  spirit,  made  of  me 

A  swift-betraying  vision's  Ganymede, 

Yet  to  have  greatly  dreamed  precludes  low  ends ; 

Great  days  have  ever  such  a  morning-red, 

On  such  a  base  great  futures  are  built  up, 

And  aspiration,  though  not  put  in  act, 

Comes  back  to  ask  its  plighted  troth  again. 

Still  watches  round  its  grave  the  unlaid  gho.-.t 

Of  a  dead  virtue,  and  makes  other  hopes, 

Save  that  implacable  one,  seem  thin  and  bleak 

As  shadows  of  bare  trees  upon  the  snow, 

Bound  freezing  then-  by  the  unpitying  moon. 

While  other  youths  perplexed  their  mandolins, 
Praying  that  Thetis  would  her  fingers  twine 
In  the  loose  glories  of  her  lover's  hair, 
And  wile  another  kiss  to  keep  back  day, 
I,  stretched  beneath  the  many-centuried  shade 
Of  some  writhed  oak,  the  wood's  Laocoon, 
Did  of  my  hope  a  dryad  mistress  make, 
Whom  I  would  woo  to  meet  me  privily, 
Or  underneath  the  stars,  or  when  the  moon 
Flecked  all  the  forest  floor  with  scattered  pearl.-. 
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0  days  whose  memory  tames  to  fawning  down 
The  surly  fell  of  Ocean's  bristled  neck  ! 

1  know  not  when  this  hope  enthralled  me  first ; 
But  from  my  boyhood  up  I  loved  to  hear 

The  tall  pine-forests  of  the  Apennine 

Murmur  their  hoary  legends  of  the  sea, 

Which  hearing,  I  in  vision  clear  beheld 

The  sudden  dark  of  tropic  night  shut  down 

O'er  the  huge  whisper  of  great  watery  wastes, 

The  while  a  pair  of  herons  trailingly 

Flapped  inland,  where  some  league-wide  river  hurled 

The  yellow  spoil  of  unconjectured  realms 

Far  through  a  gulf's  green  silence,  never  scarred 

By  any  but  the  North  wind's  hurrying  keels. 

And  not  the  pines  alone ;  all  sights  and  sounds 

To  my  world-seeking  heart  paid  fealty, 

And  catered  for  it  as  the  Cretan  bees 

Brought  honey  to  the  baby  Jupiter, 

Who  in  his  soft  hand  crushed  a  violet, 

Godlike  foremusing  the  rough  thunder's  gripe  ; 

Then  did  I  entertain  the  poet's  song, 

My  great  Idea's  guest,  and,  passing  o'er 

That  iron  bridge  the  Tuscan  built  to  hell, 

I  heard  Ulysses  tell  of  mountain-chains . 

Whose  adamantine  links,  his  manacles, 

The  western  main  shook  growling,  and  still  gnawed : 

I  brooded  on  the  wise  Athenian's  tale 

Of  happy  Atlantis,  and  heard  Bjorne's  keel 

Crunch  the  gray  pebbles  of  the  Vinland  shore  : 

For  I  believed  the  poets ;  it  is  they 

Who  utter  wisdom  from  the  central  deep, 

And,  listening  to  the  inner  flow  of  things, 

Speak  to  the  age  out  of  eternity. 

Ah  me  !  old  hermits  sought  for  solitude 
In  caves  and  desert  places  of  the  earth, 
Where  their  own  heart-beat  was  the  only  stir 
Of  living  thing  that  comforted  the  year  ; 
But  the  bald  pillar-top  of  Simeon, 
In  midnight's  blankest  waste,  were  populous, 
Matched  with  the  isolation  drear  and  deep  " 
Of  him  who  pines  among  the  swarm  of  men, 
At  once  a  new  thought's  king  and  prisoner, 
Feeling  the  truer  life  within  his  life, 
The  fountain  of  his  spirit's  prophecy, 
Sinking  away  and  wasting,  drop  by  drop, 
In  the  ungrateful  sands  of  sceptic  ears. 
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He  in  the  palace-aisles  of  untrod  woods 

Doth  walk  a  king  ;  for  him  the  pent-up  cell 

"Widens  beyond  the  circles  of  the  stars, 

And  all  the  sceptred  spirits  of  the  past 

Come  thronging  in  to  greet  him  as  their  peer  ; 

But  in  the  market-place's  glare  and  throng 

He  sits  apart,  an  exile,  and  his  brow 

Aches  with  the  mocking  memory  of  its  crown. 

But  to  the  spirit  select  there  is  no  choice  ; 

He  cannot  say,  This  will  I  do,  or  that, 

For  the  cheap  means  putting  Heaven's  ends  in  pawn, 

And  bartering  his  bleak  rocks,  the  freehold  stern 

Of  destiny's  first-born,  for  smoother  fields 

That  yield  no  crop  of  self-denying  will ; 

A  hand  is  stretched  to  him  from  out  the  dark, 

Which  grasping  without  question,  he  is  led 

Where  there  is  work  that  he  must  do  for  God. 

The  trial  still  is  the  strength's  complement, 

And  the  uncertain,  dizzy  path  that  scales 

The  sheer  heights  of  supremest  purposes 

Is  steeper  to  the  angel  than  the  child. 

Chances  have  laws  as  fixed  as  planets  have, 

And  disappointment's  dry  and  bitter  root, 

Envy's  harsh  berries,  and  the  choking  pool 

Of  the  world's  scorn,  are  the  right  mother-milk 

To  the  tough  hearts  that  pioneer  their  kind, 

And  break  a  pathway  to  those  unknown  realms 

That  in  the  earth's  broad  shadow  lie  enthralled  ; 

Endurance  is  the  crowning  quality, 

And  patience  all  the  passion  of  great  hearts ; 

These  are  their  stay,  and  when  the  leaden  world 

Sets  its  hard  face  against  their  fateful  thought, 

And  brute  strength,  like  a  scornful  conqueror, 

Clangs  his  huge  mace  down  in  the  other  scale, 

The  inspired  soul  but  flings  his  patience  in, 

And  slowly  that  outweighs  the  ponderous  globe — 

One  faith  against  a  whole  earth's  unbelief, 

One  soul  against  the  flesh  of  all  mankind. 

Thus  ever  seems  it  when  my  soul  can  hear 

The  voice  that  errs  not ;  then  my  triumph  gleams, 

O'er  the  blank  ocean  beckoning,  and  all  night 

My  heart  flies  on  before  me  as  I  sail ; 

Far  on  I  see  my  lifelong  enterprise, 

Which  rose  like  Ganges  'mid  the  freezing  snows 

Of  a  world's  sordidness,  sweep  broadening  down, 

And  gathering  to  itself  a  thousand  streams, 
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Grow  sacred  ere  it  mingle  with  the  sea ; 
I  see  the  ungated  wall  of  Chaos  old, 
With  blocks  Cyclopean  hewn  of  solid  night, 
Fade  like  a  wreath  of  unreturning  mist 
Before  the  irreversible  feet  of  light ; — 
And  lo,  with  what  clear  omen  in  the  east 
On  day's  gray  threshold  stands  the  eager  dawn, 
Like  young  Leander  rosy  from  the  sea 
Glowing  at  Hero's  lattice ! 

One  day  more 

These  muttering  shoalbraius  leave  the  helm  to  me  : 
God,  let  me  not  in  their  dull  ooze  be  stranded  ; 
Let  not  this  one  frail  bark,  to  hollow  which 
I  have  dug  out  the  pith  and  sinewy  heart 
Of  my  aspiring  life's  fair  trunk,  be  so 
Cast  up  to  warp  and  blacken  in  the  sun, 
Just  as  the  opposing  wind  'gins  whistle  off 
His  cheek-swollen  mates,  and  from  the  leaning  mast 
Fortune's  full  sail  strains  forward  ! 

;  One  poor  day  ! — 

Remember  whose  and  not  how  short  it  is ! 
It  is  God's  day,  it  is  Columbus's. 
A  lavish  day  !     One  day,  with  life  and  heart, 
Is  more  than  time  enough  to  find  a  world. 

1844. 


AN  INCIDENT  OF  THE  FIRE  AT  HAMBURG. 

THE  tower  of  old  Saint  Nicholas  soared  upward  to  the  skies, 
Like  some  huge  piece  of  Nature's  make,  the  growth  of  centuries ; 
You  could  not  deem  its  crowding  spires  a  work  of  human  art, 
They  seemed  to  struggle  light  ward  from  a  sturdy  living  heart. 

Not  Nature's  self  more  freely  speaks  in  crystal  or  in  oak, 
Than,  through  the  pious  builder's  hand,  in  that  gray  pile  she 

spoke ; 

And  as  from  acorn  springs  the  oak,  so,  freely  and  alone, 
Sprang  from  his  heart  this  hymn  to  God,  sung  in  obedient  stone. 

It  seemed  a  wondrous  freak  of  chance,  so  perfect,  yet  so  rough, 
A  whim  of  Nature  crystallized  slowly  in  granite  tough  ; 
The  thick  spires  yearned  towards  the  sky  in  quaint  harmonious 

lines, 
And  in  broad  sunlight  basked  and  slept,  like  a  grove  of  blasted 

pines. 
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Never  did  rock  or  stream  or  tree  lay  claim  with  better  right 
To  all  the  adorning  sympathies  of  shadow  and  of  light  ; 
And,  in  that  forest  petrified,  as  forester  there  dwells 
Stout  Herman,  the  old  sacristan,  sole  lord  of  all  its  bells. 

Surge  leaping  after  surge,  the  fire  roared  onward  red  as  blood, 
Till  half  of  Hamburg  lay  engulfed  beneath  the  eddying  flood ; 
For  miles  away,  the  fiery  spray  poured  down  its  deadly  rain, 
And  back  and  forth  the  billows  sucked,  and  paused,  and  burst 
again. 

From  square  to  square  with  tiger  leaps  panted  the  lustful  fire, 
The  air  to  leeward  shuddered  with  the  gasps  of  its  desire  ; 
And  church  and  palace,  which  even  now  stood  whelmed  but 

to  the  knee, 
Lift  their  black  roofs  like  breakers  lone  amid  the  whirling  sea. 

Up  in  his  tower  old  Herman  sat  and  watched  with  quiet  look ; 
His  soul  had  trusted  God  too  long  to  be  at  last  forsook  ; 
He  could  not  fear,  for  surely  God  a  pathway  would  unfold 
Through  this  red  sea  for  faithful  hearts,  as  once  He  did  of  old. 

But  scarcely  can  he  cross  himself,  or  on  his  good  saint  call, 
Before  the  sacrilegious  flood  o'erleaped  the  churchyard  wall ; 
And,  ere  a  pater  half  was  said,  'mid  smoke  and  crackling  glare, 
His  island  tower  scarce  juts  its  head  above  the  wide  despair. 

Upon  the  peril's  desperate  peak  his  heart  stood  up  sublime  ; 
His  first  thought  was  for  God  above,  his  next  was  for  his  chime  ; 
'  Sing  now  and  make  your  voices  heard  in  hymns  of  praise,' 

cried  he, 
'As  did  the  Israelites  of  old,  safe  walking  through  the  sea ! 

'  Through  this  red  sea  our  God  hath  made  the  pathway  safe 

to  shore  ; 
Our  promised  land  stands  full  in  sight ;  shout  now  as  ne'er 

before!' 

And  as  the  tower  came  cmshing  down,  the  bells,  in  clear  accord, 
Pealed  forth  the  grand  old  German  hymn, — '  All  good  souls, 

praise  the  Lord  ! ' 


TPIE  SOWER. 

I  SAW  a  sower  walking  slow 

Across  the  earth  from  east  to  west  ; 

His  hair  was  white  as  mountain  snow, 
His  head  drooped  forward  on  his  breast. 
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With  shrivelled  hands  he  flung  his  seed, 
Nor  ever  turned  to  look  behind  ; 

Of  sight  or  sound  he  took  no  heed ; 
It  seemed  he  was  both  deaf  and  blind. 

His  dim  face  showed  no  soul  beneath, 
Yet  in  my  heart  I  felt  a  stir, 

As  if  I  looked  upon  the  sheath 
That  once  had  clasped  Excalibur. 

I  heard,  as  still  the  seed  he  cast, 

How,  crooning  to  himself,  he  sung — 

I 1  saw  again  the  holy  Past, 

The  happy  days  when  I  was  young. 

'  Then  all  was  wheat  without  a  tare, 
Then  all  was  righteous,  fair,  and  true  ; 

And  I  am  he  whose  thoughtful  care 
Shall  plant  the  Old  World  in  the  New. 

'  The  fruitful  germs  I  scatter  free, 

With  busy  hand,  while  all  men  sleep  ; 

In  Europe  now,  from  sea  to  sea, 
The  nations  bless  me  as  they  reap.' 

Then  I  looked  back  along  his  path, 
And  heard  the  clash  of  steel  on  steel, 

Where  man  faced  man,  in  deadly  wrath, 
While  clanged  the  tocsin's  hurrying  peal. 

The  sky  with  burning  towns  flared  red, 
Nearer  the  noise  of  fighting  rolled, 

And  brothers'  blood,  by  brothers  shed, 
Crept,  curdling,  over  pavements  cold. 

Then  marked  I  how  each  germ  of  truth 
Which  through  the  dotard's  fingers  ran 

Was  mated  with  a  dragon's  tooth, 

Whence  there  sprang  up  an  armed  man. 

I  shouted,  but  he  could  not  hear ; 

Made  signs,  but  these  he  could  not  see  ; 
And  still,  without  a  doubt  or  fear, 

Broadcast  he  scattered  anarchy. 

Long  to  my  straining  ears  the  blast 

Brought  faintly  back  the  words  he  sung  : 

'  I  sow  again  the  holy  Past, 

The  happy  days  when  I  was  young.' 
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HUNGER  AND  COLD. 

SISTERS  two,  all  praise  to  you, 
With  your  faces  pinched  and  blue  ; 
To  the  poor  man  you've  been  true 

From  of  old : 

You  can  speak  the  keenest  word, 
You  are  sure  of  being  heard, 
From  the  point  you're  never  stirred, 

Hunger  and  cold ! 

Let  sleek  statesmen  temporise ; 
Palsied  are  their  shifts  and  lies 
When  they  meet  your  bloodshot  eyes. 

Grrim  and  bold ; 
Policy  you  set  at  nought, 
In  their  traps  you'll  not  be  caught, 
You're  too  honest  to  be  bought, 

Hunger  and  cold ! 

Bolt  and  bar  the  palace-door; 
While  the  mass  of  men  are  poor, 
Naked  truth  grows  more  and  more 

Uncontrolled ; 

You  had  never  yet,  I  guess, 
Any  praise  for  bashfulness, 
You  can  visit  sans  court-dress, 

Hunger  and  cold ! 

While  the  music  fell  and  rose, 
And  the  dance  reeled  to  its  close, 
Where  her  round  of  costly  woes 

Fashion  strolled, 
I  beheld  with  shuddering  fear 
Wolves'  eyes  through  the  windows  peer 
Little  dream  they  you  are  near, 

Hunger  and  cold ! 

When_the  toiler's  heart  you  clutch, 
Conscience  is  not  valued  much, 
He  recks  not  a  bloody  smutch 

On  his  gold : 
Everything  to  you  defers, 
You  are  potent  reasoners, 
At  your  whisper  Treason  stirs, 

Hunger  and  Cold! 
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Rude  comparisons  you  draw, 
Words  refuse  to  sate  your  maw, 
Your  gaunt  limbs  the  cobweb  law 

Cannot  hold : 

You're  not  clogged  with  foolish  pride, 
But  can  seize  a  right  denied ; 
Somehow  God  is  on  your  side, 

Hunger  and  Cold ! 

You  respect  no  hoary  wrong 
More  for  having  triumphed  long ; 
Its  past  victims,  haggard  throng, 

From  the  mould 

You  unbury :  swords  and  spears 
Weaker  are  than  poor  men's  tears, 
Weaker  than  your  silent  years, 

Hunger  and  Cold ! 

Let  them  guard  both  hall  and  bower ; 
Through  the  window  you  will  glower, 
Patient  till  your  reckoning  hour 

Shall  be  tolled : 

Cheeks  are  pale,  but  hands  are  red, 
Guiltless  blood  may  chance  be  shed, 
But  ye  must  and  will  be  fed, 

Hunger  and  Cold ! 

God  has  plans  man  must  not  spoil, 
Some  were  made  to  starve  and  toil, 
Some  to  share  the  wine  and  oil, 

We  are  told : 
Devil's  theories  are  these, 
Stifling  hope  and  love  and  peace, 
Framed  your  hideous  lusts  to  please, 

Hunger  and  Cold  ! 

Scatter  ashes  on  thy  head, 
Tears  of  burning  sorrow  shed, 
Earth  !  and  be  by  pity  led 

To  Love's  fold ; 
Ere  they  block  the  very  door 
With  lean  corpses  of  the  poor, 
And  will  hush  for  nought  but  gore— 

Hunger  and  Cold ! 

1844. 
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THE  LANDLORD. 

WHAT  boot  your  houses  and  your  lands  ? 

In  spite  of  close-drawn  deed  and  fence, 
Like  water,  'twixt  your  cheated  hands, 
They  slip  into  the  graveyard's  sands 

And  mock  your  ownership's  pretence. 

How  shall  you  speak  to  urge  your  right, 

Choked  with  that  soil  for  which  you  lust  ? 
The  bit  of  clay,  for  whose  delight 
You  grasp,  is  mortgaged,  too ;  Death  might 
Foreclose  this  very  day  in  dust. 

Fence  as  you  please,  this  plain  poor  man, 
Whose  only  fields  are  in  his  wit, 

Who  shapes  the  world,  as  best  he  can, 

According  to  God's  higher  plan, 
Owns  you  and  fences  as  is  lit. 

Though  yours  the  rents,  his  incomes  wax 

By  right  of  eminent  domain  ; 
From  factory  tall  to  woodman's  axe, 
All  things  on  earth  must  pay  their  tax, 

To  feed  his  hungry  heart  and  brain. 

He  takes  you  from  your  easy  chair, 
And  what  he  plans,  that  you  must  do  ; 

You  sleep  in  down,  eat  dainty  fare — 

He  mounts  his  crazy  garret-stair 
And  starves,  the  landlord  over  you. 

Feeding  the  clods  your  idlesse  drains, 

You  make  more  green  six  feet  of  soil ; 
His  fruitful  word,  like  suns  and  rains, 
Partakes  the  seasons'  bounteous  pains, 
And  toils  to  lighten  human  toil. 

Your  lands,  with  force  or  cunning  got, 
Shrink  to  the  measure  of  the  grave  ; 

But  Death  himself  abridges  not 

The  tenures  of  almighty  thought, 
The  titles  of  the  wise  and  brave. 
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TO  A  PINE-TREE. 

FAB  up  on  Katahdin  thou  towerest, 

Purple-blue  with  the  distance  and  vast ; 

Like  a  cloud  o'er  the  lowlands  thou  lowerest, 
That  hangs  poised  on  a  lull  in  the  blast, 
To  its  Ml  leaning  awful. 

In  the  storm,  like  a  prophet  o'ermaddened, 
Thou  singest  and  tossest  thy  branches  ; 

Thy  heart  with  the  terror  is  gladdened, 
Thou  forebodest  the  dread  avalanches, 

When  whole  mountains  swoop  valeward. 

In  the  calm  thou  o'erstretchest  the  valleys 
With  thine  arms,  as  if  blessings  imploring, 

Like  an  old  king  led  forth  from  his  palace, 

When  his  people  to  battle  are  poiiring 

From  the  city  beneath  him. 

To  the  lumberer  asleep  'neath  thy  glooming 
Thou  dost  sing  of  wild  billows  in  motion, 

Till  he  longs  to  be  swung  'mid  their  booming 
In  the  tents  of  the  Arabs  of  ocean, 

Whose  finned  isles  are  their  cattle. 

For  the  gale  snatches  thee  for  his  lyre, 
With  mad  hand  crashing  melody  frantic, 

While  he  pours  forth  his  mighty  desire 
To  leap  down  on  the  eager  Atlantic, 

Whose  arms  stretch  to  his  playmate. 

The  wild  storm  makes  his  lair  in  thy  branches, 
Preying  thence  on  the  continent  xmder ; 

Like  a  lion,  crouched  close  on  his  haunches, 
There  awaiteth  his  leap  the  fierce  thunder, 
Growling  low  with  impatience. 

Spite  of  winter,  thou  keep'st  thy  green  glory, 
Lusty  father  of  Titans  past  number  ! 

The  snow-flakes  alone  make  thee  hoary, 
Nestling  close  to  thy  branches  in  slumber, 
And  thee  mantling  with  silence. 

Thou  alone  know'st  the  splendour  of  winter, 
'Mid  thy  snow-silvered,  hushed  precipices, 

Hearing  crags  of  green  ice  groan  and  splinter, 
And  then  plunge  down  the  muffled  abysses 
In  the  quiet  of  midnight. 
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Thou  alone  know'st  the  glory  of  summer, 
Gazing  down  on  thy  broad  seas  of  forest, 

On  thy  subjects  that  send  a  proud  murmur 
Up  to  thee,  to  their  sachem,  who  towerest 
From  thy  bleak  throne  to  heaven. 


SI  DESCENDERO  IN  INFERNUM,  ADES. 

0,  WANDERING  dim  on  the  extremest  edge 

Of  God's  bright  providence,  whose  spirits  sigh 

Drearily  in  you,  like  the  winter  sedge 

That  shivers  o'er  the  dead  pool  stiff  and  dry, 
A  thin,  sad  voice,  when  the  bold  wind  roars  by 
From  the  clear  North  of  Duty — 

Still  by  cracked  arch  and  broken  shaft  I  trace 

That  here  was  once  a  shrine  and  holy  place 

Of  the  supernal  Beauty — 
A  child's  play-altar  reared  of  stones  and  moss, 
With  wilted  flowers  for  offering  laid  across, 

Mute  recognition  of  the  all-ruling  Grace. 

How  far  are  ye  from  the  innocent,  from  those 

Whose  hearts  are  as  a  little  lane  serene, 
Smooth-heaped  from  wall  to  wall  with  unbroke  snows, 
Or  in  the  summer  blithe  with  lamb-cropped  green, 
Save  the  one  track,  where  nought  more  rude  is  seen 

Than  the  plump  wain  at  even 

Bringing  home  four  months'  sunshine  bound  in  sheaves 
How  far  are  ye  from  those !  yet  who  believes 

That  ye  can  shut  out  heaven  ? 
Your  souls  partake  its  influence,  not  in  vain 
Nor  all  unconscious,  as  that  silent  lane 
Its  drift  of  noiseless  apple-blooms  receives. 
Looking  within  myself,  I  note  how  thin 

A  plank  of  station,  chance,  or  prosperous  fate, 
Doth  fence  me  from  the  clutching  waves  of  sin  ;  — 
In  my  own  heart  I  find  the  worst  man's  mate, 
And  see  not  dimly  the  smooth-hinged  gate 

That  opes  to  those  abysses 
Where  ye  grope  darkly — ye  who  never  knew 
On  your  young  hearts  love's  consecrating  dew, 

Or  felt  a  mother's  kisses, 

Or  home's  restraining  tendrils  round  you  curled  ; 
Ah,  side  by  side  with  heart's-ease  in  this  world 
The  fatal  nightshade  grows  and  bitter  rue  ! 
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One  band  ye  cannot  break— the  force  that  clips 
And  grasps  your  circles  to  the  central  light ; 

Yours  is  the  prodigal  comet's  long  ellipse, 
Self-exiled  to  the  farthest  verge  of  night ; 
Yet  strives  with  you  no  less  that  inward  might 
No  sin  hath  e'er  imbruted  ; 

The  god  in  you  the  creed-dimmed  eye  eludes  ; 

The  Law  brooks  not  to  have  its  solitudes 

By  bigot  feet  polluted ; — 

Yet  they  who  watch  your  God-compelled  return 
May  see  your  happy  perihelion  burn 

Where  the  calm  sun  his  unfledged  planets  broods. 


TO  THE  PAST. 

WONDROUS  and  awful  are  thy  silent  halls, 

0  kingdom  of  the  past ! 
There  lie  the  bygone  ages  in  their  palls, 

Guarded  by  shadows  vast — 
There  all  is  hushed  and  breathless, 
Save  when  some  image  of  old  error  falls, 
Earth  worshipped  once  as  deathless. 

There  sits  drear  Egypt,  'mid  beleaguering  sands, 

Half  woman  and  half  beast, 
The  burnt-out  torch  within  her  mouldering  hands 

That  once  lit  all  the  East ; 
A  dotard  bleared  and  hoary, 
There  Asser  crouches  o'er  the  blackened  brands 
Of  Asia's  long-quenched  glory. 

Still  as  a  city  buried  'neath  the  sea, 
Thy  courts  and  temples  stand ; 
Idle  as  forms  on  wind-waved  tapestry 

Of  saints  and  heroes  grand, 
Thy  phantasms  grope  and  shiver, 
Or  watch  the  loose  shores  crumbling  silently 
Into  Time's  gnawing  river. 

Titanic  shapes  with  faces  blank  and  dun, 

Of  their  old  godhead  lorn, 
Gaze  on  the  embers  of  the  sunken  sun, 

Which  they  misdeem  for  morn ; 
And  yet  the  eternal  sorrow 
In  their  unmonarched  eyes  says  day  is  done 
Without  the  hope  of  morrow. 
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O  realm  of  silence  and  of  swart  eclip.se. 

The  shapes  that  haunt  thy  gloom 
Make  signs  to  us  and  move  their  withered  lips 

Across  the  gulf  of  doom  ; 
Yet  all  their  sound  and  motion 
Bring  no  more  freight  to  us  than  wraiths  of  ships 
On  the  mirage's  ocean. 

And  if  sometimes  a  moaning  wandereth 

From  out  thy  desolate  halls, 
If  some  grim  shadow  of  thy  living  death 

Across  our  sunshine  falls 
And  scares  the  world  to  error, 
The  eternal  life  sends  forth  melodious  breath 
To  chase  the  misty  terror. 

Thy  mighty  clamours,  wars,  and  world-noised  deeds 

Are  silent  now  in  dust, 
Gone  like  a  tremble  of  the  huddling  reeds 

Beneath  some  siidden  gust ; 
Thy  forms  and  creeds  have  vanished, 
Tossed  out  to  wither  like  unsightly  weeds 
From  the  world's  garden  banished. 

Whatever  of  true  life  there  was  in  thee 

Leaps  in  our  age's  veins  ; 
Wield  still  thy  bent  and  wrinkled  empery, 

And  shake  thine  idle  chains ; — 
To  thee  thy  dross  is  clinging, 
For  us  thy  martyrs  die,  thy  prophets  see, 
Thy  poets  still  are  singing. 

Here,  'mid  the  bleak  waves  of  our  strife  and  care, 

Float  the  green  Fortunate  Isles 
Where  all  thy  hero-spirits  dwell,  and  share 

Our  martyrdoms  and  toils  ; 
The  present  moves  attended 
With  all  of  brave  and  excellent  and  fair 
That  made  the  old  time  splendid. 


TO   THE  FUTURE. 

0  LAND  OF  PROMISE  !  from  what  Pisgah's  height 
Can  I  behold  thy  stretch  of  peaceful  bowers, 

Thy  golden  harvests  flowing  out  of  sight, 

Thy  nestled  homes  and  sun-illumined  towers  ? 
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Gazing  upon  the  sunset's  high-heaped  gold, 
Its  crags  of  opal  and  of  chrysolite, 

Its  deeps  on  deeps  of  glory,  that  unfold 
Still  brightening  abysses, 
And  blazing  precipices, 
Whence  but  a  scanty  leap  it  seems  to  heaven, 

Sometimes  a  glimpse  is  given 
Of  thy  more  gorgeous  realm,  thy  more  unstinted  blisses. 

0  Land  of  Quiet !  to  thy  shore  the  surf 
Of  the  perturbed  Present  rolls  and  sleeps ; 

Our  storms  breathe  soft  as  June  upon  thy  turf 
And  lure  out  blossoms  ;  to  thy  bosom  leaps, 

As  to  a  mother's,  the  o'erwearied  heart, 

Hearing  far  off  and  dim  the  toiling  mart, 

The  hurrying  feet,  the  curses  without  number, 
And,  circled  with  the  glow  Elysian 
Of  thine  exulting  vision, 

Out  of  its  very  cares  woos  charms  for  peace  and  slumber. 

To  thee  the  Earth  lifts  up  her  fettered  hands 

And  cries  for  vengeance ;  with  a  pitying  smile 
Thou  blessest  her,  and  she  forgets  her  bands, 

And  her  old  woe-worn  face  a  little  while 
Grows  young  and  noble  ;  unto  thee  the  Oppressor 

Looks,  and  is  dumb  with  awe ; 

The  eternal  law, 

Which  makes  the  crime  its  own  blindfold  redresser, 
Shadows  his  heart  with  perilous  foreboding, 

And  he  can  see  the  grim-eyed  Doom 

From  out  the  trembling  gloom 
•  Its  silent-footed  steeds  toward  his  palace  goading. 

What  promises  hast  thou  for  Poets'  eyes, 

Aweary  of  the  turmoil  and  the  wrong ! 
To  all  their  hopes  what  overjoyed  replies  ! 

What  undreamed  ecstasies  for  blissful  song  ! 
Thy  happy  plains  no  war-trump's  brawling  clangour 

Disturbs,  and  fools  the  poor  to  hate  the  poor ; 
The  humble  glares  not  on  the  high  with  anger ; 

Love  leaves  no  grudge  at  less,  no  greed  for  more  ; 
In  vain  strives  Self  the  godlike  sense  to  smother ; 
From  the  soul's  deeps 
It  throbs  and  leaps  ; 
The  noble  'neath  foul  rags  beholds  his  long-lost  brother. 

To  thee  the  Martyr  looketh,  and  his  fires 
Unlock  their  fangs  and  leave  his  spirit  free ; 

To  thee  the  Poet  'mid  his  toil  aspires, 

And  grief  and  hunger  climb  about  his  knee, 
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Welcome  as  children  ;  thou  upholdest 

The  lone  Inventor  by  his  demon  haunted ; 

The  Prophet  cries  to  thee  when  hearts  are  coldest, 
And,  gazing  o'er  the  midnight's  bleak  abyss, 
Sees  the  drowsed  soul  awaken  at  thy  kiss, 

And  stretch  its  happy  arms  and  leap  up  disenchanted. 

Thou  bringest  vengeance,  but  so  loving-kindly 
The  guilty  thinks  it  pity  ;  taught  by  thee, 

Fierce  tyrants  drop  the  scourges  wherewith  blindly 
Their  own  souls  they  were  scarring  ;  conquerors  see 

"With  horror  in  their  hands  the  accursed  spear 
That  tore  the  meek  One's  side  on  Calvary, 

And  from  their  trophies  shrink  with  ghastly  fear ; 
Thou,  too,  art  the  Forgiver, 

The  beauty  of  man's  soul  to  man  revealing ; 
The  arrows  from  thy  quiver 

Pierce  Error's  guilty  heart,  but  only  pierce  for  healing. 

0,  whither,  whither,  glory-winged  dreams, 

From  out  Life's  sweat  and  turmoil  would  ye  bear  me  ? 
Shut,  gates  of  fancy,  on  your  golden  gleams, — 

This  agony  of  hopeless  contrast  spare  me  ! 
Fade,  cheating  glow,  and  leave  me  to  my  night ! 
He  is  a  coward,  who  would  borrow 
A  charm  against  the  present  sorrow 
From  the  vague  Future's  promise  of  delight : 
As  life's  alarums  nearer  roll, 
The  ancestral  buckler  calls, 
Self-clanging  from  the  walls 
In  the  high  temple  of  the  soul ; 
"Where  are  most  sorrows,  there  the  poet's  sphere  is, 
To  feed  the  soul  with  patience, 
To  heal  its  desolations 
With  words  of  unshorn  truth,  with  love  that  never  wearies. 


HEBE. 

I  SAW  the  twinkle  of  white  feet, 
I  saw  the  flash  of  robes  descending ; 

Before  her  ran  an  influence  fleet, 
That  bowed  my  heart  like  barley  bending. 

As,  in  bare  fields,  the  searching  bees 
Pilot  to  blooms  beyond  our  finding, 

It  led  me  on,  by  sweet  degrees 
Joy's  simple  honey -cells  unbinding. 
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Those  Graces  were  that  seemed  grim  Fates 
With  nearer  love  the  sky  leaned  o'er  me  ; 

The  long-sought  Secret's  golden  gates 
On  musical  hinges  swung  before  me. 

I  saw  the  brimmed  bowl  in  her  grasp 
Thrilling  with  godhood  ;  like  a  lover 

I  sprang  the  proffered  life  to  clasp ; — 
The  beaker  fell ;  the  luck  was  over. 

The  earth  has  drunk  the  vintage  up ; 
What  boots  it  patch  the  goblet's  splinters  ? 

Can  Summer  fill  the  icy  cup, 
Whose  treacherous  crystal  is  but  Winter's  ? 

0  spendthrift,  haste  !  await  the  gods  ; 
Their  nectar  crowns  the  lips  of  Patience  ; 

Haste  scatters  on  unthankful  sods 
The  immortal  gift  in  vain  libations. 

Coy  Hebe  flies  from  those  that  woo, 
And  shuns  the  hands  would  seize  upon  her ; 

Follow  thy  life,  and  she  will  sue 
To  pour  for  thee  the  cup  of  honour. 


THE   SEARCH. 

I  -WENT  to  seek  for  Christ, 
And  Nature  seemed  so  fair 

That  first  the  woods  and  fields  my  youth  enticed, 
And  I  was  sure  to  find  Him  there : 
The  temple  I  forsook, 
And  to  the  solitude 

Allegiance  paid ;  but  Winter  came  and  shook 
The  crown  and  purple  from  my  wood ; 
His  snows,  like  desert  sands,  with  scornful  drift, 

Besieged  the  columned  aisle  and  palace-gate  ; 
My  Thebes,  cut  deep  with  many  a  solemn  rift, 

But  epitaphed  her  own  sepulchred  state : 
Then  I  remembered  whom  I  went  to  seek, 
And  blessed  blunt  Winter  for  his  counsel  bleak. 

Back  to  the  world  I  turned, 
For  Christ,  I  said,  is  King ; 
So  the  cramped  alley  and  the^  hut  I  spurned, 
As  far  beneath  His  sojoiirning: 
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'Mid  power  and  wealth  I  sought, 
But  found  no  trace  of  Him, 
And  all  the  costly  offerings  I  had  brought 

"With  sudden  rust  and  mould  grew  dim  : 
I  found  His  tomb,  indeed,  where,  by  their  laws, 

All  must  on  stated  days  themselves  imprison. 
Mocking  with  bread  a  dead  creed's  grinning  jaws, 

Witless  how  long  the  life  had  thence  arisen ; 
Due  sacrifice  to  this  they  set  apart, 
Prizing  it  more  than  Christ's  own  living  heart. 

80  from  my  feet  the  dust 
Of  the  proud  World  I  shook  ; 

Then  came  dear  Love  and  shared  with  me  his  crust, 
And  half  my  sorrow's  burden  took. 
After  the  World's  soft  bed, 
Its  rich  and  dainty  fare, 
Like  down  seemed  Love's  coarse  pillow  to  my  head, 

His  cheap  food  seemed  as  manna  rare ; 
Fresh-trodden  prints  of  bare  and  bleeding  feet, 

Turned  to  the  heedless  city  whence  I  came, 
Hard  by  I  saw,  and  springs  of  worship  sweet 

Gushed  from  my  cleft  heart  smitten  by  the  same  ; 
Love  looked  me  in  the  face  and  spake  no  words, 
But  straight  I  knew  those  foot-prints  were  the  Lord's. 

I  followed  where  they  led, 
And  in  a  hovel  rude, 

With  nought  to  fence  the  weather  from  His  head, 
The  King  I  sought  for  meekly  stood. 
A  naked,  hungry  child 
Clung  round  His  gracious  knee, 
And  a  poor  hunted  slave  looked  up  and  smiled 

To  bless  the  smile  that  set  him  free ; 
Xew  miracles  I  saw  His  presence  do ; — 

No  more  I  knew  the  hovel  bare  and  poor, 
The  gathered  chips  into  a  woodpile  grew, 

The  broken  morsel  swelled  to  goodly  store ; 
I  knelt  and  wept :  my  Christ  no  more  I  seek, 
His  throne  is  with  the  outcast  and  the  weak. 


THE  PRESENT  CRISIS. 

WHEX  a  deed  is  done  for  Freedom,  through  the  broad  earth's 

aching  breast 
Runs  a  thrill  of  joy  prophetic,  trembling  on  from  east  to  west, 
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And  the  slave,  where'er  he  cowers,  feels  the  soul  within  him 

climb 

To  the  awful  verge  of  manhood,  as  the  energy  sublime 
Of  a  century  bursts  full-blossomed  on  the  thorny  stem  of  Time. 

Through  the  walls  of  hut  and  palace  shoots  the  instantaneous 

throe, 

When  the  travail  of  the  Ages  wrings  earth's  systems  to  and  fro ; 
At  the  birth  of  each  new  Era,  with  a  recognising  start, 
Nation  wildly  looks  at  nation,  standing  with  mute  lips  apart, 
And  glad  Truth's  yet  mightier  man-child  leaps  beneath  the 

Future's  heart. 

So  the  Evil's  triumph  sendeth,  with  a  terror  and  a  chill, 
Under  continent  to  continent,  the  sense  of  coming  ill, 
And  the  slave,  where'er  he  cowers,  feels  his  sympathies  with  God 
In  hot  tear-drops  ebbing  earthward,  to  be  drunk  up  by  the  sod, 
Till  a  corpse  crawls  round  unburied,  delving  in  the  nobler  clod. 

For  mankind  are  one  in  spirit,  and  an  instinct  bears  along, 
Koundthe  earth's  electric  circle,  the  swift  flash  of  right  or  wrong ; 
Whether  conscious  or  unconscious,  yet  Humanity's  vast  frame 
Through  its  ocean-sundered  fibres  feels  the  gush  of  joy  or 

shame  ; — 
In  the  gain  or  loss  of  one  race  all  the  rest  have  equal  claim. 

Once  to  every  man  and  nation  comes  the  moment  to  decide, 
In  the  strife  of  Truth  with  Falsehood,  for  the  good  or  evil  side ; 
Some  great  cause,  God's  new  Messiah,  offering  each  the  bloom 

or  blight, 

Parts  the  goats  upon  the  left  hand,  and  the  sheep  upon  the  right, 
And  the  choice  goes  by  for  ever  'twixt  that  darkness  and  that 

light. 

Hast  thou  chosen,  0  my  people,  on  whose  party  thou  shalt 

stand, 
Ere  the  Doom  from  its  worn  sandals  shakes  the  dust  against 

our  land  ? 

Though  the  cause  of  Evil  prosper,  yet  'tis  Truth  alone  is  strong, 
And,  albeit  she  wander  outcast  now,  I  see  around  her  throng 
Troops  of  beautiful,  tall  angels,  to  enshield  her  from  all  wrong. 

Backward  look  across  the  ages  and  the  beacon -moments  see, 
That,  like  peaks  of  some  sunk  continent,  jut  through  Oblivion's 

sea; 

Not  an  ear  in  court  or  market  for  the  low  foreboding  cry 
Of  those  Crises,  God's  stern  winnowers,  from  whose  feet  earth'g 

chaff  must  fly ; 
Never  shows  the  choice  momentous  till  the  judgment  hath 

passed  by. 
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Careless  seems  the  great  Avenger ;  history's  pages  but  record 
One  death-grapple  in  the  darkness  'twixt  old  systems  and  the 

Word; 

Truth  for  ever  on  the  scaffold,  Wrong  for  ever  on  the  throne — 
Yet  that  scaffold  sways  the  Future,  and,  behind  the  dim  un 
known, 
Standeth  God  within  the  shadow,  keeping  watch  above  His  own . 

We  see  dimly  in  the  Present  what  is  small  and  what  is  great, 
Slow  of  faith,  how  weak  an  arm  may  turn  the  iron  helm  of  Fate : 
But  the  soul  is  still  oracular ;  amid  the  market's  din, 
List  the  ominous  stern  whisper  from  the  Delphic  cave  within — 
'  They  enslave  their  children's  children  who  make  compromise 
with  sin.' 

Slavery,  the  earthborn  Cyclops,  fellest  of  the  giant  brood, 
Suns  of  brutish  Force  and  Darkness,  who  have  drenched  the 

earth  with  blood, 

Famished  in  his  self-made  desert,  blinded  by  our  purer  day, 
Groups  in  yet  unblasted  regions  for  his  miserable  prey  ; — 
Shall  we  guide  his  gory  fingers  where  our  helpless  children  play  ? 

Then  to  side  with  Truth  is  noble  when  we  share  her  wretch t 'd 

crust, 
Ere  her  cause  bring  fame  and  profit,  and  'tis  prosperous  to  bt- 

just ; 

Then  it  is  the  brave  man  chooses,  while  the  coward  stands  aside, 
Doubting  in  his  abject  spirit,  till  his  Lord  is  crucified. 
And  the  multitude  make  virtue  of  the  faith  they  had  denied. 

Count  me  o'er  earth's  chosen  heroes — they  were  souls  that 

stood  alone, 

While  the  men  they  agonized  for  hurled  the  contumelious  stone. 
Stood  serene,  and  down  the  future  saw  the  golden  beam  incline 
To  the  side  of  perfect  justice,  mastered  by  their  faith  divine, 
By  one  man's  plain  truth  to  manhood  and  to  God's  supreme 

design. 

By  the  light  of  burning  heretics  Christ's  bleeding  feet  I  track, 
Toiling  up  new  Calvaries  ever  with  the  cross  that  turns  not  back, 
And  these  mounts  of  anguish  number  how  each  generation 

learned 
One  new  word  of  that  grand  Credo  which  in  prophet -hearts 

hajh  burned 
Since   the  first  man  stood  God-conquered  with  his  face  to 

heaven  upturned. 

For  Humanity  sweeps  onward ;  where  to-day  the  martyr  stands, 
On  the  morrow  crouches  Judas  with  the  silver  in  his  hands ; 


104  THE    PJJESKNT    CRISIS. 

Far  in  front  the  cross  stands  ready  and  the  crackling  fagots 

burn, 

While  the  hooting  mob  of  yesterday  in  silent  awe  return 
To  glean  up  the  scattered  ashes  into  History's  golden  urn. 

'Tis  as  easy  to  be  heroes  as  to  sit  the  idle  slaves 
Of  a  legendary  virtue  carved  upon  our  fathers'  graves. 
Worshippers  of  light  ancestral  make  the  present  light  a  crime ; — 
Was  the  Mayflower  launched  by  cowards,  steered  by  men  be 
hind  their  time  ? 

Turn  those  tracks  toward  Past  or  Future,  that  make  Plymouth 
rock  sublime  ? 

They  were  men  of  present  valour,  stalwart  old  iconoclasts, 
Unconvinced  by  axe  or  gibbet  that  all  virtue  was  the  Past's  ; 
But  we  make  their  truth  our  falsehood,  thinking  that  hath 

made  us  free, 

Hoarding  it  in  mouldy  parchments,  while  our  tender  spirits  flee 
The  rude  grasp  of  that  great  Impulse  which  drove  them  across 

the  sea. 

They  have  rights  who  dare  maintain  them  ;  we  are  traitors  to 

our  sires, 

•Smothering  in  their  holy  ashes  Freedom's  new-lit  altar-fires ; 
Shall  we  make  their  creed  our  jailer  ?     Shall  we,  in  our  haste 

to  slay, 
From  the  tombs  of  the  old  prophets  steal  the  funeral  lamps 

away 
To  light  up  the  martyr-fagots  round  the  prophets  of  to-day  ? 

New  occasions  teach  new  duties ;  Time  makes  ancient  good 
uncouth ; 

They  must  upward  still,  and  onward,  who  would  keep  abreast 
of  Truth ; 

Lo,  before  us  gleam  her  camp-fires !  we  ourselves  must  Pil 
grims  be, 

Launch  our  Mayflower,  and  steer  boldly  tlirough  the  desperate 
winter  sea, 

Xor  attempt  the  Future's  portal  with  the  Past's  blood-rusted 
key. 

December  1845. 


AN  INDIAN-SUMMER  REVERIE. 

WHAT  visionary  tints  the  year  puts  on, 
When  falling  leaves  falter  through  motionless  air 

Or  numbly  cling  and  shiver  to  be  gone ! 
How  shimmer  the  low  flats  and  pastures  bare, 
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As  with  her  nectar  Hebe  Autumn  tills 

The  bowl  between  me  and  those  distant  hills. 
And  smiles  and  shakes  abroad  her  misty,  tremulous  hair ! 

Xo  more  the  landscape  holds  its  wealth  apart. 
Making  me  poorer  in  my  poverty, 

But  mingles  with  my  senses  and  my  heart ; 
My  own  projected  spirit  seems  to  me 

In  her  own  reverie  the  world  to  steep  : 

'Tis  she  that  waves  to  sympathetic  sleep. 
Moving,  as  she  is  moved,  each  field  and  hill  and  tree. 

How  fuse  and  mix,  with  what  unfelt  degrees, 
Clasped  by  the  faint  horizon's  languid  arms, 

Each  into  each,  the  hazy  distances ! 
The  softened  season  all  the  landscape  charms  ; 

Those  hills,  my  native  village  that  embay, 

In  waves  of  dreamier  purple  roll  away, 
And  floating  in  mirage  seem  all  the  glimmering  farms. 

Far  distant  sounds  the  hidden  chickadee 
Close  at  my  side ;  far  distant  sounds  the  leaves ; 

The  fields  seem  fields  of  dream,  where  Memory 
Wanders  like  gleaning  Euth ;  and  as  the  sheaves 

Of  wheat  and  barley  wavered  in  the  eye 

Of  Boaz  as  the  maiden's  glow  went  by, 
80  tremble  and  seem  remote  all  things  the  sense  receives. 

The  cock's  shrill  trump  that  tells  of  scattered  corn, 
Passed  breezily  on  by  all  his  flapping  mates, 

Faint  and  more  faint,  from  barn  to  barn  is  borne 
Southward,  perhaps  to  far  Magellan's  Straits ; 

Dimly  I  catch  the  throb  of  distant  flails ; 

Silently  overhead  the  henhawk  sails, 
With  watchful,  measuring  eye,  and  for  his  quarry  waits. 

The  sobered  robin,  hunger-silent  now, 
Seeks  cedar-berries  blue,  his  autumn  cheer; 

The  squirrel  on  the  shingly  shagbark's  bough. 
Now  saws,  now  lists  with  downward  eye  and  ear, 

Then  drops  his  nut,  and,  with  a  chipping  bound, 

Whisks  to  his  winding  fastness  underground ; 
The  clouds  like  swans  drift  down  the  streaming  atmosphere. 

O'er  yon  bare  knoll  the  pointed  cedar  shadows 
Drowse  on  the  crisp,  gray  moss ;  the  ploughman's  call 

Creeps  fault  as  smoke  from  black,  fresh-furrowed  meadows ; 
The  single  crow  a  single  caw  lets  fall ; 

And  all  around  me  every  bush  and  tree 

Says  Autumn's  here,  and  Winter  soon  will  be, 
Who  snows  his  soft,  white  sleep  and  silence  over  all. 
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The  birch,  most  shy  and  ladylike  of  trees, 
Her  poverty,  as  best  she  may,  retrieves, 
And  hints  at  her  foregone  gentilities 
With  some  saved  relics  of  her  wealth  of  leaves ; 
The  swamp-oak,  with  his  royal  purple  on, 
G-lares  red  as  blood  across  the  sinking  sun, 
As  one  who  proudlier  to  a  falling  fortune  cleaves. 

He  looks  a  sachem,  in  red  blanket  wrapt, 
Who,  'mid  some  council  of  the  sad-garbed  whites, 

Erect  and  stern,  in  his  own  memories  lapt, 
With  distant  eye  broods  over  other  sights, 
Sees  the  hushed  wood  the  city's  flare  replace. 
The  wounded  turf  heal  o'er  the  railway's  trace, 
And  roams  the  savage  Past  of  his  undwindled  rights. 

The  red-oak,  softer-grained,  yields  all  for  lost 
And,  with  his  crumpled  foliage  stiff  and  dry, 

After  the  first  betrayal  of  the  frost, 
Eebuffs  the  kiss  of  the  relenting  sky ; 

The  chestnuts,  lavish  of  their  long-hid  gold. 
To  the  faint  Summer,  beggared  now  and  old, 
Pour  back  the  sunshine  hoarded  'neath  her  favouring  eye. 

The  ash  her  purple  drops  forgivingly 
And  sadly,  breaking  not  the  general  hush  ; 

The  maple-swamps  glow  like  a  sunset  sea. 
Each  leaf  a  ripple  with  its  separate  flush ; 

All  round  the  wood's  edge  creeps  the  skirting  l»l;;::c 

Of  bushes  low,  as  when,  on  cloudy  days, 
Ere  the  rain  falls,  the  cautious  farmer  burns  his  brush. 

O'er  yon  low  wall,  which  guards  one  unkempt  zone, 
Where  vines,  and  weeds,  and  scrub-oaks  intertwine 

Safe  from  the  plough,  whose  rough,  discordant  stone 
Is  massed  to  one  soft  gray  by  lichens  fine, 

The  tangled  blackberry,  crossed  and  recrossed,  weaves 
A  prickly  network  of  ensanguined  leaves ; 
Hard  by,  with  coral  beads,  the  prim  black-alders  shine. 

Pillaring  with  flame  this  crumbling  boundary, 
Whose  loose  blocks  topple  'neath  the  ploughboy's  foot, 

Who,  with  each  sense  shut  fast  except  the  eye, 
Creeps  close  and  scares  the  jay  he  hoped  to  shoot, 
The  woodbine  up  the  elm's  straight  stem  aspires, 
Coiling  it,  harmless,  with  autumnal  fires  ; 
In  the  ivy's  paler  blaze  the  martyr  oak  stands  mute. 
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Below,  the  Charles — a  stripe  of  nether  sky, 
Now  hid  by  rounded  apple-trees  between, 

Whose  gaps  the  misplaced  sail  sweeps  bellying  by, 
Now  flickering  golden  through  a  woodland  screen, 
Then  spreading  out  at  his  next  turn  beyond, 
A  silver  circle  like  an  inland  pond — 
Slips  seaward  silently  through  marshes  purple  and  green. 

Dear  marshes  !  vain  to  him  the  gift  of  sight 
Who  cannot  in  their  various  incomes  share, 

From  every  season  drawn,  of  shade  and  light, 
Who  sees  in  them  but  levels  brown  and  bare  ; 

Each  change  of  storm  or  sunshine  scatters  free 

On  them  its  largesse  of  variety, 
For  nature  with  cheap  means  still  works  her  wonders  rare. 

In  Spring  they  lie  one  broad  expanse  of  green, 
O'er  which  the  light  winds  run  with  glimmering  feet ; 

Here,  yellower  stripes  track  out  the  creek  unseen, 
There,  darker  growths  o'er  hidden  ditches  meet ; 

And  purpler  stains  show  where  the  blossoms  crowd, 

As  if  the  silent  shadow  of  a  cloud 
Hung  there  becalmed,  with  the  next  breath  to  fleet. 

All  round,  upon  the  river's  slippery  edge, 
Witching  to  deeper  calm  the  drowsy  tide, 

Whispers  and  leans  the  breeze-entangling  sedge  : 
Through  emerald  glooms  the  lingering  waters  slide, 

Or,  sometimes  wavering,  throw  back  the  sun, 

And  the  stiff  banks  in  eddies  melt  and  run 
Of  dimpling  light,  and  with  the  current  seem  to  glide. 

In  Summer  'tis  a  blithesome  sight  to  see, 
As,  step  by  step,  with  measured  swing,  they  pass, 

The  wide-ranked  mowers  wading  to  the  knee, 
Their  sharp  scythes  panting  through  the  thickset  grass ; 
Then,  stretched  beneath  a  rick's  shade  in  a  ring, 
Their  nooning  take,  while  one  begins  to  sing 
A  stave  that  droops  and  dies  'neath  the  close  sky  of  brass. 

Meanwhile  that  devil-may-care,  the  bobolink, 
Remembering  duty,  in  mid-quaver  stops 

Just  ere  he  sweeps  o'er  rapture's  tremulous  brink, 
And  'twixt  the  winrows  most  demurely  drops, 
A  decorous  bird  of  business,  who  provides 
For  his  brown  mate  and  fledgelings  six  besides, 
And  looks  from  right  to  left,  a  farmer  :mid  his  crops. 
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Another  change  subdues  them  in  the  Fall, 
But  saddens  not ;  they  still  show  merrier  tints, 

Though  sober  russet  seems  to  cover  all ; 
When  the  first  sunshine  through  their  dewdrops  glints, 
Look  how  the  yellow  clearness,  streamed  across, 
Redeems  with  rarer  hues  the  season's  loss, 
As  Dawn's  feet  there  had  touched  and  left  their  rosy  prints. 

Or  come  when  sunset  gives  its  freshened  zest, 
Lean  o'er  the  bridge  and  let  the  ruddy  thrill, 

While  the  shorn  sun  swells  down  the  hazy  west, 
Glow  opposite  ; — the  marshes  drink  their  fill 
And  swoon  with  purple  veins,  then  slowly  fade 
Through  pink  to  brown,  as  eastward  moves  the  shade, 
Lengthening  with  stealthy  creep,  of  Simond's  darkening  hill. 

Later,  and  yet  ere  Winter  wholly  shuts, 
Ere  through  the  first  dry  snow  the  runner  grates, 

And  the  loath  cart-wheel  screams  in  slippery  ruts, 
While  firmer  ice  the  eager  boy  awaits, 

Trying  each  buckle  and  strap  beside  the  fire, 

And  until  bedtime  plays  with  his  desire, 
Twenty  times  putting  on  and  off  his  new-bought  skates ; — 

Then,  every  morn,  the  river's  banks  shine  bright 
With  smooth  plate-armour,  treacherous  and  frail. 

By  the  frost's  clinking  hammers  forged  at  night, 
'Gainst  which  the  lances  of  the  sun  prevail, 
Giving  a  pretty  emblem  of  the  day 
When  guiltier  arms  in  light  shall  melt  away. 
And  states  shall  move  free-limbed,  loosed  from  war's  cramp 
ing  mail. 

And  now  those  waterfalls  the  ebbing  river 
Twice  every  day  creates  on  either  side 

Tinkle,  as  through  their  fresh-sparred  grots  they  shiver 
In  grass-arched  channels  to  the  sun  denied  ; 

High  flaps  in  sparkling  blue  the  far-heard  crow, 

The  silvered  flats  gleam  frostily  below, 
Suddenly  drops  the  gull  and  breaks  the  glassy  tide. 

But,  crowned  in  turn  by  vying  seasons  three, 
Their  winter  halo  hath  a  fuller  ring ; 

This  glory  seems  to  rest  immovably — 
The  others  were  too  fleet  and  vanishing ; 

When  the  hid  tide  is  at  its  highest  flow, 

O'er  marsh  and  stream  one  breathless  trance  of  snow 
With  brooding  fulness  awes  and  hushes  every  thing. 
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The  sunshine  si-ems  blown  off  by  the  bleak  wind, 
As  pale  as  formal  candles  lit  by  day ; 

Gropes  to  the  sea  the  river  dumb  and  blind ; 
The  brown  ricks,  snow-thatched  by  the  storm  in  play, 

Show  pearly  breakers  combing  o'er  their  lee, 

White  crests  as  of  some  just  enchanted  sea, 
Checked  in  their  maddest  leap  and  hanging  poised  midway. 

But  when  the  eastern  blow,  with  rain  aslant, 
From  mid-sea's  prairies  green  and  rolling  plains 

Drives  in  his  wallowing  herds  of  billows  gaunt, 
And  the  roused  Charles  remembers  in  his  veins 

Old  Ocean's  blood  and  snaps  his  gyves  of  frost, 

That  tyrannous  silence  on  the  shores  is  tost 
In  dreary  wreck,  and  crumbling  desolation  reigns. 

Edgewise  or  flat,  in  Druid-like  device, 
With  leaden  pools  between  or  gullies  bare, 

The  blocks  lie  strewn,  a  bleak  Stonehenge  of  ice ; 
No  life,  no  sound,  to  break  the  grim  despair, 

Save  sullen  plunge,  as  through  the  sedges  stiff 

Down  crackles  riverward  some  thaw-sapped  cliff, 
Or  when  the  close-wedged  fields  of  ice  crunch  here  and  there. 

But  let  me  turn  from  fancy-pictured  scenes 
To  that  whose  pastoral  calm  before  me  lies  : 

Here  nothing  harsh  or  rugged  intervenes  ; 
The  early  evening  with  her  misty  dyes 

Smooths  off  the  ravelled  edges  of  the  nigh, 

Relieves  the  distant  with  her  cooler  sky, 
And  tones  the  landscape  down,  and  soothes  the  wearied  eyr-«. 

There  gleams  my  native  village,  dear  to  me, 
Though  higher  change's  waves  each  day  are  seen, 

Whelming  fields  famed  in  boyhood's  history, 
Sanding  with  houses  the  diminished  green ; 

There,  in  red  brick,  which  softening  time  defies, 

Stand  square  and  stiff  the  Muses'  factories  ; — 
How  with  my  life  knit  up  is  every  well-known  scene  ! 

Flow  on,  dear  river  !  not  alone  you  flow 
To  outward  sight,  and  through  your  marshes  wind  ; 

Fed  from  the  mystic  springs  of  long-ago. 
Your  twin  flows  silent  through  my  world  of  mind  : 

Grow  dim,  dear  marshes,  in  the  evening's  gray ! 

Before  my  inner  sight  ye  stretch  away, 
And  will  for  ever,  though  these  fleshly  eyes  grow  blind. 
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Beyond  that  hillock's  house-bespotted  swell, 
Where  Gothic  chapels  house  the  horse  and  chaise, 

Where  quiet  cits  in  Grecian  temples  dwell, 
Where  Coptic  tombs  resound  with  prayer  and  praise, 

Where  dust  and  mud  the  equal  year  divide, 

•There  gentle  Allston  lived,  and  wrought,  and  died, 
Transfiguring  street  and  shop  with  his  illumined  gaze. 

Virgilium  vidi  tantum — I  have  seen 
But  as  a  boy,  who  looks  alike  on  all, 

That  misty  hair,  that  fine  Undine-like  mien, 
Tremulous  as  down  to  feeling's  faintest  call ; — 

Ah,  dear  old  homestead !  count  it  to  thy  fame 

That  thither  many  times  the  painter  came ; — 
One  elm  yet  bears  his  name,  a  feathery  tree  and  tall. 

Swiftly  the  present  fades  in  memory's  glow — 
Our  only  sure  possession  is  the  past ; 

The  village  blacksmith  died  a  month  ago, 
And  dim  to  me  the  forge's  roaring  blast; 
Soon  fire-new  mediaevals  we  shall  see 
Oust  the  black  smithy  from  its  chestnut  tree, 
And  that  hewn  down,  perhaps,  the  beehive  green  and  vast. 

How  many  times,  prouder  than  king  on  throne, 
Loosed  from  the  village  school-dame's  A's  and  B's, 

Panting  have  I  the  creaky  bellows  blown, 
And  watched  the  pent  volcano's  red  increase, 

Then  paused  to  see  the  ponderous  sledge,  brought  down 

By  that  hard  arm  voluminous  and  brown, 
From  the  white  iron  swarm  its  golden  vanishing  bees. 

Dear  native  town !  whose  choking  elms  each  year 
With  eddying  dust  before  their  time  turn  gray, 

Pining  for  rain — to  me  thy  dust  is  dear ; 
It  glorifies  the  eve  of  summer  day, 

And  when  the  westering  sun  half-sunken  burns, 

The  mote-thick  air  to  deepest  orange  turns, 
The  westward  horseman  rides  through  clouds  of  gold  away, 

So  palpable,  I've  seen  those  unshorn  few, 
The  six  old  willows  at  the  causey's  end 

(Such  trees  Paul  Potter  never  dreamed  nor  drew), 
Through  this  dry  mist  their  checkering  shadows  send, 

Striped,  here  and  there,  with  many  a  long-drawn  thread, 

Where  streamed  through  leafy  chinks  the  trembling  red, 
Past  which,  in  one  bright  trail,  the  hangbird's  flashes  blend. 
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Yes,  dearer  far  thy  dust  than  all  that  e'er, 
Beneath  the  awarded  crown  of  victory, 

Gilded  the  blown  Olympic  charioteer ; 
Though  lightly  prized  the  ribboned  parchments  three, 
Yet  collegisse  juvat,  I  am  glad 
That  here  what  colleging  was  mine  I  had — 
It  linked  another  tie,  dear  native  town,  with  thee ! 

Nearer  art  thou  than  simply  native  earth, 
My  dust  with  thine  concedes  a  deeper  tie ; 

A  closer  claim  thy  soil  may  well  put  forth, 
Something  of  kindred  more  than  sympathy ; 

For  in  thy  bounds  I  reverently  laid  away 

That  blinding  anguish  of  forsaken  clay, 
That  title  I  seemed  to  have  in  earth  and  sea  and  sky, 

That  portion  of  my  life  more  choice  to  me 
(Though  brief,  yet  in  itself  so  round  and  whole) 

Than  all  the  imperfect  residue  can  be ; — 
The  artist  saw  his  statue  of  the  soul 

Was  perfect ;  so,  with  one  regretful  stroke, 
The  earthen  model  into  fragments  broke, 
And  without  her  the  impoverished  seasons  roll. 
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A   FRAGMENT. 

A  LEGEND  that  grew  in  the  forest's  hush 

Slowly  as  tear-drops  gather  and  gush, 

When  a  word  some  poet  chanced  to  say 

Ages  ago,  in  his  careless  way, 

Brings  our  youth  back  to  us  out  of  its  shroud 

Clearly  as  under  yon  thunder-cloud 

I  see  that  white  sea-gull.     It  grew  and  grew, 

From  the  pine-trees  gathering  a  sombre  hue, 

Till  it  seems  a  mere  murmur  out  of  the  vast 

Norwegian  forests  of  the  past; 

And  it  grew  itself  like  a  true  Northern  pine, 

First  a  little  slender  line, 

Like  a  mermaid's  green  eyelash,  and  then  anon 

A  stem  that  a  tower  might  rest  upon, 

Standing  spear-straight  in  the  waist-deep  moss, 

Its  bony  rogts  clutching  around  and  across, 

As  if  they  would  tear  up  earth's  heart  in  their  grasp 

Ere  the  storm  should  uproot  them  or  make  them  unclasp : 
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Its  cloudy  boughs  singing,  as  suiteth  the  pine, 

To  shrunk  snow-bearded  sea-kings  old  songs  of  the  brine, 

Till  they  straightened  and  let  their  staves  fall  to  the  floor, 

Hearing  waves  moan  again  on  the  perilous  shore 

Of  Vinland,  perhaps,  while  their  prow  groped  its  way 

'Twixt  the  frothy  gnashed  tusks  of  some  ship-crunching  bay. 

So,  pine-like,  the  legend  grew,  strong-limbed  and  tall, 

As  the  OHpsy  child  grows  that  eats  crusts  in  the  hall; 

It  sucked  the  whole  strength  of  the  earth  and  the  sky, 

Spring,  Summer,  Fall,  Winter,  all  brought  it  supply  ; 

'Twas  a  natural  growth,  and  stood  fearlessly  there, 

A  true  part  of  the  landscape  as  sea,  land,  and  air  ; 

For  it  grew  in  good  times,  ere  the  fashion  it  was 

To  force  up  these  wild  births  of  the  woods  under  glass, 

And  so,  if  'tis  told  as  it  should  be  told, 

Though  'twere  sung  under  Venice's  moonlight  of  gold, 

You  would  hear  the  old  voice  of  its  mother,  the  pine, 

Murmur  sealike  and  northern  through  every  line, 

And  the  verses  should  hang,  self-sustained  and  free, 

Round  the  vibrating  stem  of  the  melody, 

Like  the  lithe  sun-steeped  limbs  of  the  parent  tree. 

Yes,  the  pine  is  the  mother  of  legends  ;  what  food 

For  their  grim  roots  is  left  when  the  thousand-yeared  wood — • 

The  dim-aisled  cathedral,  whose  tall  arches  spring 

Light,  sinewy,  graceful,  firm-set  as  the  wing 

From  Michael's  white  shoulder — is  hewn  and  defaced 

By  iconoclast  axes  in  desperate  waste, 

And  its  wrecks  seek  the  ocean  it  prophesied  long, 

Cassandra-like,  crooning  its  mystical  song  ? 

Then  the  legends  go  with  them — even  yet  on  the  sea 

A  wild  virtue  is  left  in  the  touch  of  the  tree, 

And  the  sailor's  night-watches  are  thrilled  to  the  core 

With  the  lineal  offspring  of  Odin  and  Thor. 

Yes,  wherever  the  pine-wood  has  never  let  in, 
Since  the  day  of  creation,  the  light  and  the  din 
Of  manifold  life,  but  has  safely  conveyed 
From  the  midnight  primeval  its  armful  of  shade, 
And  has  kept  the  weird  Past  with  its  sagas  alive 
'Mid  the  hum  and  the  stir  of  To-day's  busy  hive  ; 
There  the  legend  takes  root  in  the  age-gathered  gloom, 
And  its  murmurous  boughs  for  their  tossing  find  room. 

Where  Afbostook,  far-heard,  seems  to  sob  as  he  goes 
Groping  down  to  the  sea  'neath  his  mountainous  snows  ; 
Where  the  lake's  frore  Sahara  of  never-tracked  white, 
When  the  crack  shoots  across  it,  complains  to  the  night 
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With  a  long,  lonely  moan,  that  leagues  northward  is  lost, 
As  the  ice  shrinks  away  from  the  tread  of  the  frost ; 
Where  the  lumberers  sit  by  the  log-fires  which  throw 
Their  own  threatening  shadows  far  round  o'er  the  snow, 
When  the  wolf  howls  aloof,  and  the  wavering  glare 
Flashes  out  from  the  blackness  the  eyes  of  the  bear, 
When  the  wood's  huge  recesses,  half-lighted,  supply 
A  canvas  where  Fancy  her  mad  brush  may  try, 
Blotting  in  giant  Horrors  that  venture  not  down 
Through  the  right-angled  streets  of  the  brisk,  white-washed 

town, 

But  skulk  in  the  depths  of  the  measureless  wood 
'Mid  the  Dark's  creeping  whispers  that  curdle  the  blood. 
When  the  eye,  glanced  in  dread  o'er  the  shoulder,  may  dream, 
Ere  it  shrinks  to  the  camp-fire's  companioning  gleam, 
That  it  saw  the  fierce  ghost  of  the  Red  Man  crouch  back 
To  the  shroud  of  the  tree-trunk's  invincible  black  ; — 
There  the  old  shapes  crowd  thick  round  the  pine-shadowed 

camp, 

Which  shun  the  keen  gleam  of  the  scholarly  lamp, 
And  the  seed  of  the  legend  finds  true  Norland  ground, 
While  the  border-tnle's  told  and  the  canteen  flits  round. 


A  CONTRAST. 

THY  love  thou  sentest  oft  to  me. 
And  still  as  oft  I  thrust  it  back ; 

Thy  messengers  I  could  not  see 

In  those  who  every  thing  did  lack — 
The  poor,  the  outcast,  and  the  black. 

Pride  held  his  hand  before  mine  eyes, 

The  world  with  flattery  stuffed  mine  ears  ; 

I  looked  to  see  a  monarch's  guise, 

Nor  dreamed  thy  love  would  knock  for  year:-, 
Poor,  naked,  fettered ,  full  of  tears. 

Yet,  when  I  sent  my  love  to  thee, 
Thou  with  a  smile  didst  take  it  in, 

And  entertain'dst  it  royally, 

Though  grimed  with  earth,  with  hunger  thin, 
And  leprous  with  the  taint  of  sin. 

Now  every  day  thy  love  I  meet, 
As  o'er  the  earth  it  wanders  wide, 

With  weary  step  and  bleeding  feet, 
>Still  knocking  at  the  heart  of  pride 
And  offering  grace,  though  still  denied. 
8 
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Go !  leave  me,  Priest ;  my  soul  would  be 

Alone  with  the  consoler,  Death ; 
Far  sadder  eyes  than  thine  will  see 

This  crumbling  clay  yield  up  its  breath ; 
These  shrivelled  hands  have  deeper  stains 

Than  holy  oil  can  cleanse  away — 
Hands  that  have  plucked  the  world's  coarse  gains 

As  erst  they  plucked  the  flowers  of  May. 

Call,  if  thou  canst,  to  those  gray  eyes 

Some  faith  from  youth's  traditions  wrung ; 
This  fruitless  husk  which  dustward  dries 

Has  been  a  heart  once,  has  been  young ; 
On  this  bowed  head  the  awful  Past 

Once  laid  its  consecrating  hands ; 
The  Future  in  its  purpose  vast 

Paused,  waiting  my  supreme  commands. 

But  look  !  whose  shadows  block  the  door  ? 

Who  are  those  two  that  stand  aloof? 
See  !  on  my  hands  this  freshening  gore 

Writes  o'er  again  its  crimson  proof! 
My  looked-for  death-bed  guests  are  met ; — 

There  my  dead  Youth  doth  wring  its  hands, 
And  there,  with  eyes  that  goad  me  yet, 

The  ghost  of  my  Ideal  stands  ! 

God  bends  from  out  the  deep  and  says — 

'  I  gave  theo  the  great  gift  of  life ; 
Wast  thou  not  called  in  many  ways  ? 

Are  not  my  earth  and  heaven  at  strife  ? 
I  gave  thee  of  my  seed  to  sow, 

Bringest  thou  me  my  hundred-fold  ?' 
Can  I  look  up  with  face  aglow, 

And  answer,  '  Father,  here  is  gold  ? ' 

I  have  been  innocent ;  God  knows 

When  first  this  wasted  life  began, 
Not  grape  with  grape  more  kindly  grows 

Than  I  with  every  brother-man : 
Now  here  I  gasp ;  what  lose  my  kind, 

When  this  fast-ebbing  breath  shall  part  ? 
What  bands  of  love  and  service  bind 

This  being  to  the  world's  pad  heart  ? 


EXTREME    UNCTIOX.  115 

Christ  still  was  wandering  o'er  the  earth, 

Without  a  place  to  lay  his  head  ; 
He  found  free  welcome  at  my  hearth, 

He  shared  my  cup  and  broke  my  bread : 
Now,  when  I  hear  those  steps  sublime, 

That  bring  the  other  world  to  this, 
My  snake-turned  nature,  sunk  in  slime, 

Starts  sideway  with  defiant  hiss. 

.Upon  the  hour  when  I  was  born, 

G-od  said,  'Another  man  shall  be,' 
And  the  great  Maker  did  not  scorn 

Out  of  himself  to  fashion  me  ; 
He  sunned  me  with  his  ripening  looks, 

And  Heaven's  rich  instincts  in  me  grew, 
As^effortless  as  woodland  nooks 

Send  violets  up  and  paint  them  blue. 

Yes,  I  who  now,  with  angry  tears, 

Arn  exiled  back  to  brutish  clod, 
Have  borne  unquenched  for  fourscore  years 

A  spark  of  the  eternal  God  ; 
And  to  what  end  ?     How  yield  I  back 

The  trust  for  such  high  uses  given  ? 
Heaven's  light  hath  but  revealed  a  track 

Whereby  to  crawl  away  from  Heaven. 
Men  think  it  is  an  awful  sight 

To  see  a  soul  just  set  adrift 
On  that  drear  voyage  from  whose  night 

The  ominous  shadows  never  lift  • 
But  'tis  more  awful  to  behold 

^A  helpless  infant  newly  born, 
AVhose  little  hands  unconscious  hold 

The  keys  of  darkness  and  of  morn. 
Mine  held  them  once  ;  I  flung  away 

Those  keys  that  might  have  open  set 
Ihe  golden  sluices  of  the  day, 

But  clutch  the  keys  of  darkness  yet  ;— 
I  hear  the  reapers  singing  go 

Into  God's  harvest ;  I,  that  might 
\vith  them  have  chosen,  here  below 

Grope  shuddering  at  the  gates  of  night. 

0  glorious  Youth,  that  once  wast  mine  ' 

O  high  Ideal !  all  in  vain 
Ye  enter  at  this  ruined  shrine 

Whence  worship  ne'er  shall  rise  again  • 
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The  bat  and  owl  inhabit  here, 

The  snake  nests  in  the  altar  stonr, 

The  sacred  vessels  moulder  near. 
The  image  of  the  God  is  gone. 


THE  OAK. 

WHAT  gnarled  stretch,  what  depth  of  shade,  is  his ! 

There  needs  no  crown  to  mark  the  forest's  king ; 
How  in  his  leaves  outshines  full  summer's  bliss ! 

Sun,  storm,  rain,  dew,  to  him  their  tribute  bring, 
AY'hich  lie  with  such  benignant  royalty 

Accepts,  as  overpay eth  what  is  lent ; 
All  nature  seems  his  vassal  proud  to  be. 

And  cunning  only  for  his  ornament. 

How  towers  he,  too,  amid  the  billowed  snows. 

An  unquelled  exile  from  the  summer's  throne. 
Whose  plain,  uncincturecl  front  more  kingly  shows, 

Now  that  the  obscuring  courtier  leaves  are  flown. 
His  boughs  make  music  of  the  winter  air, 

Jewelled  with  sleet,  like  some  cathedral  front 
Where  clinging  snow-flakes  with  quaint  art  repair, 

The  dints  and  furrows  of  time's  envious  brunt. 

How  doth  his  patient  strength  the  rude  March  wind 

Persuade  to  seem  glad  breaths  of  summer  breeze, 
And  win  the  soil  that  fain  would  be  iinkind, 

To  swell  his  revenues  with  proud  increase ! 
He  is  the  gem  ;  and  all  the  landscape  wide 

(So  doth  his  grandeur  isolate  the  sense) 
Seems  but  the  setting,  worthless  all  beside, 

An  empty  socket,  were  he  fallen  thence. 

So,  from  oft  converse  with  life's  wintry  gales, 

Should  man  learn  how  to  clasp  with  tougher  roots 
The  inspiring  earth  ; — how  otherwise  avails 

The  leaf-creating  sap  that  sunward  shoots  ? 
So  every  year  that  falls  with  noiseless  flake 

Should  fill  old  scars  up  on  the  stormward  side,- 
And  make  hoar  age  revered  for  age's  sake, 

Not  for  traditions  of  youth's  leafy  pride. 

So,  from  the  pinched  soil  of  a  churlish  fate, 
True  hearts  compel  the  sap  of  sturdier  growth, 

So  between  earth  and  heaven  stand  simply  great. 
That,  these  shall  seem  but  their  attendants  botli  : 
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For  nature's  forces  with  obedient  zeal 
Wait  on  the  rooted  faith  and  oaken  will ; 

As  quickly  the  pretender's  cheat  they  feel, 

And  turn  mad  Pucks  to  flout  and  mock  him  still. 

Lord !  all  thy  works  are  lessons — each  contains 

Some  emblem  of  man's  all-containing  soul ; 
Shall  he  make  fruitless  all  thy  glorious  pains, 

Delving  within  thy  grace  an  eyeless  mole  ? 
Make  me  the  least  of  thy  Dodona-grove, 

Cause  me  some  message  of  thy  truth  to  bring, 
Speak  but  a  word  through  me.  nor  let  thy  low 

Among  my  boughs  disdain  to  perch  and  sing. 

AMBROSE. 

NEVER,  surely,  was  holier  man 

Than  Ambrose,  since  the  world  began  ; 

With  diet  spare  and  raiment  thin. 

He  shielded  himself  from  the  father  of  s'.n  ; 

With  bed  of  iron  and  scourgings  oft, 

His  heart  to  God's  hand  as  wax  made  soft. 

Through  earnest  prayer  and  watchings  long 
He  sought  to  know  'twixt  right  and  wrong, 
Much  wrestling  with  the  blessed  Word 
To  make  it  yield  the  sense  of  the  Lord, 
That  he  might  build  a  storm-proof  creed 
To  fold  the  flock  in  at  their  need. 

At  last  he  builded  a  perfect  faith, 

Fenced  round  about  with  The  Lord  flu  •  -v.Y// ; 

To  himself  he  fitted  the  doorway's  size 

Meted  the  light  to  the  need  of  his  eye.-, 

And  knew,  by  a  sure  and  inward  sign. 

That  the  work  of  his  fingers  was  divine. 

Then  Ambrose  said,  '  All  those  shall  die 
The  eternal  death  who  believe  not  as  I ;  ' 
And  some  were  boiled,  some  burned  in  fire, 
Some  sawn  in  twain,  that  his  heart's  desire, 
For  the  good  of  men's  souls,  might  be  satisfied, 
By  the  drawing  of  all  to  the  righteous  side. 

One  day,  as  Ambrose  was  seeking  the  truth 

In  his  lonely  walk,  he  saw  a  youth 

Resting  himself  in  the  shade  of  a  tree  ; 

It  had  never  been  given  him  to  see 

So  shining  a  face,  and  the  good  man  thoug  >r 

'Twere  pity  he  should  not  believe  as  he  ouiih'. 
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So  he  set  himself  by  the  young  man's  side, 
And  the  state  of  his  soul  with  questions  tried  ; 
But  the  heart  of  the  stranger  was  hardened  indeed, 
Nor  received  the  stamp  of  the  one  true  creed, 
And  the  spirit  of  Ambrose  waxed  sore  to  find 
Such  face  the  porch  of  so  narrow  a  mind. 

'  As  each  beholds  in  cloud  and  fire 
The  shape  that  answers  his  own  desire, 
So  each,'  said  the  youth,  '  in  the  Law  shall  find 
The  figure  and  features  of  his  mind ; 
And  to  each  in  His  mercy  hath  God  allowed 
His  several  pillar  of  fire  and  cloud.' 

The  soul  of  Ambrose  burned  with  zeal 
And  holy  wrath  for  the  young  man's  weal : 
'  Believest  thou  then,  most  wretched  youth,' 
Cried  he,  '  a  dividual  essence  in  Truth? 
I  fear  me  thy  heart  is  too  cramped  with  sin 
To  take  the  Lord  in  His  glory  in.' 

Now  there  bubbled  beside  them  where  they  stood, 

A  fountain  of  waters  sweet  and  good  ; 

The  youth  to  the  streamlet's  brink  drew  near 

Saying,  '  Ambrose,  thou  maker  of  creeds,  look  here  ! ' 

Six  vases  of  crystal  then  he  took, 

And  set  them  along  the  edge  of  the  brook. 

'  As  into  these  vessels  the  water  I  pour, 
There  shall  one  hold  less,  another  more, 
And  the  water  unchanged,  in  every  case, 
Shall  put  on  the  figure  of  the  vase  ; 
0  thou,  who  wouldst  unity  make  through  strife, 
Canst  thou  fit  this  sign  to  the  Water  of  Life  ? 

When  Ambrose  looked  up,  he  stood  alone, 

The  youth  and  the  stream  and  the  vases  were  gone  ; 

But  he  knew,  by  a  sense  of  humbled  grace, 

He  had  talked  with  an  angel  face  to  face, 

And  felt  his  heart  change  inwardly, 

As  he  fell  on  his  knees  beneath  the  tree. 


ABOVE  AND  BELOW. 

i 
0  DWELLERS  in  the  valley-land, 

Who  in  deep  twilight  grope  and  cower, 
Till  the  slow  mountain's  dial-hand 

Shortens  to  noon's  triumphal  hour, — 
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While  ye  sit  idle,  do  ye  think 

The  Lord's  great  work  sits  idle  too  ? 
That  light  dare  not  o'erleap  the  brink 

Of  morn,  because  'tis  dark  with  you  ? 

Though  yet  your  valleys  skulk  in  night, 

In  God's  ripe  fields  the  day  is  cried, 
And  reapers  with  their  sickles  bright, 

Troop,  singing,  down  the  mountain  side  : 
Come  up,  and  feel  what  health  there  is 

In  the  frank  Dawn's  delighted  eyes, 
As,  bending  with  a  pitying  kiss, 

The  night-shed  tears  of  Earth  she  dries  ! 

The  Lord  wants  reapers :  0,  mount  up, 

Before  night  comes,  and  says, — '  Too  late ! ' 
Stay  not  for  taking  scrip  or  cup, 

The  Master  hungers  while  ye  wait : 
'Tis  from  these  heights  alone  your  eyes 

The  advancing  spears  of  day  can  see, 
Which  o'er  the  eastern  hill-tops  rise, 

To  break  your  long  captivity. 

ii 
Lone  watcher  on  the  mountain-height ! 

It  is  right  precious  to  behold 
The  first  long  surf  of  climbing  light 

Flood  all  the  thirsty  east  with  gold  ; 
But  we,  who  in  the  shadow  sit, 

Know  also  when  the  day  is  nigh, 
Seeing  thy  shining  forehead  lit 

With  his  inspiring  prophecy. 

Thou  hast  thine  office;  we  have  ours; 

God  lacks  not  early  service  here, 
But  what  are  thine  eleventh  hours 

He  counts  with  us  for  morning  cheer ; 
Our  day,  for  Him,  is  long  enough, 

And  when  he  giveth  work  to  do, 
The  bruised  reed  is  amply  tough 

To  pierce  the  shield  of  error  through. 

But  not  the  less  do  thou  aspire 

Light's  earlier  messages  to  preach ; 
Keep  back  no  syllable  of  fire, — 

Plunge  deep  the  rowels  of  thy  speech. 
Yet  God  deems  not  thine  aeried  sight 

More  worthy  than  our  twilight  dim, — 
For  meek  obedience,  too,  is  Light, 

And  following  that  is  finding  Him. 


120  THI:  CAPTIVE. 


THE  CAPTIVE. 

IT  was  past  the  hour  of  trysting, 
But  she  lingered  for  him  still ; 

Like  a  child,  the  eager  streamlet 
Leaped  and  laughed  adown  the  hill, 

Happy  to  be  free  at  twilight 
From  its  toiling  at  the  mill. 

Then  the  great  moon  on  a  sadden 

Ominous,  and  red  as  blood, 
Startling  as  a  new  creation, 

O'er  the  eastern  hill-top  stood, 
Casting  deep  and  deeper  shadows 

Through  the  mystery  of  the  wood. 
Dread  closed  huge  and  vague  about  her, 

And  her  thoughts  turned  fearfully 
To  her  heart,  if  there  some  shelter 

From  the  silence  there  might  be, 
Like  bare  cedars  leaning  inland 

From  the  blighting  of  the  sea. 

Yet  he  came  not,  and  the  stillness 

Dampened  round  her  like  a  tomb  ; 
She  could  feel  cold  eyes  of  spirits 

Looking  on  her  through  the  gloom, 
She  could  hear  the  groping  footsteps 

Of  some  blind,  gigantic  doom. 
Suddenly  the  silence  wavered 

Like  a  light  mist  in  the  wind, 
For  a  voice  broke  gently  through  it, 

Felt  like  sunshine  by  the  blind, 
And  the  dread,  like  mist  in  sunshine, 

Furled  serenely  from  her  mind. 
'  Once  my  love,  my  love  for  ever, — 

Flesh  or  spirit  still  the  same  ; 
If  I  missed  the  hour  of  trysting, 

Do  not  think  my  faith  to  blame, 
I,  alas !  was  made  a  captive, 

As  from  Holy  Land  I  came. 
'  On  a  green  spot  in  the  desert, 

G-leaming  like  an  emerald  star, 
Where  a  palm-tree,  in  lone  silence, 

Yearning  for  its  mate  afar, 
Droops  above  a  silver  runnel, 

Slender  as  a  scimitar, — 
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There  thou'lt  find  the  humble  postern 

To  the  castle  of  my  foe  ; 
If  thy  love  burn  clear  and  faithful. 

Strike  the  gateway,  green  and  low, 
Ask  to  enter,  and  the  warder 

Surely  will  not  say  thee  no.' 
Slept  again  the  aspen  silence, 

But  her  loneliness  was  o'er  ; 
Eound  her  heart  a  motherly  patience 

Wrapt  its  arms  for  evermore  ; 
From  her  soul  ebbed  back  the  sorrow, 

Leaving  smooth  the  golden  shore. 
Donned  she  now  the  pilgrim  scallop, 

Took  the  pilgrim  staff  in  hand  ; 
Like  a  cloud-shade,  flitting  eastward, 

Wandered  she  o'er  sea  and  land  : 
And  her  footsteps  in  the  desert 

Fell  like  cool  rain  on  the  sand. 

Soon,  beneath  the  palm-tree's  shadow, 
Knelt  she  at  the  postern  low ; 

And  thereat  she  knocketh  gently, 
Fearing  much  the  warder's  no  ; 

All  her  heart  stood  still  and  listened, 
As  the  door  swung  backward  slow. 

There  she  saw  no  surly  warder 
With  an  eye  like  bolt  and  bar ; 

Through  her  soul  a  sense  of  music 
Throbbed, — and,  like  a  guardian  Lar, 

On  the  threshold  stood  an  angel, 
Bright  and  silent  as  a  star. 

Fairest  seemed  he  of  God's  seraphs, 

And  her  spirit,  lily-wise, 
Blossomed  when  he  turned  upon  her 

The  deep  welcome  of  his  eyes, 
Sending  upward  to  that  sunlight 

All  its  dew  for  sacrifice. 
Then  she  heard  a  voice  come  onward 

Singing  with  a  rapture  new, 
As  Eve  heard  the  songs  in  Eden, 

Dropping  earthward  with  the  dew  ; 
Well  she  knew  the  happy  singer. 

Well  the  happy  song  she  knew. 
Forward  leaped  she  o'er  the  threshold, 

Eager  as  a  glancing  surf; 
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Fell  from  her  the  spirit's  languor, 
Fell  from  her  the  body's  scurf ; — 

'Neath  the  palm  next  day  some  Arabs 
Found  a  corpse  upon  the  turf. 


THE  BIRCH-TREE. 

KIPPUNO  through  thy  branches  goes  the  sunshine, 
Among  thy  leaves  that  palpitate  for  ever ; 
Ovid  in  thee  a  pining  Nymph  had  prisoned, 
The  soul  once  of  some  tremulous  inland  river, 
Quivering  to  tell  her  woe,  but,  ah!  dumb,  dumb  for  ever  ! 

While  all  the  forest,  witched  with  slumberous  moonshine, 

Holds  up  its  leaves  in  happy,  happy  silence, 

Waiting  the  dew,  with  breath  and  pulse  suspended — 

I  hear  afar  thy  whispering,  gleamy  islands, 

And  track  thee  wakeful  still  amid  the  wide  hung  silence. 

Upon  the  brink  of  some  wood-nestled  lakelet, 

Thy  foliage,  like  the  tresses  of  a  Dryad, 

Dripping  about  thy  slim  white  stem,  whose  shadow 

Slopes  quivering  down  the  water's  dusky  quiet, 

Thou  shrink'st  as  on  her  bath's  edge  would  some  startled  Dryad. 

Thou  art  the  go-between  of  rustic  lovers  ; 
Thy  white  bark  has  their  secrets  in  its  keeping ; 
Keuben  writes  here  the  happy  name  of  Patience, 
And  thy  lithe  boughs  hang  murmuring  and  weeping 
Above  her,  as  she  steals  the  mystery  from  thy  keeping. 

Thou  art  to  me  like  my  beloved  maiden, 

So  frankly  coy,  so  full  of  trembly  confidences  ; 

Thy  shadow  scarce  seems  shade,  thy  pattering  leaflets 

Sprinkle  their  gathered  sunshine  o'er  my  senses, 

And  Nature  gives  me  all  her  summer  confidences. 

Whether  my  heart  with  hope  or  sorrow  tremble, 
Thou  sympathizest  still ;  wild  and  unquiet, 
I  fling  me  down  ;  thy  ripple,  like  a  river, 
Flows  valleyward,  where  calmness  is,  and  by  it 
My  heart  is  floated  down  into  the  land  of  quiet. 


AN  INTERVIEW  WITH  MILES  STANDISH. 

I  SAT  one  evening  in  my  room, 

In  that  sweet  hour  of  twilight 
When  blended  thoughts,  half  light,  half  gloom, 

Throng  through  the  spirit's  skylight ; 
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The  flames  by  fits  curled  round  the  bars, 

Or  up  the  chimney  crinkled. 
While  embers  dropped  like  falling  stars, 

And  in  the  ashes  tinkled. 

I  sat  and  mused ;  the  fire  burned  low, 

And,  o'er  my  senses  stealing, 
Crept  something  of  the  ruddy  glow 

That  bloomed  on  wall  and  ceiling ; 
My  pictures  (they  are  very  few — 

The  heads  of  ancient  wise  men) 
Smoothed  down  their  knotted  fronts,  and  grew 

As  rosy  as  excisemen. 

My  antique  high-backed  Spanish  chair 

Felt  thrills  through  wood  and  leather, 
That  had  been  strangers  since  whilere, 

'Mid  Andalusian  heather, 
The  oak  that  made  its  sturdy  frame 

His  happy  arm  stretched  over 
The  ox  whose  fortunate  hide  became 

The  bottom's  polished  cover. 

It  came  out  in  that  famous  bark 

That  brought  our  sires  intrepid, 
Capacious  as  another  ark 

For  furniture  decrepit; — 
For,  as  that  saved  of  bird  and  beast 

A  pair  for  propagation, 
So  has  the  seed  of  these  increased 

And  furnished  half  the  nation. 

Kings  sit,  they  say,  in  slippery  seats  ; 

But  those  slant  precipices 
Of  ice  the  northern  voyager  meets 

Less  slippery  are  than  this  is  ; 
To  cling  therein  would  pass  the  wit 

Of  royal  man  or  woman. 
And  whatsoe'er  can  stay  in  it 

Is  more  or  less  than  human. 

I  offer  to  all  bores  this  perch, 

Dear  well-intentioned  people, 
With  heads  as  void  as  week-day  church, 

Tongues  longer  than  the  steeple  ; 
To  folks  with  missions,  whose  gaunt  eyes 

See  golden  ages  rising  ; — 
Salt  of  the  earth  !  in  what  queer  G-uys 

Thou'rt  fond  of  crystallizing ! 
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My  wonder,  then,  was  not  unmixed 

With  merciful  suggestion, 
When,  as  my  roving  eyes  grew  fixed 

Upon  the  chair  in  question, 
I  saw  its  trembling  arms  inclose 

A  figure  grim  and  rusty, 
Whose  doublet  plain  and  plainer  hose 

Were  something  worn  and  dusty. 

Now  even  such  men  as  Nature  forms 

Merely  to  fill  the  street  with, 
Once  turned  to  ghosts  by  hungry  worms, 

Are  serious  things  to  meet  with ; 
Your  penitent  spirits  are  no  jokes, 

And,  though  I'm  not  averse  to 
A  quiet  shade,  even  they  are  folks 

One  cares  not  to  speak  first  to. 

Who  knows,  thought  I,  but  he  has  come. 

By  Charon  kindly  ferried, 
To  tell  me  of  a  mighty  sum 

Behind  my  wainscot  buried  ? 
There  is  a  buccaneerish  air 

About  that  garb  outlandish 

Just  then  the  ghost  drew  up  his  chair 

And  said,  '  My  name  is  Standish. 

'  I  come  from  Plymouth,  deadly  bored 

With  toasts,  and  songs,  and  speeches, 
As  long  and  flat  as  my  old  sword, 

As  threadbare  as  my  breeches  : 
They  understand  us  Pilgrims !  they, 

Smooth  men  with  rosy  faces, 
Strength's  knots  and  gnarls  all  pared  away, 

And  varnish  in  their  places  ! 

We  had  some  toughness  in  our  grain 

The  eye  to  rightly  see  us  is 
Not  just  the  one  that  lights  the  brain 

Of  drawing-room  Tyrtseuses  : 
They  talk  about  their  Pilgrim  blood, 

Their  birthright  high  and  holy  ! — 
A  mountain  stream  that  ends  in  mud 

Methinks  is  melancholy. 

'  He  had  stiff  knees,  the  Puritan, 

That  were  not  good  at  bending  ; 
The  homespun  dignity  of  man 
He  thought  was  worth  defending ; 
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He  did  not,  with  his  pinchbeck  ore, 

His  country's  shame  forgotten, 
Gild  Freedom's  coffin  o'er  and  o'er. 

When  all  within  was  rotten. 

These  loud  ancestral  boasts  of  yours, 

How  can  they  else  than  vex  us? 
Where  were  your  dinner  orators 

When  slavery  grasped  at  Texas  ? 
Dumb  on  his  knees  was  every  one 

That  now  is  bold  as  Caesar, — 
Mere  pegs  to  hang  an  office  on 

Such  stalwart  men  as  these  ;uv.' 

Good  Sir,'  I  said,  '  you  seem  much  stirred  : 

The  sacred  compromises — 
Now  God  confound  the  dastard  word  ! 

My  gall  thereat  arises  : 
Northward  it  hath  this  sense  alone. 

That  you,  your  conscience  blinding, 
Shall  bow  your  fool's  nose  to  the  stone, 

When  slavery  feels  like  grinding. 

'Tis  shame  to  see  such  painted  sticks 

In  Vane's  and  Winthrop's  places, 
To  see  your  spirit  of  Seventy-six 

Drag  humbly  in  the  traces, 
With  slavery's  lash  upon  her  back. 

And  herds  of  office-holders 
To  shout  applause,  as,  with  a  crack, 

It  peels  her  patient  shoulders. 

1  We  forefathers  to  such  a  rout ! — 

No,  by  my  faith  in  God's  word  ! ' 
Half  rose  the  ghost,  and  half  drew  out 

The  ghost  of  his  old  broadsword, 
Then  thrust  it  slowly  back  again, 
And  said,  with  reverent  gesture, 
'  No,  Freedom,  no !  blood  should  not  stain 
The  hem  of  thy  white  vesture. 

'  I  feel  the  soul  in  me  draw  near 

The  mount  of  prophesying  ; 
In  this  bleak  wilderness  I  hear 

A  John  the  Baptist  crying  ; 
Far  in  the  east  I  see  upleap 

The  streaks  of  first  forewarning, 
And  they  who  sowed  the  light  shall  reap 

The  golden  sheaves  of  morning. 
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'  Child  of  our  travail  and  our  woe, 

Light  in  our  day  of  sorrow, 
Through  my  rapt  spirit  I  foreknow 

The  glory  of  thy  morrow  ; 
I  hear  great  steps,  that  through  the  shade 

Draw  nigher  still  and  nigher, 
And  voices  call  like  that  which  bade 

The  prophet  come  up  higher.' 

I  looked,  no  form  mine  eyes  could  find, 

I  heard  the  red  cock  crowing, 
And  through  my  window-chinks  the  wind 

A  dismal  tune  was  blowing  ; 
Thought  I,  My  neighbour  Buckingham 

Hath  somewhat  in  him  gritty, 
Some  Pilgrim-stuff  that  hates  all  sham, 

And  he  will  print  my  ditty. 


ON  THE  CAPTURE  OF  CERTAIN  FUGITIVE 
SLAVES  NEAR  WASHINGTON. 

LOOK  on  who  will  in  apathy,  and  stifle  they  who  can, 

The  sympathies,  the  hopes,  the  words,  that  make  man  truly  man ; 

Let  those  whose  hearts  are  dungeoned  up  with  interest  or  with 

ease 
Consent  to  hear  with  quiet  pulse  of  loathsome  deeds  like  these ! 

I  first  drew  in  New  England's  air,  and  from  her  hardy  breast 
Sucked  in  the  tyrant-hating  milk  that  will  not  let  me  rest ; 
And  if  my  words  seem  treason  to  the  dullard  and  the  tame, 
'Tis  but  my  Bay-State  dialect, — our  fathers  spake  the  same  ! 

Shame  on  the  costly  mockery  of  piling  stone  on  stone 
To  those  who  won  our  liberty,  the  heroes  dead  and  gone, 
While  we  look  coldly  on,  and  see  law-shielded  ruffians  slay 
The  men  who  fain  would  win  their  own,  the  heroes  of  to-day ! 

Are  we  pledged  to  craven  silence  ?     O  fling  it  to  the  wind, 
The  parchment  wall  that  bars  us  from  the  leastof  humankind — 
That  makes  us  cringe  and  temporize,  and  dumbly  stand  at  rest, 
While  Pity's  burning  flood  of  words  is  red-hot  in  the  breast ! 

Though  we  break  our  father's  promise,  we  have  nobler  duties 

first ; 

The  traitor  to  Humanity  is  the  traitor  most  accursed  ; 
Man  is  more  than  Constitutions  ;  better  rot  beneath  the  sod, 
Than  be  true  to  Church  and  State  while  we  are  doubly  false 

to  God ! 
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We  owe  allegiance  to  the  State  ;  but  deeper,  truer,  more, 
To  the  sympathies  that  God  hath  set  within  our  spirit's  core ; — 
Our  country  claims  our  fealty;  we  grant  it  so,  but  then 
Before  Man  made  us  citizens,  great  Natiire  made  us  men. 

He's  true  to  God  who's  true  to  man ;  wherever  wrong  is  done, 
To  the  humblest  and  the  weakest,  'neath  the  all-beholding  sun, 
That  wrong  is  also  done  to  us  ;  and  they  are  slaves  most  base, 
Whose  love  of  right  is  for  themselves,  and  not  for  all  their  race. 

God  works  for  all.     Ye  cannot  hem  the  hope  of  being  free 
With  parallels  of  latitude,  with  mountain-range  or  sea. 
Put  golden  padlocks  on  Truth's  lips,  be  callous  as  ye  will, 
From  soul  to  soul  o'er  all  the  world,  leaps  one  electric  thrill. 

Chain  down  your  slaves  with  ignorance,  ye  cannot  keep  apart, 
With  all  your  craft  of  tyranny,  the  human  heart  from  heart : 
When  first  the  Pilgrims  landed  on  the  Bay-State's  iron  shore, 
The  word  went  forth  that  slavery  should  one  day  be  no  more. 

Out  from  the  land  of  bondage  'tis  decreed  our  slaves  shall  go, 

And  signs  to  us  are  offered,  as  erst  to  Pharaoh ; 

If  we  are  blind,  their  exodus,  like  Israel's  of  yore, 

Through  a  Red  Sea  is  doomed  to  be,  whose  surges  are  of  gore. 

'Tis  ours  to  save  our  brethren,  with  peace  and  love  to  win 

Their  darkened  hearts  from  error,  ere  they  harden  it  to  sin  ; 

But  if  before  his  duty  man  with  listless  spirit  stands, 

Ere  long  the  Great  Avenger  takes  the  work  from  out'  his  hands. 

TO  THE  DANDELION. 

DEAR  common  flower,  that  grow'st  beside  the  way, 
Fringing  the  dusty  road  with  harmless  gold, 

First  pledge  of  blithesome  May, 
Which  children  pluck,  and,  full  of  pride,  uphold, 

High-hearted  buccaneers,  o'erjoyed  that  they 
An  Eldorado  in  the  grass  have  found, 

Which  not  the  rich  earth's  ample  round 
May  match  in  wealth — thou  art  more  dear  to  me 
Than  all  the  prouder  summer-blooms  may  be. 
Gold  such  as  thine  ne'er  drew  the  Spanish  prow 
Through  the  primeval  hush  of  Indian  seas, 

Nor  wrinkled  the  lean  brow 
Of  age,  to  rob  the  lover's  heart  of  ease ; 

'Tis  the  spring's  largess,  which  she  scatters  now 
To  rich  and  poor  alike,  with  lavish  hand, 

Though  most  hearts  never  understand 
To  take  it  at  God's  value,  but  pass  by 
The  offered  wealth  with  unrewarded  eye. 
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Thou  art  my  tropics  and  mine  Italy : 
To  look  at  thee  unlocks  a  warmer  clime  ; 

The  eyes  thou  givest  me 
Are  in  the  heart,  and  heed  not  space  or  time  : 

Not  in  mid  June  the  golden-cuirassed  bee 
Feels  a  more  summer-like  warm  ravishment 

In  the  white  lily's  breezy  tent, 
His  fragrant  Sybaris,  than  I,  when  first 
From  the  dark  green  thy  yellow  circles  burst. 

Then  think  1  of  deep  shadows  on  the  grass  — 
Of  meadows  where  in  sun  the  cattle  graze, 

Where,  as  the  breezes  pass, 
The  gleaming  rushes  lean  a  thousand  ways— 

Of  leaves  that  slumber  in  a  cloudy  mass. 
Or  whiten  in  the  wind — of  waters  blue 

That  from  the  distance  sparkle  through 
Some  woodland  gap — and  of  a  sky  above, 
Where  one  white  cloud  like  a  stray  lamb  doth  move. 

My  childhood's  earliest  thoughts  are  linked  with  thee ; 
The  sight  of  thee  calls  back  the  robin's  song, 

Who,  from  the  dark  old  tree 
Beside  the  door,  sang  clearly  all  day  long, 

And  I,  secure  in  childish  piety, 
Listened  as  if  I  heard  an  angel  sing 

With  news  from  heaven,  which  he  could  bring 
Fresh  every  day  to  my  untainted  ears, 
When  birds  and  flowers  and  I  were  happy  peers. 

How  like  a  prodigal  doth  Nature  seem, 
When  thou,  for  all  thy  gold,  so  common  art ! 

Thou  teachest  me  to  deem 
More  sacredly  of  every  human  heart, 

Since  each  reflects  in  joy  its  scanty  gleam 
Of  heaven,  and  could  some  wondrous  secret  show, 

Did  we  but  pay  the  love  we  owe, 
And  with  a  child's  undoubting  wisdom  look 
On  all  these  living  pages  of  God's  book. 


THE  GHOST-SEER. 

YE  who,  passing  graves  by  night, 
Glance  not  to  the  left  nor  right, 
Lest  a  spirit  should  arise, 
Cold  and  white,  to  freeze  your  eyes, 
Some  weak  phantom,  which  your  doubt 
Shapes  upon  the  dai-k  without 
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From  the  dark  within,  a  guess 
At  the  spirit's  deathlessness, 
Which  ye  entertain  with  fear 
In  your  self-built  dungeon  here. 
Where  ye  sell  your  God-given  lives 
Just  for  gold  to  buy  your  gyves,— 
Ye  without  a  shudder  meet 
In  the  city's  noonday  street, 
Spirits  sadder  and  more  dread 
Than  from  out  the  clay  have  fled, 
Buried,  beyond  hope  of  light, 
In  the  body's  haunted  night ! 
See  ye  not  that  woman  pale  ? 
There  are  bloodhounds  on  her  trail: 
Bloodhounds  two,  all  gaunt  and  lean, — 
For  the  soul  their  scent  is  keen, — 
Want  and  Sin,  and  Sin  is  last, — 
They  have  followed  far  and  fast ; 
Want  gave  tongue,  and,  at  her  howl, 
Sin  awakened  with  a  growl. 
Ah,  poor  girl !  she  had  a  right 
To  a  blessing  from  the  light, 
Title-deeds  to  sky  and  earth 
God  gave  to  her  at  her  birth, 
But,  before  they  were  enjoyed, 
Poverty  had  made  them  void, 
And  had  drunk  the  sunshine  up 
From  all  nature's  ample  cup, 
Leaving  her  a  first-born's  share 
In  the  dregs  of  darkness  there. 
Often,  on  the  sidewalk  bleak, 
Hungry,  all  alone,  and  weak, 
She  has  seen,  in  night  and  storm, 
Rooms  o'erflow  with  firelight  warm, 
Which,  outside  the  window-glass, 
Doubled  all  the  cold,  alas ! 
Till  each  ray  that  on  her  fell 
Stabbed  her  like  an  icicle, 
And  she  almost  loved  the  wail 
Of  the  bloodhounds  on  her  trail. 
Till  the  floor  becomes  her  bier, 
She  shall  feel  their  pantings  near, 
Close  upon  her  very  heels, 
Spite  of  all  the  din  of  wheels  ; 
Shivering  on  her  pallet  poor, 
She  shall  hear  them  at  the.  door 
Whine  and  scratch  to  be  let  in, 
Sister  bloodhounds,  Want  and  Sin  ! 
9 
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Hark  !  that  rustle  of  a  dress, 

Stiff  with  lavish  costliness  ! 

Here  comes  one  whose  cheek  would  flush 

But  to  have  her  garment  brush 

'Gainst  the  girl  whose  fingers  thin 

Wove  the  weary  broidery  in, 

Bending  backward  from  her  toil, 

Lest  her  tears  the  silk  might  soil, 

And,  in  midnight's  chill  and  murk, 

Stitched  her  life  into  the  work, 

Shaping  from  her  bitter  thought 

Heart' s-ease  and  forget-me-not, 

Satirizing  her  despair 

With  the  emblems  woven  there. 

Little  doth  the  wearer  heed 

Of  the  heart-break  in  the  brede ; 

A  hyena  by  her  side 

Skulks,  down-looking, — it  is  Pride. 

He  digs  for  her  in  the  earth, 

Where  lie  all  her  claims  of  birth, 

With  his  foul  paws  rooting  o'er 

Some  long-buried  ancestor, 

Who,  perhaps,  a  statue  won  ' 

By  the  ill  deeds  he  had  done, 

By  the  innocent  blood  he  shed, 

By  the  desolation  spread 

Over  happy  villages, 

Blotting  out  the  smile  of  peace. 

There  walks  Judas,  he  who  sold 
Yesterday  his  Lord  for  gold, 
Sold  God's  presence  in  his  heart 
For  a  proud  step  in  the  mart ; 
He  hath  dealt  in  flesh  and  blood, — 
At  the  bank  his  name  is  good, 
At  the  bank,  and  only  there, 
"Tis  a  marketable  ware. 
In  his  eyes  that  stealthy  gleam 
Was  not  learned  of  sky  or  stream, 
But  it  has  the  cold,  hard  glint 
Of  new  dollars  from  the  mint. 
Open  now  your  spirit's  eyes, 
Look  through  that  poor  clay  disguise 
Which  has  thickened,  day  by  day, 
Till  it  keeps  all  light  at  bay, 
And  his  soul  in  pitchy  gloom 
Gropes  about  its  narrow  tomb. 
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From  whose  dank  and  slimy  walls 
Drop  by  drop  the  horror  falls. 
Look  !  a  serpent  lank  and  cold 
Hugs  his  spirit  fold  on  fold  ; 
From  his  heart,  all  day  and  night, 
It  doth  suck  God's  blessed  light. 
Drink  it  will,  and  drink  it  must, 
Till  the  cup  holds  nought  but  dust ; 
All  day  long  he  hears  it  hiss, 
Writhing  in  its  fiendish  bliss  ;  ' 
All  night  long  he  sees  its  eyes 
Flicker  with  foul  ecstasies, 
As  the  spirit  ebbs  away 
Into  the  absorbing  clay. 

Who  is  he  that  skulks,  afraid 

Of  the  trust  he  has  betrayed, 

Shuddering  if  perchance  a  gleam 

Of  old  nobleness  should  stream 

Through  the  pent,  unwholesome  room, 

Where  his  shrunk  soul  cowers  in  gloom, — 

Spirit  sad  beyond  the  rest 

By  more  instinct  for  the  best? 

'Tis  a  poet  who  was  sent 

For  a  bad  world's  punishment, 

By  compelling  it  to  see 

Golden  glimpses  of  To  Be, 

By  compelling  it  to  hear 

Songs  that  prove  the  angels  near; 

Who  was  sent  to  be  the  tongue 

Of  the  weak  and  spirit-wrung, 

Whence  the  fiery-winged  Despair 

In  men's  shrinking  eyes  might  flare. 

;Tis  our  hope  doth  fashion  us 

To  base  use  or  glorious  : 

He  who  might  have  been  a  lark 

Of  Truth's  morning,  from  the  dark 

Raining  down  melodious  hope 

Of  a  freer,  broader  scope, 

Aspirations,  prophecies, 

Of  the  spirit's  full  sunrise, 

Chose  to  be  a  bird  of  night, 

Which  with  eyes  refusing  light, 

Hooted  from  some  hollow  tree 

Of  the  world's  idolatry. 

'Tis  his  punishment  to  hear 

Flutterings  of  pinions  near, 
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And  his  own  vain  wings  to  feel 
Drooping  downward  to  his  heel, 
All  their  grace  and  import  lost, 
Burdening  his  weary  ghost : 
Ever  walking  by  his  side 
He  must  see  his  angel  guide, 
Who  at  intervals  doth  turn 
Looks  on  him  so  sadly  stern, 
With  such  ever-new  STirprisc 
Of  hushed  anguish  in  her  eye.<--, 
That  it  seems  the  light  of  day 
From  around  him  shrinks  away, 
Or  drops  blunted  from  the  wall 
Built  around  him  by  his  fall. 
Then  the  mountains,  whose  white  peaks 
Catch  the  morning's  earliest  streaks, 
He  must  see,  where  prophets  sit, 
Turning  east  their  faces  lit, 
Whence,  with  footsteps  beautiful, 
To  the  earth,  yet  dim  and  dull, 
They  the  gladsome  tidings  bring 
Of  the  sunlight's  hastening  : 
Never  can  those  hills  of  bliss 
Be  o'erclimbed  by  feet  like  his ! 

But  enough  !  0,  do  not  dare 
From  the  next  the  veil  to  tear, 
Woven  of  station,  trade,  or  dress, 
More  obscene  than  nakedness, 
Wherewith  plausible  culture  drapes 
Fallen  Nature's  myriad  shapes  ! 
Let  us  rather  love  to  mark 
How  the  un extinguished  spark 
Will  shine  through  the  thin  disguise 
Of  our  customs,  pomps,  and  lies, 
And,  not  seldom  blown  to  flame, 
Vindicate  its  ancient  claim. 

1844. 


STUDIES  FOR  TWO  HEADS. 

i 
SOME  sort  of  heart  I  know  is  hers, — 

I  chanced  to  feel  her  pulse  one  night ; 
A  brain  she  has  that  never  errs, 

And  yet  is  never  nobly  right ; 
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It  docs  not  leap  to  great  results, 

But  in  some  corner  out  of  sight, 

.Suspects  a  spot  of  latent  blight, 

And,  o'er  the  impatient  infinite, 
She  bargains,  haggles,  and  consults. 

Her  eye, — it  seems  a  chemic  test 

And  drops  upon  you  like  an  acid ; 
It  bites  you  with  unconscious  zest, 

So  clear  and  bright,  so  coldly  placid ; 
It  holds  you  quietly  aloof, 

It  holds, — and  yet  it  does  not  win  you  ; 
It  merely  puts  you  to  the  proof 

And  sorts  what  qualities  are  in  you  ; 
It  smiles,  but  never  brings  you  nearer, 

It  lights, — her  nature  draws  not  nigh  ; 
"Tis  but  that  yours  is  growing  clearer 

To  her  assays ; — yes,  try  and  try, 

You'll  get  no  deeper  than  her  eye. 
There,  you  are  classified :  she's  gone 

Far,  far  away  into  herself ; 
Each  with  its  Latin  label  on, 
Your  poor  components,  one  by  one, 

Are  laid  upon  their  proper  shelf 
In  her  compact  and  ordered  mind, 
And  what  of  you  is  left  behind 
Is  no  more  to  her  than  the  wind ; 
In  that  clear  brain,  which,  day  and  night, 

No  movement  of  the  heart  e'er  jostles, 
Her  friends  are  ranged  on  left  and  right, — 
Here,  silex,  hornblende,  sienite ; 

There,  animal  remains  and  fossils. 
And  yet,  O  subtile  analyst, 

That  canst  each  property  detect 
Of  mood  or  grain,  that  canst  untwist 

Each  tangled  skein  of  intellect, 
And  with  thy  scalpel  eyes  lay  bare 
Each  mental  nerve  more  fine  than  air, — 

0  brain  exact,  that  in  thy  scales 
Canst  weigh  the  sun  and  never  err, 

For  once  thy  patient  science  fails, 

One  problem  still  defies  thy  art ; — 
Thou  never  canst  compute  for  her 
The  distance  and  diameter 
Of  any  simple  human  heart. 

ii 

Hear  him  but  speak,  and  you  will  feel 
The  shadows  of  the  Portico 
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Over  your  tranquil  spirit  steal, 
To  modulate  all  joy  and  woe 
To  one  subdued,  subduing  glow ; 

Above  our  squabbling  business-hours, 

Like  Phidian  .Jove's,  his  beauty  lowers, 

His  nature  satirizes  ours  ; 

A  form  and  front  of  Attic  grace, 

He  shames  the  higgling  market-place, 

And  dwarfs  our  more  mechanic  powers. 

What  throbbing  verse  can  fitly  render 
That  face, — so  pure,  so  trembling-tender  ? 

Sensation  glimmers  through  its  rest, 
It  speaks  unmanacled  by  words, 

As  full  of  motion  as  a  nest 
That  palpitates  with  unfledged  birds  ; 

'Tis  likest  to  Bethesda's  stream, 
Forewarned  through  all  its  thrilling  springs, 

White  with  the  angel's  coming  gleam, 
And  rippled  with  his  fanning  wings. 

Hear  him  unfold  his  plots  and  plans, 
And  larger  destinies  seem  man's  ; 
You  conjure  from  his  glowing  face 
The  omen  of  a  fairer  race  ; 
With  one  grand  trope  he  boldly  spans 

The  gulf  wherein  so  many  fall, 

'Twixt  possible  and  actual ; 
His  first  swift  word,  talaria-shod, 
Exuberant  with  conscious  God, 
Out  of  the  choir  of  planets  blots 
The  present  earth  with  all  its  spots. 

Himself  unshaken  as  the  sky, 

His  words,  like  whirlwinds,  spin  on  high 

Systems  and  creeds  pellmell  together  ; 
'Tis  strange  as  to  a  deaf  man's  eye, 
While  trees  uprooted  splinter  by, 

The  dumb  turmoil  of  stormy  weather ; 

Less  of  iconoclast  than  shaper, 
His  spirit,  safe  behind  the  reach 
Of  the  tornado  of  his  speech, 

Burns  calmly  as  a  glowworm's  taper. 

So  great  in  speech,  but,  ah  !  in  act 
So  overrun  with  vermin  troubles, 

The  coarse,  sharp-cornered,  ugly  fact 
Of  life  collapses  all  his  bubbles  : 

Had  he  but  lived  in  Plato's  day, 
He  might,  unless  my  fancy  errs, 
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Have  shared  that  golden  voice's  sway 

O'er  barefooted  philosophers. 
Our  nipping  climate  hardly  suits 
The  ripening  of  ideal  fruits  : 
His  theories  vanquish  us  all  summer, 
But  winter  makes  him  dumb  and  dumber ; 
To  see  him  'mid  life's  needful  things 

Is  something  painfully  bewildering  ; 
He  seems  an  angel  with  dipt  wings 

Tied  to  a  mortal  wife  and  children, 
And  by  a  brother  seraph  taken 
In  the  act  of  eating  eggs  and  bacon. 
Like  a  clear  fountain,  his  desire 

Exults  and  leaps  toward  the  light, 
In  every  drop  it  says  '  Aspire  ! ' 

Striving  for  more  ideal  height ; 
And  as  the  fountain,  falling  thence, 

Crawls  baffled  through  the  common  gutter, 
So,  from  his  speech's  eminence, 
He  shrinks  into  the  present  tense, 

Unkinged  by  foolish  bread  and  butter. 

Yet  smile  not,  worldling,  for  in  deeds 

Not  all  of  life  that's  brave  and  wist-  is  : 
He  strews  an  ampler  future's  seeds, 

'Tis  your  fault  if  no  harvest  rises  ; 
Smooth  back  the  sneer ;  for  is  it  nought 

That  all  he  is  and  has  is  Beauty's? 
By  soul  the  soul's  gains  must  be  wrought, 
The  Actual  claims  our  coarser  thought, 

The  Ideal  hath  its  higher  duties. 
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CAN  this  be  thou  who,  lean  and  pale, 

With  such  immitigable  eye 
Didst  look  upon  those  writhing  souls  in  bale, 

And  note  each  vengeance,  and  pass  by 
Unmoved,  save  when  thy  heart  by  chance 
Cast  backward  one  forbidden  glance, 

And  saw  Francesca,  with  child's  glee, 

Subdue  and  mount  thy  wild-horse  knee 
And  with  proud  hands  control  its  fiery  prance  ? 

With  half-drooped  lids,  and  smooth,  round  brow, 

And  eye  remote,  that  inly  sees 
Fair  Beatrice's  spirit  wandering  now 

In  some  sea-lulled  Hesperides, 
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Thou  mo  vest  through  the  jarring  street, 

•Secluded  from  the  noise  of  feet 
By  her  gift -blossom  in  thy  hand, 
Thy  branch  of  palm  from  Holy  Land  ; — 

No  trace  is  here  of  ruin's  fiery  sleet. 

Yet  there  is  something  round  thy  lips 
That  prophesies  the  coming  doom, 

The  soft,  gray  herald-shadow  ere  the  eclipse 

Notches  the  perfect  disk  with  gloom  ; 
•  A  something  that  would  banish  thee, 

And  thine  untamed  pursuer  be, 

From  men  and  their  unworthy  fates, 
Though  Florence  had  not  shut  her  gates, 

And  grief  had  loosed  her  clutch  and  let  thee  free. 

Ah  !  he  who  follows  fearlessly 

The  beckonings  of  a  poet-heart 
Shall  wander,  and  without  the  world's  decree, 

A  banished  man  in  field  and  mart ; 
Harder  than  Florence'  walls  the  bar 
Which  with  deaf  sternness  holds  him  far 

From  home  and  friends,  till  death's  release, 

And  makes  his  only  prayer  for  peace, 
Like  thine,  scarred  veteran  of  a  lifelong  war ! 

OX  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND'S  CHILD. 

DEATH  never  came  so  nigh  to  me  before, 
Nor  showed  me  his  mild  face  :  oft  had  I  mused 
Of  calm  and  peace  and  deep  forgetfulness, 
Of  folded  hands,  closed  eyes,  and  heart  at  rest, 
And  slumber  sound  beneath  a  flowery  turf, 
Of  faults  forgotten,  and  an  inner  place 
Kept  sacred  for  us  in  the  heart  of  friends  ; 
But  these  were  idle  fancies,  satisfied 
With  the  mere  husk  of  this  great  mystery, 
And  dwelling  in  the  outward  shows  of  things. 
Heaven  is  not  mounted  to  on  wings  of  dreams, 
Nor  doth  the  unthankful  happiness  of  youth 
Aim  thitherward,  but  floats  from  bloom  to  bloom, 
With  earth's  warm  patch  of  sunshine  well  content : 
'Tis  sorrow  builds  the  shining  ladder  up, 
Whose  golden  rounds  are  our  calamities, 
Whereon  our  firm  feet  planting,  nearer  God 
The  spirit  climbs,  and  hath  its  eyes  unsealed. 

True  is  it  that  Death's  face  seems  stern  and  cold, 
When  he  is  sent  to  summon  those  we  love, 
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But  all  God's  ungels  come  to  us  disguised  ; 

Sorrow  and  sickness,  poverty  and  death, 

One  after  other  lift  their  frowning  masks, 

And  we  behold  the  seraph's  face  beneath, 

All  radiant  with  the  glory  and  the  calm 

Of  having  looked  upon  the  front  of  God. 

With  every  anguish  of  our  earthly  part 

The  spirit's  sight  grows  clearer ;  this  was  meant 

When  Jesus  touched  the  blind  man's  lids  with  clay. 

Life  is  the  jailer,  Death  the  angel  sent 

To  draw  the  unwilling  bolts  and  set  us  free. 

He  flings  not  ope  the  ivory  gate  of  Kest, — 

Only  the  fallen  spirit  knocks  at  that, — 

But  to  benigner  regions  beckons  us, 

To  destinies  of  more  rewarded  toil. 

In  the  hushed  chamber,  sitting  by  the  dead, 

It  grates  on  us  to  hear  the  flood  of  life 

Whirl  rustling  onward,  senseless  of  our  loss. 

The  bee  hums  on  ;  around  the  blossomed  vine 

Whirs  the  light  humming-bird ;  the  cricket  chirps  ; 

The  locust's  shrill  alarum  stings  the  ear ; 

Hard  by,  the  cock  shouts  lustily ;  from  farm  to  farm, 

His  cheery  brothers,  telling  of  the  sun, 

Answer,  till  far  away  the  joyance  dies : 

We  never  knew  before  how  God  had  filled 

The  summer  air  with  happy  living  sounds ; 

All  round  us  seems  an  overplus  of  life, 

And  yet  the  one  dear  heart  lies  cold  and  still. 

It  is  most  strange,  when  the  great  miracle 

Hath  for  our  sakes  been  done,  when  we  have  had 

Our  inwardest  experience  of  God, 

When  with  His  presence  still  the  room  expands, 

And  is  awed  after  Him,  that  nought  is  changed, 

That  Nature's  face  looks  unacknowleclging, 

And  the  mad  world  still  dances  heedless  on 

After  its  Butterflies,  and  gives  no  sign. 

'Tis  hard  at  first  to  see  it  all  aright; 

In  vain  Faith  blows  her  trump  to  summon  back 

Her  scattered  troop ;  yet,  through  the  clouded  glass 

Of  our  own  bitter  tears,  we  learn  to  look 

Undazzled  on  the  kindness  of  God's  face  ; 

Earth  is  too  dark,  and  Heaven  alone  shines  through. 

It  is  no  little  thing,  when  a  fresh  soul 

And  a  fresh  heart,  with  their  unmeasured  scope 

For  good,  not  gravitating  earthward  yet, 

But  circling  in  diviner  periods, 

Are  sent  into  the  world,— no  little  thing, 
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When  this  unbounded  possibility 

Into  the  outer  silence  is  withdrawn. 

Ah,  in  this  world,  where  every  guiding  thread 

Ends  suddenly  in  the  one  sure  centre,  Death, 

The  visionary  hand  of  Might-have-been 

Alone  can  fill  Desire's  cup  to  the  brim ! 

How  changed,  dear  friend,  are  thy  part  and  thy  child's ! 

He  bends  above  thy  cradle  now.  or  holds 

His  warning  finger  out  to  be  thy  guide  ; 

Thou  art  the  nurseling  now  ;  he  watches  thee 

Slow  learning,  one  by  one,  the  secret  things 

Which  are  to  him  used  sights  of  every  day ; 

He  smiles  to  see  thy  wondering  glances  con 

The  grass  and  pebbles  of  the  spirit  world, 

To  thee  miraculous  ;  and  he  will  teach 

Thy  knees  their  due  observances  of  prayer. 

Children  are  Grod's  apostles,  day  by  day 

Sent  forth  to  preach  of  love,  and  hope,  and  peace  ; 

Nor  hath  thy  babe  his  mission  left  undone.  . , 

To  me,  at  least,  his  going  hence  hath  given 

Serener  thoughts  and  nearer  to  the  skies, 

And  opened  a  new  fountain  in  my  heart 

For  thee,  my  friend,  and  all :  and,  0,  if  Death 

More  near  approaches  meditates,  and  clasps 

Even  now  some  dearer,  more  reluctant  hand, 

God,  strengthen  Thou  my  faith,  that  I  may  see 

That  'tis  Thine  angel,  who,  with  loving  haste, 

Unto  the  service  of  the  inner  shrine 

Doth  waken  Thy  beloved  with  a  kiss  ! 

1844. 

EURYDICE. 

HEAVEN'S  cup  held  down  to  me  I  drain, 
The  sunshine  mounts  and  spurs  my  brain ; 
Bathing  in  grass,  with  thirsty  eye 
I  suck  the  last  drop  of  the  sky ; 
With  each  hot  sense  I  draw  to  the  lees' 
The  quickening  out-door  influences, 
And  empty  to  each  radiant  comer 
A  supernaculum  of  summer : 
Not,  Bacchus,  all  thy  grosser  juice 
Could  bring  enchantment  so  profuse, 
Though  for  its  press  each  grape-bunch  had 
The  white  feet  of  an  Oread. 

Through  our  coarse  art  gleam,  now  and  then, 
The  features  of  angelic  men  ; 
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'Neath  the  lewd  Satyr's  veiling  paint 
Glows  forth  the  Sibyl,  Muse,  or  Saint; 
The  dauber's  botch  no  more  obscures 
The  mighty  Master's  portraitures. 
And  who  can  say  what  luckier  beam 
The  hidden  glory  shall  redeem, 
For  what  chance  clod  the  soul  may  wait 
To  stumble  on  its  nobler  fate, 
Or  why,  to  his  unwarned  abode, 
Still  by  surprises  comes  the  God  ? 
Some  moment,  nailed  on  sorrow's  cross, 
May  mediate  a  whole  youth's  loss, 
Some  windfall  joy,  we  know  not  whence, 
Eedeem  a  lifetime's  rash  expense, 
And,  suddenly  wise,  the  soul  may  mark, 
Stripped  of  their  simulated  dark, 
Mountains  of  gold  that  pierce  the  sky, 
Girdling  its  valleyed  poverty. 

I  feel  ye,  childhood's  hopes,  return, 
With  olden  heats,  my  pulses  burn, — 
Mine  be  the  self-forgetting  sweep, 
The  torrent  impulse  swift  and  wild, 
Wherewith  Taghkanic's  rockborn  child 
Dares  gloriously  the  dangerous  leap, 
And,  in  his  sky-descended  mood, 
Transmutes  each  drop  of  sluggish  blood, 
By  touch  of  bravery's  simple  wand, 
To  amethyst  and  diamond, 
Proving  himself  no  bastard  slip, 
But  the  true  granite-cradled  one, 
Nursed  with  the  rock's  primeval  drip, 
The  cloud-embracing  mountain's  son  ! 

Prayer  breathed  in  vain !  no  wish's  sway 

Eebuilds  the  vanished  yesterday  ; 

For  plated  wares  of  Sheffield  stamp 

We  gave  the  old  Aladdin's  lamp ; 

'Tis  we  are  changed;  ah,  whither  went 

That  undesigned  abandonment, 

That  wise,  unquestioning  content, 

Which  could  erect  its  microcosm 

Out  of  a  weed's  neglected  blossom, 

Could  call  up  Arthur  and  his  peers 

By  a  low  moss's  clump  of  spears, 

Or,  in  its  shingle  trireme  launched, 

Where  Charles  in  some  green  inlet  branched, 

Could  venture  for  the  golden  fleece 

And  dragon-watched  Hesperides, 
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Or,  from  its  ripple-shattered  fate, 
Ulysses'  chances  recreate  ? 
When,  heralding  life's  every  phase, 
There  glowed  a  goddess -veiling  haze. 
A  plenteous,  forewarning  grace, 
Like  that  more  tender  dawn  that  flies 
Before  the  full  moon's  ample  rise  ? 
Methinks  thy  parting  glory  shines 
Through  yonder  grove  of  singing  pines  ; 
At  that  elm- vista's  end  I  trace 
Dimly  thy  sad  leave-taking  face, 
Eurydice  !  Eurydice ! 
The  tremulous  leaves  repeat  to  me 
Eurydice !  Eurydice ! 
No  gloomier  Orcus  swallows  thee 
Than  the  unclouded  sunset's  glow  ; 
Thine  is  at  least  Elysian  woe ; 
Thou  hast  Good's  natural  decay, 
And  fadest  like  a,  star  away 
Into  an  atmosphere  whose  shine 
With  fuller  day  o'ermasters  thine, 
Entering  defeat  as  'twere  a  shrine  ; 
For  us, — we  turn  life's  diary  o'er 
To  find  but  one  word, — Nevermore. 

184-' 

SHE   CAME  AND  WENT. 

As  a  twig  trembles,  which  a  bird 

Lights  on  to  sing,  then  leaves  unbent, 
So  is  my  memory  thrilled  and  stirred  ; — 

I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 
As  clasps  some  lake,  by  gusts  unriven, 

T,he  blue  dome's  measureless  content, 
So 'my  soul  held  that  moment's  heaven; — 

I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 
As,  at  one  bound,  our  swift  spring  heaps 

The  orchards  full  of  bloom  and  scent, 
So  clove  her  May  my  wintry  sleeps  ; — 

I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 
An  angel  stood  and  met  my  gaze, 

Through  the  low  doorway  of  my  tent ; 
The  tent  is  struck,  the  vision  stays ; — 

I  only  know  she  came  and  went. 
0,  when  the  room  grows  slowly  dim, 

And  life's  last  oil  is  nearly  spent, 
One  gush  of  light  these  eyes  will  brim, 

Onlv  to  think  she  came  and  went. 
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THE   CHANGELING. 

I  HAD  a  little  daughter, 

And  she  was  given  to  me 
To  lead  me  gently  backward 

To  the  Heavenly  Father's  knee, 
That  I,  by  the  force  of  nature, 

Might  in  some  dim  wise  divine 
The  depth  of  his  infinite  patience 

To  this  wayward  soul  of  mine. 

I  know  not  how  others  saw  her, 

But  to  me  she  was  wholly  fair, 
And  the  light  of  the  heaven  she  came  from 

.Still  lingered  and  gleamed  in  her  hair ; 
For  it  was  as  wavy  and  golden, 

And  as  many  changes  took, 
As  the  shadows  of  sun-gilt  ripples 

On  the  yellow  bed  of  a  brook. 

To  what  can  I  liken  her  smiling, 

Upon  me,  her  kneeling  lover, 
How  it  leaped  from  her  lips  to  her  eyelids, 

And  dimpled  her  wholly  over, 
Till  her  outstretched  hands  smiled  also, 

And  I  almost  seemed  to  see 
The  very  heart  of  her  mother 

Sending  sun  through  her  veins  to  me  ! 

She  had  been  with  us  scarce  a  twelvemonth, 

And  it  hardly  seemed  a  day, 
When  a  troop  of  wandering  angels 

Stole  my  little  daughter  away ; 
Or  perhaps  those  heavenly  Zingari 

But  loosed  the  hampering  strings, 
And  when  they  had  opened  her  cage-door, 

My  little  bird  used  her  wings. 

But  they  left  in  her  stead  a  changeling, 

A  little  angel  child, 
That  seems  like  her  bud  in  full  blossom, 

And  smiles  as  she  never  smiled: 
When  I  wake  in  the  morning,  I  see  it 

Where  she  always  used  to  lie, 
And  I  feel  as  weak  as  a  violet 

Alone  'neath  the  awful  sky. 

As  weak,  yet  as  trustful  also ; 
For  the  whole  year  long  I  see 


142  THE   CHANGELING. 

All  the  wonders  of  faithful  Nature 

Still  worked  for  the  love  of  me ; 
Winds  wander,  and  dews  drip  earthward, 

Rain  falls,  suns  rise  and  set, 
Earth  whirls,  and  all  but  to  prosper 

A  poor  little  violet. 

This  child  is  not  mine  as  the  first  was, 

I  cannot  sing  it  to  rest, 
I  cannot  lift  it  up  fatherly 

And  bliss  it  upon  my  breast ; 
Yet  it  lies  in  my  little  one's  cradle 

And  sits  in  my  little  one's  chair, 
And  the  light  of  the  heaven  she's  gone  to 

Transfigures  its  golden  hair. 

THE  PIONEER. 

WHAT  man  would  live  coffined  with  brick  and  stone, 
Imprisoned  from  the  influences  of  air, 
And  cramped  with  selfish  land-marks  everywhere, 
When  all  before  him  stretches,  furrowless  and  lone, 

The  unmapped  prairie  none  can  fence  or  own? 

What  man  would  read  and  read  the  selfsame  faces, 
And,  like  the  marbles  which  the  windmill  grinds, 
Rub  smooth  for  ever  with  the  same  smooth  minds, 
This  year  retracing  last  year's,  every  year's,  dull  traces, 
When  there  are  woods  and  un-man-stifled  places  ? 
What  man  o'er  one  old  thought  would  pore  and  pore, 
Shut  like  a  book  between  its  covers  thin 
For  every  fool  to  leave  his  dog's-ears  in, 
When  solitude  is  his,  and  Grod  for  evermore, 
Jiist  for  the  opening  of  a  paltry  door  ? 

What  man  would  watch  life's  oozy  element 
Creep  Letheward  for  ever,  when  he  might 
Down  some  great  river  drift  beyond  men's  sight, 
To  where  the  nndethroned  forest's  royal  tent 

Broods  with  its  hush  o'er  half  a  continent? 

What  man  with  men  would  push  and  altercate, 
Piecing  out  crooked  means  for  crooked  ends, 
When  he  can  have  the  skies  and  woods  for  friends, 
Snatch  back  the  rudder  of  his  undismantled  fate, 

And  in  himself  be  ruler,  church,  and  state? 

Cast  leaves  and  feathers  rot  in  last  year's  nest, 

The  winged  brood,  flown  thence,  new  dwellings  plan ; 
The  serf  of  his  own  Past  is  not  a  man  ; 
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To  change  and  change  is  life,  to  move  and  never  rest ; — 
Not  what  we  are,  but  what  we  hope,  is  best. 

The  wild,  free  woods  make  no  man  halt  or  blind  ; 
Cities  rob  men  of  eyes  and  hands  and  feet, 
Patching  one  whole  of  many  incomplete ; 
The  general  preys  upon  the  individual  mind, 
And  each  alone  is  helpless  as  the  wind. 

Each  man  is  some  man's  servant ;  every  soid 
Is  by  some  other's  presence  quite  discrowned  ; 
Each  owes  the  next  through  all  the  imperfect  round, 
Yet  not  with  mutual  help  ;  each  man  is  his  own  goal, 
And  the  whole  earth  must  stop  to  pay  his  toll. 

Here,  life  the  undiminished  man  demands ; 

New  faculties  stretch  out  to  meet  new  wants  ; 

What  Nature  asks,  that  Nature  also  grants ; 
Here  man  is  lord,  not  drudge,  of  eyes  and  feet  and  hands, 
And  to  his  life  is  knit  with  hourly  bands. 

Come  out,  then,  from  the  old  thoughts  and  old  ways, 
Before  you  harden  to  a  crystal  cold 
Which  the  new  life  can  shatter,  but  not  mould ; 
Freedom  for  you  still  waits,  still,  looking  backward,  stays, 
But  widens  still  the  irretrievable  space. 

LONGING. 

OF  all  the  myriad  moods  of  mind 

That  through  the  soul  come  thronging, 
Which  one  was  e'er  so  dear,  so  kind, 

So  beautiful  as  Longing  ? 
The  thing  we  long  for,  that  we  are 

For  one  transcendent  moment, 
Before  the  Present  poor  and  bare 

Can  make  its  sneering  comment. 

Still,  through  our  paltry  stir  and  strife, 

Glows  down  the  wished  Ideal, 
And  Longing  moulds  in  clay  what  Life 

Carves  in  the  marble  Real ; 
To  let  the  new  life  in,  we  know, 

Desire  must  ope  the  portal ; — 
Perhaps  the  longing  to  be  so 

Helps  make  the  soul  immortal. 

Longing  is  God's  fresh  heavenward  will 

With  our  poor  earthward  striving ; 
We  quench  it  that  we  may  be  still 

Content  with  merely  living ; 
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But,  would  we  learn  that  heart's  full  scope 
Which  we  are  hourly  wronging, 

Our  lives  must  climb  from  hope  to  hope 
And  realize  our  longing. 

Ah  !  let  us  hope  that  to  our  praise 

Good  God  not  only  reckons 
The  moments  when  we  tread  Hi's  ways, 

But  when  the  spirit  beckons, — 
That  some  slight  good  is  also  wrought 

Beyond  self-satisfaction, 
When  we  are  simply  good  in  thought, 

Howe'er  we  fail  in  action. 


ODE  TO   FEAXCE. 

FEKRUARY   1848. 
I 

As,  flake  by  flake,  the  beetling  avalanches 

Build  up  their  imminent  crags  of  noiseless  snow, 
Till  some  chance  thrill  the  loosened  ruin  launches 

And  the  blind  havoc  leaps  unwarned  below. 
So  grew  and  gathered  through  the  silent  years 

The  madness  of  a  People,  wrong  by  wrong. 
There  seemed  no  strength  in  the  dumb  toiler's  tears — 

No  strength  in  suffering  ; — but  the  Past  was  strong : 
The  brute  despair  of  trampled  centuries 

Leaped  up  with  one  hoarse  yell  and  snapped  its  bands 

Groped  for  its  right  with  horny,  callous  hands, 
And  stared  around  for  God  with  bloodshot  eyes. 

"What  wonder  if  those  palms  were  all  too  hard 
For  nice  distinctions — if  that  mnenad  throng — 

They  whose  thick  atmosphere  no  bard 
Had  shivered  with  the  lightning  of  his  song, 

Brutes  with  the  memories  and  desires  of  men, 

Whose  chronicles  were  writ  with  iron  pen, 

In  the  crooked  shoulder  and  the  forehead  low — 
Set  wrong  to  balance  wrong, 
And  physicked  woe  with  woe  ? 

ii 

They  did  as  they  were  taught ;  not  theirs  the  blame, 
If  men  who  scattered  firebrands  reaped  the  flame : 
They  trampled  Peace  beneath  their  savage  feet, 

And  by  her  golden  tresses  drew 
Mercy  along  the  pavement  of  the  street. 
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0,  Freedom  !  Freedom  !  is  thy  morning-dew 

So  gory  red  ?     Alas,  thy  light  had  ne'er 

Shone  in  upon  the  chaos  of  their  lair  ! 
They  reared  to  thee  such  symbol  as  they  knew, 

And  worshipped  it  with  flame  and  blood, 

A  Vengeance,  axe  in  hand,  that  stood 
Holding  a  tyrant's  head  up  by  the  clotted  hair. 

in 
What  wrongs  the  Oppressor  suffered,  these  we  know  ; 

These  have  found  piteous  voice  in  song  and  prose  ; 
But  for  the  Oppressed,  their  darkness  and  their  woe, 

Their  grinding  centuries, — what  Muse  had  those? 
Though  hall  and  palace  had  nor  eyes  nor  ears, 

Hardening  a  people's  heart  to  senseless  stone, 
Thou  knowest  them,  O  Earth,  that  drank  their  tears, 

0  Heaven,  that  heard  their  inarticulate  moan  ! 
They  noted  down  their  fetters,  link  by  link  ; 
Coarse  was  the  hand,  that  scrawled,  and  red  the  ink ; 

Kude  was  their  score,  as  suits  unlettered  men, — 
Notched  with  a  headsman's  axe  upon  a  block  : 
What  marvel  if,  when  came  the  avenging  shock, 

'Twas  Ate,  not  Urania,  held  the  pen  ? 

IV 

With  eye  averted  and  an  anguished  frown, 

Loathingly  glides  the  Muse  through  scenes  of  strife, 
Where,  like  the  heart  of  Vengeance  up  and  down, 

Throbs  in  its  framework  the  blood-muffled  knife  ; 
Slow  are  the  steps  of  Freedom,  but  her  feet 

Turn  never  backward  :  hers  no  bloody  glare  ; 
Her  light  is  calm,  and  innocent,  and  sweet, 

And  where  it  enters  there  is  no  despair : 
Not  first  on  palace  and  cathedral  spire 
Quivers  and  gleams  that  unconsuming  fire ; 

While  these  stand  black  against  her  morning  skies, 
The  peasant  sees  it  leap  from  peak  to  peak 

Along  his  hills  ;  the  craftsman's  burning  eyes 
Own  with  cool  tears  its  influence  mother-meek  ; 

It  lights  the  poet's  heart  up  like  a  star  ; — 

Ah !  while  the  tyrant  deemed  it  still  afar, 
And  twined  with  golden  threads  his  futile  snare, 

That  swift,  convicting  glow  all  round  him  ran  ; 

'Twas  close  beside  him  there, 
Sunrise  whose  Memnon  is  the  soul  of  man. 

v 

0  Broker-King,  is  this  thy  wisdom's  fruit  ? 
A  dynasty  plucked  out  as  'twere  a  weed 
10 
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Grown  rankly  in  a  night,  that  leaves  no  seed ! 
Could  eighteen  years  strike  down  no  deeper  root  ? 

But  now  thy  vulture  eye  was  turned  on  Spain, — 
A  shout  from  Paris,  and  thy  crown  falls  off, 

Thy  race  has  ceased  to  reign, 
And  thou  become  a  fugitive  and  scoff: 

Slippery  the  feet  that  mount  by  stairs  of  gold, 
And  weakest  of  all  fences  one  of  steel; — 

Go  and  keep  school  again  like  him  of  old, 
The  Syracusan  tyrant ; — thou  mayest  feel 
Royal  amid  a  birch-swayed  commonweal ! 

Not  long  can  he  be  ruler  who  allows 

His  time  to  run  before  him ;  thou  wast  naught 
Soon  as  the  strip  of  gold  about  thy  brows 

Was  no  more  emblem  of  the  People's  thought : 
Vain  were  thy  bayonets  against  the  foe 

Thou,  hadst  to  cope  with  ;  thou  didst  wage 
War  not  with  Frenchmen  merely  ; — no, 

Thy  strife  was  with  the  Spirit  of  the  Age, 
The  invisible  Spirit  whose  first  breath  divine 

Scattered  thy  frail  endeavour, 

And,  like  poor  last  year's  leaves,  whirled  thee  and  thine 
Into  the  Dark  forever ! 

VII 

Is  here  no  triumph  ?     Nay,  what  though 
The  yellow  blood  of  Trade  meanwhile  should  pour 

Along  its  arteries  a  shrunken  flow, 
And  the  idle  canvas  droop  around  the  shore  ? 
These  do  not  make  a  state, 
Nor  keep  it  great ; 
I  think  God  made 
The  earth  for  man,  not  trade; 
And  where  each  humblest  human  creature 
Can  stand,  no  more  suspicious  or  afraid, 
Erect  and  kingly  in  his  right  of  nature, 
To  heaven  and  earth  knit  with  harmonious  ties, — 
Where  I  behold  the  exultation 
Of  manhood  glowing  in  those  eyes 
That  had  been  dark  for  ages, — 
Or  only  lit  with  bestial  loves  and  rages — 
There  I  behold  a  Nation  : 

The  France  which  lies 
Between  the  Pyrenees  and  Rhine 

Is  the  least  part  of  France ; 
I  see  her  rather  in  the  soul  whose  shine 
Burns  through  the  craftsman's  grimy  countenance, 
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In  the  new  energy  divine 
'  Of  Toil's  enfranchised  glance. 

VIII 

And  if  it  be  a  dream,— 
If  the  great  Future  be  the  little  Past 
'Neath  a  new  mask,  which  drops  and  shows  at  last 
The  same  weird,  mocking  face  to  balk  and  blast, — 
Yet,  Muse,  a  gladder  measure  suits  the  theme, 
And  the  Tyrtsean  harp 
Loves  notes  more  resolute  and  sharp, 
Throbbing,  as  throbs  the  bosom,  hot  and  fast : 
Such  visions  are  of  morning, 
Theirs  is  no  vague  forewarning, 
The  dreams  which  nations  dream  come  true, 
And  shape  the  world  anew  ; 
If  this  be  a  sleep, 
Make  it  long,  make  it  deep, 
0  Father,  who  seudest  the  harvests  men  reap  ! 
While  Labor  so  sleepeth 
His  sorrow  is  gone, 
No  longer  he  weepeth, 
But  smileth  and  steepeth 

His  thoughts  in  the  dawn  ; 
•     He  heareth  Hope  yonder 

Eain,  lark-like,  her  fancies, 
His  dreaming  hands  wander 

'Mid  heart's-ease  and  pansies  ; 
'  'Tis  a  dream !     'Tis  a  vision  ! ' 
Shrieks  Mammon  aghast ; 
'  The  day's  broad  derision 
Will  chase  it  at  last  ; 
Ye  are  mad,  ye  have  taken 
A  slumbering  kraken 

For  firm  land  of  the  Past ! ' 
Ah  !  if  he  awaken, 

God  shield  us  all  then, 

If  this  dream  rudely  shaken 

Shall  cheat  him  again  ! 

IX 

Since  first  I  heard  our  North  wind  blow, 
Since  first  I  saw  Atlantic  throw 
On  our  fierce  rocks  his  thunderous  snow, 
I  loved  thee,  Freedom ;  as  a  boy 
The  rattle  of  thy  shield  at  Marathon 
Did  with  a  Grecian  joy 
Through  all  my  pulses  run 
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But  I  have  learned  to  love  thec  now 
Without  the  helm  upon  thy  gleaming  brow, 

A  maiden  mild  and  undefiled 
Like  her  who  bore  the  world's  redeeming  child  ; 
And  surely  never  did  thy  altars  glance 
With  purer  fires  than  now  in  France  ; 
While,  in  their  bright  white  flashes, 
Wrong's  shadow,  backward  cast, 
Waves  cowering  o'er  the  ashes 

Of  the  dead,  blaspheming  Past, 
O'er  the  shapes  of  fallen  giants, 

His  own  unburied  brood, 
Whose  dead  hands  clench  defiance 

At  the  overpowering  Good  : 
And  down  the  happy  future  runs  a  flood 

Of  prophesying  light ; 

It  shows  an  Earth  no  longer  stained  with  blood, 
Blossom  and  fruit  where  now  we  see  the  bud 
Of  Brotherhood  and  Eight. 

A  PARABLE. 

SAID  Christ  our  Lord,  '  I  will  go  and  see 
How  the  men,  my  brethren,  believe  in  me.' 
He  passed  not  again  through  the  gate  of  birth, 
But  made  himself  known  to  the  children  of  earth. 

Then  said  the  chief  priests,  and  rulers,  and  kings, 
*  Behold,  now,  the  Giver  of  all  good  things  ; 
Go  to,  let  us  welcome  with  pomp  and  state 
Him  who  alone  is  mighty  and  great.' 

With  carpets  of  gold  the  ground  they  spread 

Wherever  the  Son  of  Man  should  tread, 

And  in  palace-chambers  lofty  and  rare 

They  lodged  him,  and  served  him  with  kingly  fare. 

Great  organs  surged  through  arches  dim 
Their  jubilant  floods  in  praise  of  him, 
And  in  church  and  palace,  and  judgment-hall, 
He  saw  his  image  high  over  all. 

But  still,  wherever  his  steps  they  led, 
The  Lord  in  sorrow  bent  down  his  head, 
And  from  under  the  heavy  foundation-stones, 
The  son  of  Mary  heard  bitter  groans. 

And  in  church  and  palace,  and  judgment-hall, 
He  marked  great  fissures  that  rent  the  wall, 
And  opened  wider  and  yet  more  wide 
As  the  living  foundation  heaved  and  sighed. 
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Have  ye  founded  your  thrones  and  altars,  then, 
On  the  bodies  and  souls  of  living  men  ? 
And  think  ye  that  building  shall  endure, 
Which  shelters  the  noble  and  crushes  the  poor  ? 

With  gates  of  silver  and  bars  of  gold, 

Ye  have  fenced  my  sheep  from  their  Father's  fold  : 

I  have  heard  the  dropping  of  their  tears 

In  heaven,  these  eighteen  hundred  years.' 

0  Lord  and  Master,  not  ours  the  guilt, 
We  build  but  as  our  fathers  built ; 
Behold  thine  images,  how  they  stand, 
Sovereign  and  sole,  through  all  our  land. 

Our  task  is  hard, — with  sword  and  flame 
To  hold  thy  earth  forever  the  same, 
And  with  sharp  crooks  of  steel  to  keep 
Still,  as  thou  leftest  them,  thy  sheep.' 
Then  Christ  sought  out  an  artisan, 
A  low -browed,  stunted,  haggard  man. 
And  a  motherless  girl,  whose  fingers  thin 
Pushed  from  her  faintly  want  and  sin. 

These  set  he  in  the  midst  of  them, 
And  as  they  drew  back  their  garment-hem, 
For  fear  of  defilement,  '  Lo,  here,'  said  he, 
'  The  images  ye  have  made  of  me  ! ' 


ODE 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  CELEBRATION  OF   THE  INTRODUCTION  OF  THE 
COCHITUATE  WATER  INTO  THE  CITY  OF  BOSTON. 

MY  name  is  Water  :  I  have  sped 

Through  strange,  dark  ways,  untried  before, 
By  pure  desire  of  friendship  led, 

*Cochituate's  ambassador; 
He  sends  four  royal  gifts  by  me : 
Long  life,  health,  peace,  and  purity. 

I'm  Ceres'  cup-bearer ;  I  pour, 

For  flowers  and  fruits  and  all  their  kin, 

Her  crystal  vintage,  from  of  yore 
Stored  in  old  Earth's  selecfest  bin. 

Flora's  Falernian  ripe,  since  God 

The  wine-press  of  the  deluge  trod. 

In  that  far  isle  whence,  iron-willed, 

The  New  World's  sires  their  bnrk  unmoored, 
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The  fairies'  acorn-cups  I  filled 

Upon  the  toadstool's  silver  board, 
And,  'neath  Herne's  oak,  for  Shakspeare's  sight, 
Strewed  moss  and  grass  with  diamonds  bright. 
No  fairies  in  the  Mayflower  came, 

And,  lightsome  as  I  sparkle  here, 
For  Mother  Bay-State,  busy  dame, 

I've  toiled  and  drudged  this  many  a  year, 
Throbbed  in  her  engines'  iron  veins, 
Twirled  myriad  spindles  for  her  gains. 
I,  too,  can  weave  ;  the  warp  I  set 

Through  which  the  sun  his  shuttle  throws, 
And,  bright  as  Noah  saw  it,  yet 

Eor  you  the  arching  rainbow  glows, 
A  sight  in  Paradise  denied 
To  unf alien  Adam  and  his  bride. 

When  Winter  held  me  in  his  grip, 

You  seized  and  sent  me  o'er  the  wave, 

Ungrateful !  in  a  prison-ship  ; 
But  I  forgive,  not  long  a  slave, 

For,  soon  as  ^summer  south-winds  blew, 

Homeward  I  fled,  disguised  as  dew. 

For  countless  services  I'm  fit, 
Of  use,  of  pleasure,  and  of  gain, 

But  lightly  from  all  bonds  I  flit, 
Nor  lose  my  mirth,  nor  feel  a  stain ; 

From  mill  and  wash-tub  I  escape, 

And  take  in  heaven  my  proper  shape. 

So,  free  myself,  to-day,  elate 

I  come  from  far  o'er  hill  and  mead, 

And  here,  Cochituate's  envoy,  wait 
To  be  your  blithesome  Ganymede, 

And  brim  your  cups  with  nectar  true 

That  never  will  make  slaves  of  you. 


LINES 

SUGGESTED    BY    THE    GRAVES    OF    TWO    ENGLISH    SOLDIERS 
ON   CONCORD    BATTLE-GROUND. 

THE  same  good  blood  that  now  refills 
The  dotard  Orient's  shrunken  veins, 
The  same  whose  vigour  westward  thrills, 
Bursting  Nevada's  silver  chains, 
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Poured  here  upon  the  April  grass, 
Freckled  with  red  the  herbage  new  ; 
On  reeled  the  battle's  trampling  mas*, 
Back  to  the  ash  the  bluebird  flew. 

Poured  here  in  vain  ;— that  sturdy  blood 
Was  meant  to  make  the  earth  more  green, 
Exit  in  a  higher,  gentler  mood 
Than  broke  this  April  noon  serene  ; 
Two  graves  are  here  ;  to  mark  the  place, 
At  head  and  foot,  an  unhewn  stone, 
O'er  which  the  herald  lichens  trace 
The  blazon  of  Oblivion. 

These  men  were  brave  enough,  and  true- 
To  the  hired  soldier's  bull-dog  creed  ; 
"What  brought  them  here  they  never  knew, 
They  fought  as  suits  the  English  breed  ; 
They  came  three  thousand  miles,  and  died, 
To  keep  the  Past  upon  its  throne  ; 
Unheard,  beyond  the  ocean  tide, 
Their  English  mother  made  her  moan. 

The  turf  that  covers  them  no  thrill 
Sends  up  to  fire  the  heart  and  brain  ; 
No  stronger  purpose  nerves  the  will, 
No  hope  renews  its  youth  again  : 
From  farm  to  farm  the  Concord  glides, 
And  trails  my  fancy  with  its  flow  ; 
O'erhead  the  balanced  henhawk  slides, 
Twinned  in  the  river's  heaven  below. 

But  go,  whose  Bay  State  bosom  stirs, 
Proud  of  thy  birth  and  neighbor's  right, 
Where  sleep  the  heroic  villagers 
Borne  red  and  stiff  from  Concord  fight ; 
Thought  Reuben,  snatching  down  his  gun, 
Or  Seth,  as  ebbed  the  life  away, 
What  earthquake  rifts  would  shoot  and  run 
World-wide  from  that  short  April  fray  ? 

What  then  ?  With  heart  and  hand  they  wrought, 
According  to  their  village  light ; 
'Twas  for  the  Future  that  they  fought, 
Their  rustic  faith  in  what  was  right, 
Upon  earth's  tragic  stage  they  burst 
Unsummoned,  in  the  humble  sock ; 
Theirs  the  fifth  act ;  the  curtain  first 
Rose  long  ago  on  Charles's  block. 
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Their  graves  have  voices  ;  if  they  threw 

Dice  charged  with  fates  beyond  their  ken, 

Yet  to  their  instincts  they  were  true, 

And  had  the  genius  to  be  men. 

Fine  privilege  of  Freedom's  host, 

Of  even  foot-soldiers  for  the  Right !— . 

For  centuries  dead,  ye  are  not  lost, 

Your  graves  send  courage  forth,  and  might. 


TO 

WE,  too,  have  autumns,  when  our  leaves 
Drop  loosely  through  the  dampened  air, 

When  all  our  good  seems  bound  in  sheaves, 
And  we  stand  reaped  and  bare. 

Our  seasons  have  no  fixed  returns, 
Without  our  will  they  come  and  go  ; 

At  noon  our  sudden  summer  burns, 
Ere  sunset  all  is  snow. 

But  each  day  brings  less  summer  cheer, 
Crimps  more  our  ineffectual  spring, 

And  something  earlier  every  year 
Our  singing  birds  take  wing. 

As  less  the  olden  glow  abides, 

And  less  the  chillier  heart  aspires, 

With  drift-wood  beached  in  past  spring-tides 
We  light  our  sullen  fires. 

By  the  pinched  rushlight's  starving  beam 
We  cower  and  strain  our  wasted  sight, 

To  stitch  youth's  shroud  \ip  seam  by  seam, 
In  the  long  arctic  night. 

It  was  not  so — we  once  were  young— 

When  Spring,  to  womanly  Summer  turning, 

Her  dew-drops  on  each  grass-blade  strung, 
In  the  red  sunrise  burning. 

We  trusted  then,  aspired,  believed 

That  earth  could  be  remade  to-morrow  ; — 

Ah,  why  be  ever  undeceived? 
Why  give  up  faith  for  sorrow  ? 

O  thou,  whose  days  are  yet  all  spring, 
Faith,  blighted  once,  is  past  retrieving  ; 

Experience  is  a  dumb,  dead  thing ; 
The  victory's  in  believing. 
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ARE  we,  then,  wholly  fallen  ?  Can  it  be 

That  them,  North  wind,  that  from  thy  mountains  bringest 

Their  spirit  to  our  plains,  and  thou,  blue  sea, 

Who  on  our  rocks  thy  wreaths  of  freedom  flingest, 

As  on  an  altar, — can  it  be  that  ye 

Have  wasted  inspiration  on  dead  ears, 

Dulled  with  the  too  familiar  clank  of  chains  ? 

The  people's  heart  is  like  a  hai'p  for  years 

Hung  where  some  petrifying  torrent  rains 

Its  slow-incrusting  spray :  the  stiffened  chords 

Paint  and  more  faint  make  answer  to  the  tears 

That  drip  upon  them  :  idle  are  all  words  ; 

Only  a  silver  plectrum  wakes  the  tone 

Deep  buried  'neath  that  ever-thickening  stone. 

We  are  not  free  :  Freedom  doth  not  consist 

In  musing  with  our  faces  toward  the  Past, 

While  petty  cares,  and  crawling  interests,  twist 

Their  spider-threads  about  us,  which  at  last 

Grow  strong  as  iron  chains,  to  cramp  and  bind 

In  formal  narrowness  heart,  soul,  and  mind. 

Freedom  is  recreated  year  by  year, 

In  hearts  wide  open  on  the  Godward  side, 

In  souls  calm-cadenced  as  the  whirling  sphere, 

In  minds  that  sway  the  future  like  a  tide. 

No  broadest  creeds  can  hold  her,  and  no  codes  ; 

She  chooses  men  for  her  august  abodes, 

Building  them  fair  and  fronting  to  the  dawn  ; 

Yet,  when  we  seek  her,  we  but  find  a  few 

Light  footprints,  leading  morn-ward  through  the  dew ; 

Before  the  day  had  risen,  she  was  gone. 

And  we  must  follow :  swiftly  runs  she  on, 

And,  if  our  steps  should  slacken  in  despair, 

Half  turns  her  face,  half  smiles  through  golden  hair, 

Forever  yielding,  never  wholly  won  : 

That  is  not  love  which  pauses  in  the  race 

Two  close-linked  names  on  fleeting  sand  to  trace  ; 

Freedom  gained  yesterday  is  no  more  ours ; 

Men  gather  but  dry  seeds  of  last  year's  flowers  ; 

Still  there's  a  charm  ungranted,  still  a  graCf, 

Still  rosy  Hope,  the  free,  the  unattained, 

Makes  us  Possession's  languid  hand  let  fall : 

:T is  Liit  a  fragment  of  oursrhvs  is  gained, — 

The  Future  brings  us  more,  but  never  all. 
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And,  as  the  finder  of  some  unknown  realm, 
Mounting  a  summit  whence  .he  thinks  to  see 
On  either  side  of  him  the  imprisoning  sea, 
Beholds,  above  the  clouds  that  overwhelm 
The  valley-land,  peak  after  snowy  peak 
Stretch  out  of  sight,  each  like  a  silver  helm 
Beneath  its  plume  of  smoke,  sublime  and  bleak, 
And  what  he  thought  an  island  finds  to  be 
A  continent  to  him  first  oped, — so  we 
Can  from  our  height  of  Freedom  look  along 
A  boundless  future,  ours  if  we  bo  strong  ; 
Or  if  we  shrink,  better  remount  our  ships 
And,  fleeing  God's  express  design,  trace  back 
The  hero-freighted  Mayflower's  prophet-track 
To  Europe,  entering  her  blood-red  eclipse. 

BIBLIOLATKES. 

BOWING  thyself  in  dust  before  a  Book, 

And  thinking  the  great  God  is  thine  alone, 

0  rash  iconoclast,  thou  wilt  not  brook 

What  gods  the  heathen  carves  in  wood  and  stone, 

As  if  the  Shepherd  who  from  outer  cold 

Leads  all  his  shivering  lambs  to  one  sure  fold 

Were  careful  for  the  fashion  of  his  crook. 

There  is  no  broken  reed  so  poor  and  base, 
No  rush,  the  bending  tilt  of  swamp-fly  blue, 
But  he  therewith  the  ravening  wolf  can  chase, 
And  guide  his  flock  to  springs  and  pastures  new ; 
Through  ways  unlocked  for,  and  through  many  lands, 
Far  from  the  rich  folds  built  with  human  hands, 
The  gracious  footprints  of  his  love  I  trace. 

And  what  art  thou,  own  brother  of  the  clod, 
That  from  his  hand  the  ci-ook  wouldst  snatch  away, 
And  shake  instead  thy  dry  and  sapless  rod, 
To  scare  the  sheep  out  of  the  wholesome  day  ? 
Yea,  what  art  thou,  blind,  unconverted  Jew, 
That  with  thy  idol-volume's  covers  two 
Wouldst  make  a  jail  to  coop  the  living  God? 

Thou  hear'st  not  well  the  mountain  organ-tones 
By  prophet  ears  from  Hor  and  Sinai  caught, 
Thinking  the  cisterns  of  those  Hebrew  brains 
Drew  dry  the  springs  of  the  All-knower's  thought, 
Nor  shall  thy  lips  be  touched  with  living  fire, 
Who  blow'st  old  altar-coals  with  sole  desire 
To  weld  anew  the  spirit's  broken  chains. 
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God  is  not  dumb,  that  he  should  speak  no  more  ; 
If  thou  hast  wanderings  in  the  wilderness 
And  find'st  not  Sinai,  'tis  thy  soul  is  poor  ; 
There  towers  the  mountain  of  the  voice  no  less, 
Which  whoso  seeks  shall  find,  but  he  who  bends, 
Intent  on  manna  still  and  mortal  ends, 
Sees  it  not,  neither  hears  its  thundered  lore. 

Slowly  the  Bible  of  the  race  is  writ, 

And  not  on  paper  leaves  nor  leaves  of  stone  ; 

Each  age,  each  kindred  adds  a  verse  to  it, 

Texts  of  despair  or  hope,  of  joy  or  moan. 

While  swings  the  sea,  while  mists  the  mountains  shroud, 

While  thunder's  surges  burst  on  cliffs  of  cloud, 

Still  at  the  prophets'  feet  the  nations  sit. 

BEAVER  BROOK. 

HUSHED  with  broad  sunlight  lies  the  hill, 
And,  minuting  the  long  day's  loss, 
The  cedar's  shadow,  slow  and  still, 
Creeps  o'er  its  dial  of  gray  moss. 

Warm  noon  brims  full  the  valley's  cup, 
The  aspen's  leaves  are  scarce  astir, 
Only  the  little  mill  sends  up 
Its  busy,  never-ceasing  burr. 

Climbing  the  loose-piled  wall  that  hems 
The  road  along  the  mill-pond's  brink, 
From  'neath  the  arching  barberry-stems, 
My  footstep  scares  the  shy  chewink. 

Beneath  a  bony  buttonwood 
The  mill's  red  door  lets  forth  the  din ; 
The  whitened  miller,  dust-imbued, 
Flits  past  the  square  of  dark  within. 

No  mountain  torrent's  strength  is  here ; 
Sweet  Beaver,  child  of  forest  still, 
Heaps  its  small  pitcher  to  the  ear, 
And  gently  waits  the  miller's  will. 

Swift  slips  Undine  along  the  race 
Unheard,  and  then,  with  flashing  bound, 
Floods  the  dull  wheel  with  light  and  grace, 
And,  laughing,  hunts  the  loath  drudge  round. 

The  miller  dreams  not  at  what  cost 
The  quivering  mill-stones  hum  and  whirl, 
Nor  how  for  every  turn  are  tost 
Armfuls  of  diamond  and  of  pearl. 
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But  Summer  cleared  my  happier  eyes 
With  drops  of  some  celestial  juice, 
To  see  how  Beauty  underlies 
For  evermore  each  form  of  Use. 

And  more :  methought  I  saw  that  flood, 
Which  now  so  dull  and  darkling  steals, 
Thick,  here  and  there,  with  human  blood, 
To  turn  the  world's  laborious  wheels. 

No  more  than  doth  the  miller  there, 
Shut  in  our  several  cells,  do  we 
Know  with  what  waste  of  beauty  rare 
Moves  every  day's  machinery. 

Surely  the  wiser  time  shall  come 
When  this  fine  overplus  of  might, 
Xo  longer  sullen,  slow,  and  dumb, 
Shall  leap  to  music  and  to  light. 

In  that  new  childhood  of  the  Earth 

Life  of  itself  shall  dance  and  play, 

Fresh  blood  in  Time's  shrunk  veins  make  mirth, 

And  labor  meet  delight  half-way. 
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KOSSUTH. 

A  RACE  of  nobles  may  die  out, 
A  royal  line  may  leave  no  heir  ; 
Wise  Nature  sets  no  guards  about 
Her  pewter  plate  and  wooden  ware. 

But  they  fail  not,  the  kinglier  breed, 

Who  starry  diadems  attain  ; 

To  dungeon,  axe,  and  stake  succeed 

Heirs  of  the  old  heroic  strain. 

The  zeal  of  Nature  never  cools, 

Xor  is  she  thwarted  of  her  ends ; 

When  gapped  and  dulled  her  cheaper  tools, 

Then  she  a  saint  and  prophet  spends. 

Land  of  the  Magyars  !  though  it  be 
The  tyrant  may  relink  his  chain, 
Already  thine  the  victory, 
As  the  just  Future  measures  gain. 
Thou  hast  succeeded,  thou  hast  won 
The  deathly  travail's  amplest  worth  ; 
A  nation's  duty  thou  hast  done, 
Giving  a  hero  to  our  earth. 

And  he,  let  come  what  will  of  woe, 
Has  saved  the  land  he  strove  to  save  ; 
No  Cossack  hordes,  no  traitor's  blow, 
Can  quench  the  voice  shall  haunt  his  grave. 

'  I  Kossuth  am  :  0  Future,  thou 
That  clear'st  the  just  and  blott'st  the  vile, 
O'er  this  small  dust  in  reverence  bow, 
Eemembering  what  I  was  erewhile. 

'  I  was  the  chosen  trump  wherethrough 
Our  God  sent  forth  awakening  breath  ; 
Came  chains  ?   Came  death  ?   The  strain  He  blew 
Sounds  on,  outliving  chains  and  death.' 
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TO  LAMARTINE. 

1848. 
I  DID  not  praise  thee  when  the  crowd, 

'Witched  with  the  moment's  inspiration, 
Vexed  thy  still  ether  with  hosannas  loud, 
And  stamped  their  dusty  adoration  ; 
I  but  looked  upward  with  the  rest, 
And,  when  they  shouted  Greatest,  whispered  Best. 

They  raised  thee  not,  but  rose  to  thee, 

Their  fickle  wreaths  about  thee  flinging  ; 

So  on  some  marble  Phoebus  the  high  sea 

Might  leave  his  worthless  sea-weed  clinging, 
But  pious  hands,  with  reverent  care, 

Make  the  pure  limbs  oner  more  sublimely  bare. 

Now  thou'rt  thy  plain,  grand  self  again, 
Thou  art  secure  from  panegyric, — 

Thou  who  gav'st  politics  an  epic  strain, 

And  actedst  Freedom's  noblest  lyric  ; 
This  side  the  Blessed  Isles,  no  tree 

Grows  green  enough  to  make  a  wreath  for  thee. 

Nor  can  blame  cling  to  thee  ;  the  snow 

From  swinish  footprints  takes  no  staining, 

But,  leaving  the  gross  soils  of  earth  below, 
Its  spirit  mounts,  the  skies  regaining, 
And  unresenting  falls  again, 

To  beautify  the  world  with  dews  and  rain. 

The  highest  duty  to  mere  man  vouchsafed 
Was  laid  on  thee, — out  of  wild  chaos, 

When  the  roused  popular  ocean  foamed  and  chafed, 

And  vulture  War  from  his  Imaus 
Snuffed  blood,  to  summon  homely  Peace, 

And  show  that  only  order  is  release. 

To  carve  thy  fullest  thought,  what  though 
Time  was  not  granted  ?  Aye  in  history, 

Like  that  Dawn's  face  which  baffled  Angelo, 
Left  shapeless,  grander  for  its  mystery, 
Thy  great  Design  shall  stand,  and  day 

Flood  its  blind  front  from  Orients  far  away. 

Who  says  thy  day  is  o'er?     Control, 
My  heart,  that  bitter  first  emotion ; 

While  men  shall  reverence  the  steadfast  soul, 

The  heart  in  silent  self-devotion 
Breaking,  the  mild,  heroic  mien, 

Thou'lt  need  no  prop  of  marble,  Lamartine. 
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If  France  reject  thee,  'tis  not  thine, 

But  her  own,  exile  that  she  utters ; 
Ideal  France,  the  deathless,  the  divine, 

Will  be  where  thy  white  pennon  flutters, 
As  once  the  nobler  Athens  went 
With  Aristides  into  banishment. 

Jso  fitting  metewand  hath  To-day 

For  measuring  spirits  of  thy  stature, — 
Only  the  Future  can  reach  up  to  lay 

The  laurel  on  that  lofty  nature, — 
Bard,  who  with  some  diviner  art 
Has  touched  the  bard's  true  lyre,  a  nation's  heart. 

Swept  by  thy  hand,  the  gladdened  chords, 

Crashed  now  in  discords  fierce  by  others, 

Gave  forth  one  note  beyond  all  skill  of  words, 

And  chimed  together,  We  arc  brothers. 
0  poem  unsurpassed !  it  ran 

All  round  the  world,  unlocking  man  to  man. 

France  is  too  poor  to  pay  alone 

The  service  of  that  ample  spirit ; 
Paltry  seem  low  dictatorship  and  throne, 

If  balanced  with  thy  simple  merit. 
They  had  to  thee  been  rust  and  loss; 
Thy  aim  was  higher, — thou  hast  climbed  a  Cross. 

TO  JOHN  G.   PALFREY. 

THEEE  are  who  triumph  in  a  losing  cause, 
Who  can  put  on  defeat,  as  'twere  a  wreath 
Unwithering  in  the  adverse  popular  breath, 

Safe  from  the  blasting  demagogue's  applause  ; 

'Tis  they  who  stand  for  Freedom  and  God's  laws. 

And  so  stands  Palfrey  now  as  Marvell  stood, 
Loyal  to  Truth  dethroned,  nor  could  be  wooed 

To  trust  the  playful  tiger's  velvet  paws  : 
And  if  the  second  Charles  brought  in  decay 

Of  ancient  virtue,  if  it  well  might  wring 
Souls  that  had  broadened  'neath  a  nobler  day, 

To  see  a  losel,  marketable  king 
Fearfully  watering  with  his  realm's  best  blood 

Cromwell's  quenched  bolts,  that  erst  had  crackedand  flamed, 
Scaring,  through  all  their  depths  of  courtier  mud, 

Europe's  crowned  bloodsuckers, — how  more  ashamed 
Ought  we  to  be,  who  see  Corruption's  flood 

Still  rise  o'er  last  year's  mark,  to  mine  away 

Our  brazen  idol's  feet  of  treacherous  clay ! 
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0  utter  degradation !     Freedom  turned 

Slavery's  vile  bawd,  to  cozen  and  betray 

To  the  old  lecher's  clutch  a  maiden  prey, 
If  so  a  loathsome  pander's  fee  be  earned ! 

And  we  are  silent, — we  who  daily  tread 
A  soil  sublime,  at  least,  with  heroes'  graves  ! — 

Beckon  no  more,  shades  of  the  noble  dead  ! 
Be  dumb,  ye  heaven-touched  lips  of  winds  and  waves  ! 

Or  hope  to  rouse  some  Coptic  dullard,  hid 
Ages  ago,  wrapt  stiffly,  fold  on  fold, 
With  cerements  close,  to  wither  in  the  cold 

Forever  hushed,  and  sunless  pyramid  ! 

Beauty  and  Truth,  and  all  that  these  contain, 
Drop  not  like  ripened  fruit  about  our  feet  ; 

We  climb  to  them  through  years  of  sweat  and  pain  ; 

Without  long  struggle,  none  did  e'er  attain 
The  downward  look  from  Quiet's  blissful  seat : 

Though  present  loss  may  be  the  hero's  part, 

Yet  none  can  rob  him  of  the  victor  heart 
Whereby  the  broad-realmed  future  is  subdued, 

And  Wrong,  which  now  insults  from  triumph's  car, 

Sending  her  vulture  hope  to  raven  far, 
Is  made  unwilling  tributary  of  Good. 

O  Mother  State,  how  quenched  thy  Sinai  fires  ! 

Is  there  none  left  of  thy  staunch  Mayflower  breed  ? 
No  spark  among  the  ashes  of  thy  sires, 

Of  Virtue's  altar-flame  the  kindling  seed  ? 
Are  these  thy  great  men,  these  that  cringe  and  creep, 

And  writhe  through  slimy  ways  to  place  and  power  ? — 
How  long,  O  Lord,  before  thy  wrath  shall  reap 

Our  frail-stemmed  summer  prosperings  in  their  flower  ? 
0  for  one  hour  of  that  undaunted  stock 
That  went  with  Vane  and  Sydney  to  the  block ! 

0  for  a  whiff  of  Naseby,  that  would  sweep, 
With  its  stern  Puritan  besom,  all  this  chnff 
From  the  Lord's  threshing-floor !     Yet  more  than  half 

The  victory  is  attained  when  one  or  two, 

Through  the  fool's  laughter  and  the  traitor's  scorn, 
Beside  thy  sepulchre  can  abide  the  morn, 

Crucified  Truth,  when  thou  shalt  rise  anew. 
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TO  W.  L.  GARRISON. 

'  Some  time  afterwards,  it  was  reported  to  me  by  the  city  officers  that 
they  had  ferreted  out  the  paper  and  its  editor  ;  that  his  office  was  an 
ob=cure  hole,  his  only  visible  auxiliary  a  negro  boy,  and  his  ?upporters 
a  few  very  insignificant  persons  of  all  colors.'— Letter  of  H.  G.  Otis. 

IN  a  small  chamber,  friendless  and  unseen, 

Toiled  o'er  his  types  one  poor,  unlearned  young  man; 

The  place  was  dark,  unfurni hired,  and  mean  ;— 
Yet  there  the  freedom  of  a  race  began. 

Help  came  but  slowly  ;  surely  no  man  yet 

Put  lever  to  the  heavy  world  with  less  : 
What  need  of  help  ?     He  knew  how  types  were  set, 

He  had  a  dauntless  spirit,  and  a  press. 

Such  earnest  natures  are  the  fiery  pith, 

The  compact  nucleus  round  which  systems  grow  ! 

3Iass  after  mass  becomes  inspired  therewith, 
And  whirls  impregnate  with  the  central  glow. 

O  Truth !  0  Freedom !  how  are  ye  still  born 

In  the  rude  stable,  in  the  manger  nursed ! 
What  humble  hands  unbar  those  gates  of  morn 

Through  which  the  splendors  of  the  New  Day  burst ! 
What !  shall  one  monk,  scarce  known  beyond  his  cell, 

Front  Rome's  far-reaching  bolts,  and  scorn  her  frown  ? 
Brave  Liither  answered  YES  ;  that  thunder's  swell 

Rocked  Europe,  and  discharmed  the  triple  crown.  "s 
Whatever  can  be  known  of  earth  we  know, 

Sneered  Europe's  wise  men,  in  their  snail-shells  curled ; 
No !  said  one  man  in  Genoa,  and  that  No 

Out  of  the  dark  created  this  New  World. 

Who  is  it  will  not  dare  himself  to  trust? 

Who  is  it  hath  not  strength  to  stand  alone  ? 
Who  is  it  thwarts  and  bilks  the  inward  MUST  'i 

He  and  his  works,  like  sand,  from  earth  are  blown. 
Men  of  a  thousand  shifts  and  wiles,  look  here ! 

See  one  straightforward  conscience  put  in  pawn 
To  win  a  world ;  see  the  obedient  sphere 

By  bravery's  simple  gravitation  drawn  ! 

Shall  we  not  heed  the  lesson  taught  of  old, 

And  by  the  Present's  lips  repeated  still, 
In  our  own  single  manhood  to  be  bold, 

Fortressed  in  conscience  and  impregnable 
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Wo  stride  the  river  daily  at  its  spring, 

Nor,  in  our  childish  thoughtlessness,  foresee 

What  myriad  vassal  streams  shall  tribute  bring, 
How  like  an  equal  it  shall  greet  the  sea. 

0  small  beginnings,  ye  are  great  and  strong, 
Based  on  a  faithful  heart  and  weariless  brain ! 

Ye  build  the  future  fair,  ye  conquer  wrong, 
Ye  earn  the  crown,  and  wear  it  not  in  vain. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  C.   T.   TORRE  Y 

WOK  worth  the  hour  when  it  is  crime 

To  plead  the  poor  dumb  bondman's  cause. 
When  all  that  makes  the  heart  sublime, 
The  glorious  throbs  that  conquer  time, 
Are  traitors  to  our  cruel  laws ! 

He  strove  among  God's  suffering  poor 
One  gleam  of  brotherhood  to  send ; 
The  dungeon  oped  its  hungry  door 
To  give  the  truth  one  martyr  more, 
Then  shut, — and  here  behold  the  end  ! 

O  Mother  State !  when  this  was  done, 
No  pitying  throe  thy  bosom  gave  ; 

Silent  thou  saw'st  the  death-shroud  spun, 

And  now  thou  givest  to  thy  son 
The  stranger's  charity — a  grave. 

Must  it  be  thus  forever  ?  No ! 

The  hand  of  God  sows  not  in  vain  ; 
Long  sleeps  the  darkling  seed  below, 
The  seasons'come,  and  change,  and  go, 

And  all  the  fields  are  deep  with  grain. 

Although  our  brother  lie  asleep, 

Man's  heart  still  struggles,  still  aspires ; 
His  grave  shall  quiver  yet,  while  deep 
Through  the  brave  Bay  State's  pulses  leap 
Her  ancient  energies  and  fires. 

When  hours  like  this  the  senses'  gush 

Have  stilled  and  left  the  spirit  room, 
It  hears  amid  the  eternal  hush 
The  swooping  pinions'  dreadful  rush, 

That  bring  the  vengeance  and  the  doom ;— 
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Net  man's  brute  vengeance,  such  as  rends 

What  rivets  man  to  man  apart, — 
God  doth  not  so  bring  round  his  ends, 
But  waits  the  ripened  time,  and  sends 

His  mercy  to  the  oppressor's  heart. 
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I  DO  not  come  to  weep  above  thy  pall,  ' 
And  mourn  the  dying-out  of  noble  powers  ; 

The  poet's  clearer  eye  should  see,  in  all 

Earth's  seeming  woe,  the  seed  of  Heaven's  flowers. 

Truth  needs  no  champions  :  in  the  infinite  deep 

Of  everlasting  Soul  her  strength  abides, 
From  Nature's  heart  her  mighty  pulses  leap,  _ 

Through  Nature's  veins  her  strength,  undying,  tides. 

Peace  is  more  strong  than  war,  and  gentleness, 

Where  force  were  vain,  makes  conquest  o'er  the  wave ; 

And  love  lives  on  and  hath  a  power  to  bless, 
When  they  who  loved  are  hidden  in  the  grave. 

The  sculptured  marble  brags  of  death-strewn  fields, 

And  Glory's  epitaph  is  writ  in  blood  ; 
But  Alexander  now  to  Plato  yields, 

Clarkson  will  stand  where  Wellington  hath  stood. 

I  watch  the  circle  of  the  eternal  years, 

And  read  for  ever  in  the  storied  page 
One  lengthened  roll  of  blood,  and  wrong,  and  tears, — 

One  onward  step  of  Truth  from  age  to  age. 

The  poor  are  crushed ;  the  tyrants  link  their  chain ; 

The  poet  sings  through  narrow  dungeon -grates ; 
Man's  hope  lies  quenched ; — and,  lo !  with  steadfast  gain 

Freedom  doth  forge  her  mail  of  adverse  fates. 

Men  slay  the  prophets  ;  fagot,  rack,  and  cross 
Make  up  the  groaning  record  of  the  past ; 

But  Evil's  triumphs  are  her  endless  loss, 
And  sovereign  Beauty  wins  the  soul  at  last. 

No  power  can  die  that  ever  wrought  for  Truth ; 

Thereby  a  law  of  Nature  it  became, 
And  lives  unwithered  in  its  sinewy  youth, 

When  he  who  called  it  forth  is  but  a  name. 
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Therefore  I  cannot  think  thee  wholly  gone  ; 

The  better  part  of  thee  is  with  us  still ; 
Thy  soul  its  hampering  clay  aside  hath  thrown, 

And  only  freer  wrestles  with  the  111. 

Thou  livest  in  the  life  of  all  good  things  ; 

What  words  thou  spak'st  for  Freedom  shall  not  die ; 
Thou  sleepest  not,  for  now  thy  Love  hath  wings 

To  soar  where  hence  thy  Hope  could  hardly  fly. 

And  often,  from  that  other  world,  on  this 

Some  gleams  from  great  souls  gone  before  may  shine 

To  shed  on  struggling  hearts  a  clearer  bliss, 
And  clothe  the  Right  with  lustre  more  divine. 

Thou  art  not  idle :  in  thy  higher  sphere 

Thy  spirit  bends  itself  to  loving  tasks, 
And  strength,  to  perfect  what  it  dreamed  of  here, 

Is  all  the  crown  and  glory  that  it  asks. 

For  sure,  in  Heaven's  wide  chambers,  there  is  room 
For  love  and  pity,  and  for  helpful  deeds  ; 

Else  were  our  summons  thither  but  a  doom 
To  life  more  vain  than  this  in  clayey  weeds. 

From  off  the  starry  mountain-peak  of  song, 
Thy  spirit  shows  me,  in  the  coming  time, 

An  earth  unwithered  by  the  foot  of  wrong, 
A  race  revering  its  own  soul  sublime. 

What  wars,  what  martyrdoms,  what  crimes  may  come, 
Thou  knowest  not,  nor  I ;  but  God  will  lead 

The  prodigal  soul  from  want  and  sorrow  home, 
And  Eden  ope  her  gates  to  Adam's  seed. 

Farewell !  good  man,  good  angel  now !  this  hand 
Soon,  like  thine  own,  shall  lose  its  cunning,  too  ; 

Soon  shall  this  soul,  like  thine,  bewildered  stand, 
Then  leap  to  thread  the  free,  unfathomed  blue : 

When  that  day  comes,  0,  may  this  hand  grow  cold, 
Busy,  like  thine,  for  Freedom  and  the  Eight  ; 

0,  may  this  soul,  like  thine,  be  ever  bold 
To  face  dark  Slavery's  encroaching  blight ! 

This  laurel -leaf  I  cast  upon  thy  bier  ; 

Let  worthier  hands  than  these  thy  wreath  entwine  ; 
Upon  thy  hearse  I  shed  no  useless  tear, — 

For  us  weep  rather  thou  in  calm  divin*.' 

1842. 
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TO  THE  MEMOEY  OF  HOOD. 

ANOTHER  star  'neath  Time's  horizon  dropped, 
To  gleam  o'er  unknown  lands  and  seas ; 

Another  heart  that  beat  for  freedom  stopped, — • 
What  mournful  words  are  these ! 

0  Love  Divine,  that  claspest  our  tired  earth, 

And  lullest  it  upon  thy  heart, 
Thou  knowest  how  much  a  gentle  soul  is  worch 

To  teach  men  what  thou  art ! 

His  was  a  spirit  that  to  all  thy  poor 

Was  kind  as  slumber  after  pain : 
Why  ope  so  soon  thy  heaven-deep  Quiet's  door 

And  call  him  home  again  ? 

Freedom  needs  all  her  poets :  it  is  they 

Who  give  her  aspirations  wings, 
And  to  the  wiser  law  of  music  sway 

Her  wild  imaginings. 

Yet  thou  hast  called  him,  nor  art  thou  unkin-1, 

O  Love  Divine,  for  'tis  thy  will 
That  gracious  natures  leave  their  love  behind 

To  work  for  Freedom  still. 

Let  laurelled  marbles  weigh  on  other  tombs, 

Let  anthems  peal  for  other  dead, 
Rustling  the  bannered  depth  of  minster-glooms 

With  their  exulting  spread. 

His  epitaph  shall  mock  the  short-lived  stone 

No  lichen  shall  its  lines  efface, 
He  needs  these  few  and  simple  lines  alone 

To  mark  his  resting-place  : — 

:  Here  lies  a  Poet.     Stranger,  if  to  thee 

His  claim  to  memory  be  obscure, 
If  thou  wouldst  learn  how  truly  great  was  he, 

Go,  ask  it  of  the  poor.' 
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TO    A.    C.    L. 

THROUGH  suffering  and  sorrow  thou  hast  passed 

To  show  us  what  a  woman  true  may  be : 

They  have  not  taken  sympathy  from  thee, 

Nor  made  thee  any  other  than  thou  wast, 

Save  as  some  tree,  which,  in  a  sudden  blast, 

Sheddeth  those  blossoms,  that  are  weakly  grown, 

Upon  the  air,  but  keepeth  every  one 

Whose  strength  gives  warrant  of  good  fruit  at  last : 

So  thou  hast  shed  some  blooms  of  gaiety, 

But  never  one  of  steadfast  cheerfulness ; 

Nor  hath  thy  knowledge  of  adversity 

Robbed  thee  of  any  faith  in  happiness, 

But  rather  cleared  thine  inner  eyes  to  see 

How  many  simple  ways  there  are  to  bless. 


1840. 


II 

WHAT  were  I,  Love,  if  I  were  stripped  of  thee, 
If  thine  eyes  shut  me  out  whereby  I  live, 
Thou,  who  unto  my  calmer  soul  dost  give 
Knowledge,  and  Truth,  and  holy  Mystery, 
Wherein  Truth  mainly  lies  for  those  who  see 
Beyond  the  earthly  and  the  fugitive, 
Who  in  the  grandeur  of  the  soul  believe, 
And  only  in  the  Infinite  are  free  ? 
Without  thee  I  were  naked,  bleak,  and  bare 
As  yon  dead  cedar  on  the  sea-cliff's  brow ; 
And  Nature's  teachings,  which  come  to  me  now,. 
Common  and  beautiful  as  light  and  air, 
Would  be  as  fruitless  as  a  stream  which  still 
Slips  through  the  wheel  of  some  old  ruined  mill. 
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III 

I  WOULD  not  have  this  perfect  love  of  ours 

Grow  from  a  single  root,  a  single  stem, 

Bearing  no  goodly  fruit,  but  only  flowers 

That  idly  hide  life's  iron  diadem : 

It  should  grow  alway  like  that  eastern  tree 

Whose  limbs  take  root  and  spread  forth  constantly  ; 

That  love  for  one,  from  which  there  doth  not  spring 

Wide  love  for  all,  is  but  a  worthless  thing. 

Not  in  another  world,  as  poets  prate, 

Dwell  we  apart  above  the  tide  of  things, 

High  floating  o'er  earth's  clouds  on  faery  wings  ; 

But  our  pure  love  doth  ever  elevate 

Into  a  holy  bond  of  brotherhood 

All  earthly  things,  making  them  pure  and  good. 


IV 

;  FOR  this  true  nobleness  I  seek  in  vain, 
In  woman  and  in  man  I  find  it  not ; 
I  almost  weary  of  my  earthly  lot, 
My  life-springs  are  dried  up  with  burning  pain.' 
Thou  find'st  it  not  ?     I  pray  thee  look  again, 
Look  inward  through  the  depths  of  thine  own  soul. 
How  is  it  with  thee  ?   Art  thou  sound  and  whole  ? 
Doth  narrow  search  show  thee  no  earthly  stain  ? 
Be  NOBLE  !  and  the  nobleness  that  lies 
In  other  men,  sleeping,  but  never  dead 
Will  rise  in  majesty  to  meet  thine  own  ; 
Then  wilt  thou  see  it  gleam  in  many  eyes, 
Then  will  pure  light  around  thy  path  be  shed, 
And  thou  wilt  never  more  be  sad  and  lone. 
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TO    THE    SPIRIT    OF    KEATS. 

GRKAT  soul,  them  sittest  with  me  in  my  room, 
Uplifting  me  with  thy  vast,  quiet  eyes, 
On  whose  full  orbs,  with  kindly  lustre,  lies 
The  twilight  warmth  of  ruddy  ember-gloom : 
Thy  clear,  strong  tones  will  oft  bring  sudden  bloom 
Of  hope  secure,  to  him  who  lonely  cries, 
Wrestling  with  the  young  poet's  agonies, 
Neglect  and  scorn,  which  seem  a  certain  doom : 
Yes  !  the  few  words  which,  like  great  thunderdrops, 
Thy  large  heart  down  to  earth  shook  doubtfully, 
Thrilled  by  the  inward  lightning  of  its  might, 
Serene  and  pure,  like  gushing  joy  of  light, 
Shall  track  the  eternal  chords  of  Destiny, 
After  the  moon-led  pulse  of  ocean  stops. 

1841. 


VI 

GRKAT  Truths  are  portions  of  the  soul  of  man ; 

Great  souls  are  portions  of  Eternity  ; 

Each  drop  of  blood  that  e'er  through  true  heart  ran 

With  lofty  message,  ran  for  thee  and  me  ; 

For  God's  law,  since  the  starry  song  began, 

Hath  been,  and  still  for  evermore  must  be, 

That  every  deed  which  shall  outlast  Time's  span 

Must  goad  the  soul  to  be  erect  and  free ; 

Slave  is  no  word  of  deathless  lineage  sprung, — 

Too  many  noble  souls  have  thought  and  died, 

Too  many  mighty  poets  lived  and  sung, 

And  our  good  Saxon,  from  lips  purified 

With  martyr-fire,  throughout  the  world  hath  rung 

Too  long  to  have  God's  holy  cause  elenied. 
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VII 

I  ASK  not  for  those  thoughts,  that  sudden  leap 

From  being's  sea,  like  the  isle-seeming  Kraken, 

With  whose  great  rise  the  ocean  all  is  shaken 

And  a  heart-tremble  quivers  through  the  deep ; 

Give  me  that  growth  which  some  perchance  deem  sleep, 

Wherewith  the  steadfast  coral-stems  uprise, 

Which,  by  the  toil  of  gathering  energies, 

Their  upward  way  into  clear  sunshine  keep, 

Until,  by  Heaven's  sweetest  influences, 

Slowly  and  slowly  spreads  a  speck  of  green 

Into  a  pleasant  island  in  the  seas, 

Where,  'mid  tall  palms,  the  cane-roofed  home  is  seen, 

And  wearied  men  shall  sit  at  sunset's  hour, 

Hearing  the  leaves  and  loving  God's  dear  power. 
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VIII 
TO    M.    \V.,    ON    HER    BIRTHDAY. 

N,  when  such  a  soul  as  thine  is  born, 
The  morning  stars  their  ancient  music  make. 
And,  joyful,  once  again  their  song  awake, 
Long  silent  now  with  melancholy  scorn  ; 
And  thou,  not  mindless  of  so  blest  a  morn, 
By  no  least  deed  its  harmony  shall  break, 
But  shalt  to  that  high  chime  thy  footsteps  take. 
Through  life's  most  darksome  passes  unforlorn  ; 
Therefore  from  thy  pure  faith  thou  shalt  not  fall, 
Therefore  shalt  thou  be  ever  fair  and  free, 
And  in  thine  every  motion  musical 
As  summer  air,  majestic  as  the  sen, 
A  mystery  to  those  who  creep  and  crawl 
Through  Time,  and  part  it  from  Eternitv. 
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IX 

MY  Love,  I  have  no  fear  that  thou  shouldst  die ; 

Albeit  I  ask  no  fairer  life  than  this, 

Whose  numbering-clock  is  still  thy  gentle  kiss, 

While  Time  and  Peace  with  hands  enlocked  fly, — 

Yet  care  I  not  where  in  Eternity 

We  live  and  love,  well  knowing  that  there  is 

No  backward  step  for  those  who  feel  the  bliss 

Of  Faith  as  their  most  lofty  yearnings  high  : 

Love  hath  so  purified  my  being's  core, 

Meseems  I  scarcely  should  be  startled,  even, 

To  find,  some  morn,  that  thou  hadst  gone  before ; 

Since,  with  thy  love,  this  knowledge  too  was  given, 

Which  each  calm  day  doth  strengthen  more  and  more, 

That  they  who  love  are  but  one  step  from  Heaven. 
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X 

I  CANNOT  think  that  thou  shouldst  pass  away, 

Whose  life  to  mine  is  an  eternal  law, 

A  piece  of  nature  that  can  have  no  flaw, 

A  new  and  certain  sunrise  every  day ; 

But,  if  thou  art  to  be  another  ray 

About  the  Sun  of  Life,  and  art  to  live 

Free  from  all  of  thee  that  was  fugitive, 

The  debt  of  Love  I  will  more  fully  pay,     • 

Not  downcast  with  the  thought  of  thee  so  high, 

But  rather  raised  to  be  a  nobler  man, 

And  more  divine  in  my  humanity, 

As  knowing  that  the  waiting  eyes  which  scan 

My  life  are  lighted  by  a  purer  being, 

And  ask  meek,  calm -browed  deeds,  with  it  agreeing. 
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XI 

THERE  never  yet  was  flower  fair  in  vain, 
Let  classic  poets  rhyme  it  as  they  will; 
The  seasons  toil  that  it  may  blow  again, 
And  summer's  heart  doth  feel  its  every  ill ; 
Nor  is  a  true  soul  ever  born  for  naught ; 
Wherever  any  such  hath  lived  and  died, 
There  hath  been  something  for  true  freedom  wrought, 
Some  bulwark  levelled  on  the  evil  side : 
Toil  on,  then,  Greatness  !  thou  art  in  the  right, 
However  narrow  souls  may  call  thee  wrong  ; 
Be  as  thou  wouldst  be  in  thine  own  clear  sight, 
And  so  thou  wilt  in  all  the  world's  ere  long ; 
For  worldlings  cannot,  struggle  as  they  may, 
From  man's  great  soul  one  great  thought  hide  away. 

1841. 


XII 

SUB   PONDERE   CRESC1T. 

THE  hope  of  Truth  grows  stronger  day  by  day  : 
I  hear  the  soul  of  Man  around  mo  waking, 
Like  a  great  sea,  its  frozen  fetters  breaking, 
And  flinging  up  to  heaven  its  sunlit  spray, 
Tossing  huge  continents  in  scornful 'play, 
And  crushing  them,  with  din  of  grinding  thunder, 
That  makes  old  emptinesses  stare  in  wonder ; 
The  memory  of  a  glory  passed  away 
Lingers  in  every  heart,  as,  in  the  shell, 
Resounds  the  bygone  freedom  of  the  sea, 
And,  every  hour  new  signs  of  promise  tell 
That  the  great  soul  shall  once  again  be  free, 
For  high,  and  yet  more  high,  the  murmurs  swell 
Of  inward  strife  for  truth  and  liberty. 
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XIII 

BELOVED,  in  the  noisy  city  here, 

The  thought  of  thee  can  make  all  turmoil  cease 

Around  my  spirit,  folds  thy  spirit  clear 

Its  still,  soft  arms,  and  circles  it  with  peace; 

There  is  no  room  for  any  doubt  or  fear 

In  souls  so  overfilled  with  love's  increase, 

There  is  no  memory  of  the  bygone  year 

But  growth  in  heart's  and  spirit's  perfect  ease  : 

How  hath  our  love,  half  nebulous  at  first, 

Rounded  itself  into  a  full-orbed  sun ! 

How  have  our  lives  and  wills  (as  haply  erst 

They  were,  ere  this  forgetfulness  begun,) 

Through  all  their  earthly  distantness  outburst, 

And  melted,  like  two  rays  of  light,  in  one ! 
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XIV 

ON    READING   WORDSWORTH'S    SONNETS    IN     DEFENCE     OF 
CAPITAL    PUNISHMENT. 

As  the  broad  ocean  endlessly  upheaveth, 
With  the  majestic  beating  of  his  heart, 
The  mighty  tides,  whereof  its  rightful  part 
Each  sea-wide  bay  and  little  weed  receiveth,— 
So,  through  his  soul  who  earnestly  believeth, 
Life  from  the  universal  Heart  doth  flow, 
Whereby  some  conquest  of  the  eternal  Woe, 
By  instinct  of  God's  nature,  he  achieveth  : 
A  fuller  pulse  of  this  all-powerful  beauty 
Into  the  poet's  gulf-like  heart  doth  tide, 
And  he  more  keenly  feels  the  glorious  duty 
Of  serving  Truth,  despised  and  crucified, — 
Happy,  unknowing  sect  or  creed,  to  rest 
And  feel  Grod  flow  forever  through  his  breast. 
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XV 

THE   SAME   CONTINUED. 

ONCE  hardly  in  a  cycle  blossometh 
A  flower-like  soul  ripe  with  the  seeds  of  song, 
A  spirit  fore-ordained  to  cope  with  wrong, 
Whose  divine  thoughts  are  natural  as  breath, 
Who  the  old  Darkness  thickly  scattereth 
With  starry  words,  that  shoot  prevailing  light 
Into  the  deeps,  and  wither,  with  the  blight 
Of  serene  Truth,  the  coward  heart  of  Death  : 
Woe,  if  such  spirit  thwart  its  errand  high, 
And  mock  with  lies  the  longing  soul  of  man ! 
Yet  one  age  longer  must  true  Culture  lie, 
Soothing  her  bitter  fetters  as  she  can, 
Until  new  messages  of  love  outstart 
At  the  next  beating  of  the  infinite  Heart. 


XVI 

THE    SAME   CONTINUED. 

THE  love  of  all  things  springs  from  love  of  one  ; 

Wider  the  soul's  horizon  hourly  grows, 

And  over  it  with  fuller  glory  flows 

The  sky -like  spirit  of  God  ;  a  hope  begun 

In  doubt  and  darkness  'neath  a  fairer  sun 

Cometh  to  fruitage,  if  it  be  of  Truth  ; 

And  to  the  law  of  meekness,  faith,  and  ruth, 

By  inward  sympathy,  shall  all  be  won  : 

This  thou  shouldst  know,  who,  from  the  painted  feature 

Of  shifting  Fashion,  couldst  thy  brethren  turn 

Unto  the  love  of  ever-youthful  Nature, 

And  of  a  beauty  fadeless  and  eterne  ; 

And  always  'tis  the  saddest  sight  to  see 

An  old  man  faithless  in  Humanity. 
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XVII 

THE    SAME   CONTINUED. 

A  POET  cannot  strive  for  despotism  ; 

His  harp  falls  shattered  ;  for  it  still  must  be 

The  instinct  of  great  spirits  to  be  free, 

And  the  sworn  foes  of  cunning  barbarism : 

He,  who  has  deepest  searched  the  wide  abysm 

Of  that  life-giving  Soul  which  men  call  fate, 

Knows  that  to  put  more  faith  in  lies  and  hate 

Than  truth  and  love  is  the  true  atheism : 

Upward  the  soul  forever  turns  her  eyes ; 

The  next  hour  always  shames  the  hour  before  ; 

One  beauty,  at  its  highest,  prophesies 

That  by  whose  side  it  shall  seem  mean  and  poor; 

No  God-like  thing  knows  aught  of  less  and  less, 

But  widens  to  the  boundless  Perfectness. 


XVIII 
THE    SAME   CONTINUED. 

THEREFORE  think  not  the  Past  is  wise  alone, 
For  Yesterday  knows  nothing  of  the  Best, 
And  thou  shalt  love  it  only  as  the  nest 
Whence  glory-winged  things  to  Heaven  have  flown 
To  the  great  Soul  alone  are  all  things  known  ; 
Present  and  future  are  to  her  as  past, 
While  she  in  glorious  madness  doth  forecast 
That  perfect  bud,  which  seems  a  flower  full-blown 
To  each  new  Prophet,  and  yet  always  opes 
Fuller  and  fuller  with  each  day  and  hour, 
Heartening  the  soul  with  odor  of  fresh  hopes, 
And  longings  high,  and  gushings  of  wide  power, 
Yet  never  is  or  shall  be  fully  blown 
Save  in  the  forethought  of  the  Eternal  One. 
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XIX 

THE    SAME   CONCLUDED. 

FAR  'yond  this  narrow  parapet  of  Time, 
With  eyes  uplift,  the  poet's  soul  should  look 
Into  the  Endless  Promise,  nor  should  brook 
One  prying  doubt  to  shake  his  faith  sublime  ; 
To  him  the  earth  is  ever  in  her  prime 
And  dewiness  of  morning  ;  he  can  see 
Good  lying  hid,  from  all  eternity, 
Within  the  teeming  womb  of  sin  and  crime ; 
His  soul  should  not  be  cramped  by  any  bar, 
His  nobleness  should  be  so  God-like  high, 
That  his  least  deed  is  perfect  as  a  star, 
His  common  look  majestic  as  the  sky, 
And  all  o'erflooded  with  a  light  from  far, 
Undimmed  by  clouds  of  weak  mortality. 


XX 

TO   M.    0.    S. 

MARY,  since  first  I  knew  thee,  to  this  hour, 

My  love  hath  deepened,  with  my  wiser  sense 

Of  what  in  Woman  is  to  reverence  ; 

Thy  clear  heart,  fresh  as  e'er  was  forest-flower, 

Still  opens  more  to  me  its  beauteous  dower  ;  — 

But  let  praise  hush, — Love  asks  no  evidence 

To  prove  itself  well-placed ;  we  know  not  whence 

It  gleans  the  straws  that  thatch  its  humble  bower 

We  can  but  say  we  found  it  in  the  heart, 

Spring  of  all  sweetest  thoughts,  arch  foe  of  blame. 

Sower  of  flowers  in  the  dusty  mart, 

Pure  vestal  of  the  poet's  holy  flame, — 

This  is  enough,  and  we  have  done  our  part 

If  we  but  keep  it  spotless  as  it  came. 
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XXI 

OUB  love  is  not  a  fading,  earthly  flower : 

Its  winged  seed  dropped  down  from  Paradise, 

And,  nursed  by  day  and  night,  by  sun  and  shower, 

Doth  momently  to  fresher  beauty  rise : 

To  us  the  leafless  autumn  is  not  bare, 

Nor  winter's  rattling  boughs  lack  lusty  green. 

Our  summer  hearts  make  summer's  fulness,  whore 

No  leaf,  or  bud,  or  blossom  may  be  seen  : 

For  nature's  life  in  love's  deep  life  doth  lie, 

Love, — whose  forgetfulness  is  beauty's  death, 

Whose  mystic  key  these  cells  of  Thou  and  I 

Into  the  infinite  freedom  openeth, 

And  makes  the  body's  dark  and  narrow  grate 

The  wide-flung  leaves  of  Heaven's  palace-gate. 
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XXII 
IN   ABSENCE. 

THESE  rugged,  wintry  days  I  scarce  could  bear, 

Did  I  not  know,  that,  in  the  early  spring, 

When  wild  March  winds  ivpon  their  errands  sing, 

Thou  wouldst  return,  bursting  on  this  still  air, 

Like  those  same  winds,  when,  startled  from  their  lair, 

They  hunt  up  violets,  and  free  swift  brooks, 

From  icy  cares,  even  as  thy  clear  looks 

Bid  my  heart  bloom,  and  sing,  and  break  all  care  : 

When  drops  with  welcome  rain  the  April  day, 

My  flowers  shall  find  their  April  in  thine  eyes, 

Save  there  the  rain  in  dreamy  clouds  doth  stay, 

As  loath  to  fall  out  of  those  happy  skies ; 

Yet  sure,  my  love,  thou  art  most  like  to  May, 

That  comes  with  steady  sun  when  April  dies. 
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XXIII 
WENDELL    PHILLIPS. 

HE  stood  upon  the  world's  broad  threshold  ;  wide 

The  din  of  battle  and  of  slaughter  rose; 

He  saw  God  stand  upon  the  weaker  side, 

That  sank  in  seeming  loss  before  its  foes  ; 

Many  there  were  who  made  great  haste  and  sold 

Unto  the  cunning  enemy  their  swords, 

He  scorned  their  girts  of  fame,  and  power,  and  gold, 

And,  underneath  their  soft  and  flowery  words, 

Heard  the  cold  serpent  hiss  ;  therefore  he  wer;t 

And  humbly  joined  him  to  the  weaker  part, 

Fanatic  named,  and  fool,  yet  well  content 

So  he  could  be  the  nearer  to  God's  heart, 

And  feel  its  solemn  pulses  sending  blood 

Through  all  the  wide-spread  veins  of  endless  good. 


XXIV 

THE    STREET. 

THEY  pass  me  by  like  shadows,  crowds  on  crowds, 
Dim  ghosts  of  men,  that  hover  to  and  fro. 
Hugging  their  bodies  round  them,  like  thin  shrouds 
Wherein  their  souls  were  buried  long  ago : 
They  trampled  on  their  youth,  and  faith,  and  lovo, 
They  cast  their  hopes  of  human-kind  away, 
With  Heaven's  clear  messages  they  madly  strove, 
And  conquered, — and  their  spirits  turned  to  clay . 
Lo  !  how  they  wander  round  the  world,  their  grave, 
Whose  over-gaping  maw  by  such  is  fed 
Gibbering  at  living  men,  and  idly  rave, 
'  We,  only,  truly  live,  but  yo  ar^  doad ' 
Alas  !  poor  fools,  the  anointed  eye  may  trace 
A  dead  soul's  epitaph  in  every  face  ! 
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XXV 

I  GRIEVE  not  that  ripe  Knowledge  takes  away 
The  charm  that  Nature  to  my  childhood  wore, 
For,  with  that  insight,  cometh,  day  by  day, 
A  greater  bliss  than  wonder  was  before  ; 
The  real  doth  not  clip  the  poet's  wings, — 
To  win  the  secret  of  a  weed's  plain  heart 
Ke veals  some  clue  to  spiritual  things, 
And  stumbling  guess  becomes  firm-footed  art : 
Flowers  are  not  flowers  unto  the  poet's  eyes, 
Their  beauty  thrills  him  by  an  inward  sense  ; 
He  knows  that  outward  seemings  are  but  lies, 
Or,  at  the  most,  but  earthly  shadows,  whence 
The  soul  that  looks  within  for  truth  may  guess 
The  presence  of  some  wondrous  heavenliness. 


XXVI 

TO   J.  K.  GIDDINGS. 

GIDDINGS,  far  rougher  names  than  thine  have  grown 

Smoother  than  honey  on  the  lips  Of  men  ; 

And  thou  shalt  aye  be  honourably  known, 

As  one  who  bravely  used  his  tongue  and  pen, 

As  best  befits  a  freeman, — even  for  those, 

To  whom  our  Law's  unblushing  front  denies 

A  right  to  plead  against  the  life-long  woes 

Which  are  the  Negro's  glimpse  of  Freedom's  skies : 

Fear  nothing,  and  hope  all  things,  as  the  Eight 

Alone  may  do  securely ;  every  hour 

The  thrones  of  Ignorance  and  ancient  Night 

Lose  somewhat  of  their  long-usurped  power, 

And  Freedom's  lightest  word  can  make  them  shiver 

With  a  base  dread  that  clings  to  them  for  ever. 
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XXVII 

I  THOUGHT  our  love  at  full,  but  I  did  err; 

Joy's  wreath  drooped  o'er  mine  eyes ;  I  could  not  see^ 

That  sorrow  in  our  happy  world  must  be 

Love's  deepest  spokesman  and  interpreter ; 

But,  as  a  mother  feels  her  child  first  stir 

Under  her  heart,  so  felt  I  instantly 

Deep  in  my  soul  another  bond  to  thee 

Thrill  with  that  life  we  saw  depart  from  her ; 

0  mother  of  our  angel-child  !  twice  dear ! 

Death  knits  as  well  as  parts,  and  still,  I  wis, 

Her  tender  radiance  shall  enfold  us  here, 

Even  as  the  light,  borne  up  by  inward  bliss, 

Threads  the  void  glooms  of  space  without  a  fear, 

To  print  on  farthest  stars  her  pitying  kiss. 


L'ENVOL 

WHETHER  my  heart  hath  wiser  grown  or  not, 

In  these  three  years,  since  I  to  thee  inscribed, 

^line  own  betrothed,  the  firstlings  of  my  muse, — - 

Poor  windfalls  of  unripe  experience, 

Young  buds  plucked  hastily  by  childish  hands 

Not  patient  to  await  more  full-blown  flowers, — 

At  least  it  hath  seen  more  of  life  and  men, 

And  pondered  more,  and  grown  a  shade  more  sad ; 

Yet  with  no  loss  of  hope  or  settled  trust 

In  the  benignness  of  that  Providence, 

Which  shapes  from  out  our  elements  awry 

The  grace  and  order  that  we  wonder  at, 

The  mystic  harmony  of  right  and  wrong, 

Both  working  out  His  wisdom  and  our  good 

A  trust,  Beloved,  chiefly  learned  of  thee, 

Who  has  that  gift  of  patient  tenderness, 

The  instinctive  wisdom  of  a  woman's  heart. 

They  tell  us  that  our  land  was  made  for  song, 
With  its  huge  rivers  and  sky -piercing  peaks, 
Its  sea-like  lakes  and  mighty  cataracts, 
Itswforests  vast  and  hoar,  and  prairies  wide' 
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And  mounds  that  tell  of  wondrous  tribes  extinct. 
But  Poesy  springs  not  from  rocks  and  woods ; 
Her  womb  and  cradle  are  the  human  heart, 
And  she  can  find  a  nobler  theme  for  song 
In  the  most  loathsome  man  that  blasts  the  sight, 
Than  in  the  broad  expanse  of  sea  and  shore 
Between  the  the  frozen  deserts  of  the  poles. 
All  nations  have  their  message  from  on  high, 
Each  the  messiah  of  some  central  thought, 
For  the  fulfilment  and  delight  of  Man  : 
One  has  to  teach  that  labour  is  divine ; 
Another  Freedom ;  and  another  Mind ; 
And  all,  that  God  is  open-eyed  and  just, 
The  happy  centre  and  calm  heart  of  all. 

Are,  then,  our  woods,  our  mountains,  and  our  streams, 
Needful  to  teach  our  poets  how  to  sing? 
0,  maiden  rare,  far  other  thoughts  were  ours, 
When  we  have  sat  by  ocean's  foaming  marge, 
And  watched  the  waves  leap  roaring  on  the  rocks, 
Than  young  Leander  and  his  Hero  had, 
Gazing  from  Sestos  to  the  other  shore. 
The  moon  looks  down  and  ocean  worships  her, 
Stars  rise  and  set,  and  seasons  come  and  go 
Even  as  they  did  in  Homer's  elder  time, 
But  we  behold  them  not  with  Grecian  eyes  : 
Then  they  were  types  of  beauty  and  of  strength, 
But  now  of  freedom,  unconfined  and  pure, 
Subjects  alone  to  Order's  higher  law. 
What  cares  the  Kussian  serf  or  Southern  slave 
Though  we  should  speak  as  man  spake  never  yet 
Of  gleaming  Hudson's  broad  magnificence, 
Or  green  Niagara's  never-ending  roar? 
Our  country  hath  a  gospel  of  her  own 
To  preach  and  practise  before  all  the  world, — 
The  freedom  and  divinity  of  man. 
The  glorious  claims  of  human  brotherhood, — 
Which  to  pay  nobly,  as  a  freeman  should, 
Gains  the  sole  wealth  that  will  net  fly  away, — 
And  the  soul's  fealty  to  none  but  God. 
These  are  realities,  which  make  the  shows 
Of  outward  Nature,  be  they  ne'er  so  grand. 
Seem  small,  and  worthless,  and  contemptible. 
These  are  the  mountain-summits  for  our  bards.. 
Which  stretch  far  upward  into  heaven  itself, 
And  give  such  wide-spread  and  exulting  view 
Of  hope,  and  faith,  and  onward  destiny, 
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That  shrunk  Parnassus  to  a  molehill  dwindles. 

Our  new  Atlantis,  like  a  morning-star, 

Silvers  the  murk  face  of  slow-yielding  Night, 

The  herald  of  a  fuller  truth  than  yet 

Hath  gleamed  upon  the  upraised  face  of  Man 

Since  the  earth  glittered  in  her  stainless  prime, — 

Of  a  more  glorious  sunrise  than  of  old 

Drew  wondrous  melodies  from  Memnon  huge, 

Yea,  draws  them  still,  though  now  he  sits  waistdeep 

In  the  engulfing  flood  of  whirling  sand, 

And  looks  across  the  wastes  of  endless  gray, 

Sole  wreck,  where  once  his  hundred-gated  Thebes 

Pained  with  her  mighty  hum  the  calm,  blue  heaven  : 

Shall  the  dull  stone  pay  grateful  orisons, 

And  we  till  noonday  bar  the  splendour  out, 

Lest  it  reproach  and  chide  our  sluggard  hearts, 

Warm-nestled  in  the  down  of  Prejudice, 

And  be  content,  though  clad  with  angel-wings. 

Close-clipped,  to  hop  about  from  perch  to  perch, 

In  paltry  cages  of  dead  men's  dead  thoughts  ? 

0,  rather  like  the  sky-lark,  soar  and  sing, 

And  let  our  gushing  songs  befit  the  dawn 

And  sunrise,  and  the  yet  unshaken  dew 

Brimming  the  chalice  of  each  full-blown  hope, 

Whose  blithe  front  turns  to  greet  the  growing  day 

Never  poets  such  high  call  before, 

Never  can  poets  hope  for  higher  one, 

And,  if  they  be  but  faithful  to  their  trust, 

Earth  will  remember  them  with  love  and  joy, 

And  0,  far  better,  God  will  not  forget. 

For  he  who  settles  Freedom's  principles 

Writes  the  death-warrant  of  all  tyranny  ; 

Who  speaks  the  truth  stabs  Falsehood  to  the  heart, 

And  his  mere  word  makes  despots  tremble  more 

Than  ever  Brutus  with  his  dagger  could. 

Wait  for  no  hints  from  waterfalls  or  woods, 

Nor  dream  that  tales  of  red  men,  brute  and  fierce, 

Kepay  the  finding  of  this  Western  World, 

Or  needed  half  the  globe  to  give  them  birth : 

Spirit  supreme  of  Freedom  !  not  for  this 

Did  great  Columbus  tame  his  eagle  soul 

To  jostle  with  the  daws  that  perch  in  courts  ; 

Not  for  this,  friendless,  on  an  unknown  sea, 

Coping  with  mad  waves  and  more  mutinous  spirits, 

Battled  he  with  dreadful  ache  at  the  heart 

Which  tempts,  with  devilish  subtleties  of  doubt, 

The  hermit  of  that  loneliest  solitude, 
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The  silent  desert  of  a  great  New  Thought ; 
Though  loud  Niagara  were  to-day  struck  dumb, 
Yet  would  this  cataract  of  boiling  life, 
Bush  plunging  on  and  on  to  endless  deeps 
And  utter  thunder  till  the  world  shall  cease, — 
A  thunder  worthy  of  the  poet's  song, 
And  which  alone  can  fill  it  with  true  life. 
The  high  evangel  to  our  country  granted 
Could  make  apostles,  yea,  with  tongues  of  fire;, 
Of  hearts  half-darkened  back  again  to  clay  ! 
'Tis  the  soul  only  that  is  national, 
And  he  who  pays  true  loyalty  to  that 
Alone  can  claim  the  wreath  of  patriotism. 

Beloved !  if  I  wander  far  and  oft 
From  that  which  I  believe,  and  feel  and  know, 
Thou  wilt  forgive,  not  with  a  sorrowing  heart, 
But  Avith  a  strengthened  hope  of  better  things  ; 
Knowing  that  I,  though  often  blind  and  false 
To  those  I  love,  and  0,  more  false  than  all 
Unto  myself,  have  been  most  true  to  thee, 
And  that  whoso  in  one  thing  hath  been  true 
Can  be  as  true  in  all.     Therefore  thy  hope 
May  yet  not  prove  unfruitful,  and  thy  love 
Meet,  day  by  day,  with  less  unworthy  thanks, 
Whether,  as  now,  we  journey  hand  in  hand, 
Or,  parted  in  the  body,  jet  are  one 
In  spirit  and  the  love  of  holy  things. 
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PRELUDE  TO   PART   FIRST. 

OVER  his  keys  the  musing  organist, 

Beginning  doubtfully  and  far  away, 
First  lets  his  fingers  wander  as  they  list, 

And  builds  a  bridge  from  Dreamland  for  his  lay : 
Then,  as  the  touch  of  his  loved  instrument 

Gives  hope  and  fervour,  nearer  draws  his  theme, 
First  guessed  by  faint  auroral  flushes  sent 

Along  the  wavering  vista  of  his  dream. 

Not  only  around  our  infancy 
Doth  heaven  with  all  its  splendours  lie  ; 
Daily,  with  souls  that  cringe  and  plot, 
We  Sinais  climb  and  know  it  not. 
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Over  our  manhood  bend  the  skies ; 

Against  our  fallen  and  traitor  lives 
The  great  winds  utter  prophecies ; 

With  our  faint  hearts  the  mountain  strives, 
Its  arms  outstretched,  the  druid  wood 

Waits  with  its  benedicite ; 
And  to  our  age's  drowsy  blood 

Still  shouts  the  inspiring  sea. 
Earth  gets  its  price  for  what  Earth  gives  us  ; 

The  beggar  is  taxed  for  a  corner  to  die  in, 
The  priest  hath  his  fee  who  comes  and  shrives  us, 

We  bargain  for  the  graves  we  lie  in ; 
At  the  devil's  booth  are  all  things  sold, 
Each  ounce  of  dross  costs  its  ounce  of  gold ; 

For  a  cap  and  bells  our  lives  we  pay, 
Bubbles  we  buy  with  a  whole  soul's  tasking : 

'Tis  heaven  alone  that  is  given  away, 
'Tis  only  God  may  be  had  for  the  asking, 
No  price  is  set  on  the  lavish  summer ; 
June  may  be  had  by  the  poorest  comer. 

And  what  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June  ? 

Then,  if  ever,  come  perfect  days  ; 
Then  Heaven  tries  the  earth  if  it  be  in  tune, 

And  over  it  softly  her  warm  ear  lays  : 
Whether  we  look,  or  whether  we  listen, 
We  hear  life  murmur,  or  see  it  glisten  ; 
Every  clod  feels  a  stir  of  might, 

An  instinct  within  it  that  reaches  and  towers, 
And  groping  blindly  above  it  for  light, 

Climbs  to  a  soul  in  grass  and  flowers  ; 
The  flush  of  life  may  well  be  seen 

Thrilling  back  over  hills  and  valleys ; 
The  cowslip  startles  in  meadows  green, 

The  buttercup  catches  the  sun  in  its  chalice, 
And  there's  never  a  leaf  nor  a  blade  too  mean 

To  be  some  happy  creature's  palace  ; 
The  little  bird  sits  at  his  door  in  the  sun, 

Atilt  like  a  blossom  among  the  leaves, 
And  lets  his  illumined  being  o'errun 

With  the  deluge  of  summer  it  receives ; 
His  mate  feels  the  eggs  beneath  her  wings, 
And  the  heart  in  her  dumb  breast  flutters  and  sings  ; 
He  sings  to  the  wide  world,  and  she  to  her  nest,— 
In  the  nice  ear  of  Nature  which  song  is  the  best  ? 

Now  is  the  high-tide  of  the  year, 

And  whatever  of  life  hath  ebbed  away 
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Comes  flooding  back  with  a  ripply  cheer, 

Into  every  bare  inlet  and  creek  and  bay  ; 
Now  the  heart  is  so  full  that  a  drop  overfills  it, 
We  are  happy  now  because  God  wills  it ; 
No  matter  how  barren  the  past  may  have  been, 
'Tis  enough  for  us  now  that  the  leaves  are  green ; 
We  sit  in  the  warm  shade  and  feel  right  well 
How  the  sap  creeps  up  and  the  blossoms  swell ; 
We  may  shut  our  eyes  but  we  cannot  help  knowing 
That  skies  are  clear  and  grass  is  growing ; 
The  breeze  comes  whispering  in  our  ear, 
That  dandelions  are  blossoming  near, 

That  maize  has  sprouted,  that  streams  are  flowing, 
That  the  river  is  bluer  than  the  sky, 
That  the  robin  is  plastering  his  house  hard  by ; 
And  if  the  breeze  kept  the  good  news  back, 
for  other  couriers  we  should  not  lack  ; 

We  could  guess  it  all  by  yon  heifer's  lowing, — 
And  hark !  how  clear  bold  chanticleer, 
Warmed  with  the  new  wine  of  the  year, 

Tells  all  in  his  lusty  crowing  ! 

Joy  comes,  grief  goes,  we  know  not  how ; 
Everything  is  happy  now, 

Everything  is  upwards  striving  ; 
'Tis  as  easy  now  for  the  heart  to  be  true 
As  for  grass  to  be  green  or  skies  to  be  blue, — 

'Tis  the  natural  way  of  living : 
Who  knows  whither  the  clouds  have  fled  ? 

In  the  unscarred  heaven  they  leave  no  wake ; 
And  the  eyes  forget  the  tears  they  have  shed, 

The  heart  forgets  its  sorrow  and  ache ; 
The  soul  partakes  the  season's  youth, 

And  the  sulphurous  rifts  of  passion  and  woe 
Lie  deep  'neath  a  silence  pure  and  smooth, 

Like  burnt-out  craters  healed  with  snow. 
What  wonder  if  Sir  Launfal  now 
Remembered  the  keeping  of  his  vow  ? 


PART    FIRST. 

I 
'  My  golden  spurs  now  bring  to  me, 

And  bring  to  me  my  richest  mail, 
For  to-morrow  I  go  over  land  and  sea 
In  search  of  the  Holy  Grail ; 
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Shall  never  a  bed  for  me  be  spread, 

Nor  shall  a  pillow  be  under  my  head, 

Till  I  begin  my  vow  to  keep  ; 

Here  on  the  rushes  will  I  sleep, 

And  perchance  there  may  come  a  vision  true 

Ere  day  create  the  world  anew.' 

Slowly  Sir  Launfal's  eyes  grew  dim, 

Slumber  fell  like  a  cloud  on  him. 
And  into  his  soul  the  vision  flew. 


The  crows  flapped  over  by  twos  and  threes, 

In  the  pool  drowsed  the  cattle  up  to  their  knees, 

The  little  birds  sang  as  if  it  were 

The  one  day  of  summer  in  all  the  year, 
And  the  very  leaves  seemed  to  sing  on  the  trees. 
The  castle  alone  in  the  landscape  lay 
Like  an  outpost  of  winter,  dull  and  gray ; 
'Twas  the  proudest,  hall  in  the  North  Countree, 
And  never  its  gates  might  opened  be, 
Save  to  lord  or  lady  of  high  degree ; 
Summer  besieged  it  on  every  side, 
But  the  churlish  stone  her  assaults  defied  ; 
She  could  not  scale  the  chilly  wall, 
Though  round  it  for  leagues  her  pavilions  tall 
Stretched  left  and  right, 
Over  the  hills  and  out  of  sight ; 

Green  and  broad  was  every  tent, 

And  out  of  each  a  murmur  went 
Till  the  breeze  fell  off  at  night. 


The  drawbridge  dropped  with  a  surly  clang, 
And  through  the  dark  arch  a  charger  sprang, 
Bearing  Sir  Launfal,  the  maiden  knight, 
In  his  gilded  mail  that  flamed  so  bright 
It  seemed  the  dark  castle  had  gathered  all 
Those  shafts  the  fierce  sun  had  shot  over  its  wall 

In  his  siege  of  three  hundred  summers  long, 
And,  binding  them  all  in  one  blazing  sheaf, 

Had  cast  them  forth  :  so,  young  and  strong, 
And  lightsome  as  a  locus-leaf, 
Sir  Launfal  flashed  forth  in  his  unscarred  mail, 
To  seek  in  all  climes  for  the  Holy  Grail. 
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It  was  morning  on  hill  and  stream  and  tree, 
And  morning  in  the  young  knight's  heart ; 

Only  the  castle  moodily 

Kebuffed  the  gift  of  the  sunshine  free, 
And  gloomed  by  itself  apart ; 

The  season  brimmed  all  other  things  up 

Full  as  the  rain  fills  the  pitcher-plant's  cup. 

v  i*  ' 

As  Sir  Launfal  made  morn  through  the  darksome  gate, 

He  was  'ware  of  a  leper,  crouched  by  the  same, 
Who  begged  with  his  hand  and  moaned  as  he  sate  ; 

And  a  loathing  over  Sir  Launfal  came  ; 
The  sunshine  went  out  of  his  soul  with  a  thrill, 

The  flesh  'neath  his  armour  'gan  shrink  and  crawl, 
And  midway  its  leap  his  heart  stood  still 

Like  a  frozen  waterfall ; 
For  this  man,  so  foul  and  bent  of  stature, 
Kasped  .harshly  against  his  dainty  nature, 
And  seemed  the  one  blot  on  the  summer  morn, — 
So  he  tossed  him  a  piece  of  gold  in  scorn. 

VI 

The  leper  raised  not  the  gold  from  the  dust : 
'  Better  to  me  the  poor  man's  crust, 
Better  the  blessing  of  the  poor, 
Though  I  turn  me  empty  from  his  door ; 
That  is  no  true  alms  which  the  hand  can  hold ; 
He  gives  nothing  but  worthless  gold 

Who  gives  from  a  sense  of  duty ; 
But  he  who  gives  a  slender  mite, 
And  gives  to  that  which  is  out  of  sight, 

That  thread  of  the  all-sustaining  Beauty 
Which  runs  through  all  and  cloth  all  unite, — 
The  hand  cannot  clasp  the  whole  of  his  alms, 
The  heart  outstretches  its  eager  palms, 
For  a  god  goes  with  it  and  makes  it  store 
To  the  soul  that  was  starving  in  darkness  before. 


PRELUDE  TO  PART  SECOND. 

DO-SVN  swept  the  chill  wind  from  the  mountain  peak, 
From  the  snow  five  thousand  summers  old  ; 

On  open  wold  and  hill-top  bleak 
It  had  gathered  all  the  cold, 
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And  whirled  it  like  sleet  on  the  wanderer's  cheek ; 

It  carried  a  shiver  everywhere 

From  the  unleafed  boughs  and  pastures  bare ; 

The  little  brook  heard  it  and  built  a  roof 

'Xeath  which  he  could  house  him,  winter-proof 

All  night  by  the  white  stars'  frosty  gleams 

He  groined  his  arches  and  matched  his  beams  ; 

Slender  and  clear  were  his  crystal  spars 

As  the  lashes  of  light  that  trim  the  stars  ; 

He  sculptured  every  summer  delight 

In  his  halls  and  chambers  out  of  sight ; 

Sometimes  his  tinkling  waters  slipt 

Down  through  a  frost-leaved  forest-crypt,  - 

Long,  sparkling  aisles  of  steel-stemmed  trees 

Bending  to  counterfeit  a  breeze  ; 

Sometimes  the  roof  no  fretwork  knew 

But  silvery  mosses  that  downward  grew  ; 

Sometimes  it  was  carved  in  sharp  relief 

With  quaint  arabesques  of  ice-fern  leaf ; 

Sometimes  it  was  simply  smooth  and  clear 

For  the  gladness  of  heaven  to  shine  throtgh,  and  here 

He  had  caught  the  nodding  bulrush-tops 

And  hung  them  thickly  with  diamond  drops, 

That  crystalled  the  beams  of  moon  and  sun, 

And  made  a  star  of  every  one : 

No  mortal  builder's  most  rare  device 

Could  match  this  winter-palace  of  ice : 

'Twas  as  if  every  image  that  mirrored  lay 

In  his  depths  serene  through  the  summer  day, 

Each  fleeting  shadow  of  earth  and  sky, 

Lest  the  happy  model  should  be  lost, 
Had  been  mimicked  in  fairy  masonry 

By  the  elfin  builders  of  the  frost. 

Within  the  hall  are  song  and  laughter, 

The  cheeks  of  Christmas  glow  red  and  jolly, 
And  sprouting  is  every  corbel  and  rafter 

With  lightsome  green  of  ivy  and  holly ; 
Through  the  deep  gulf  of  the  chimney  wide 
Wallows  the  Yule-log's  roaring  tide ; 
The  broad  flame-pennons  droop  and  flap 

And^  belly  and  tug  as  a  flag  in  the  wind  ; 
Like  a  locust  slirills  the  imprisoned  sap, 

Hunted  to  death  in  its  galleries  blind; 
And  swift  little  trobps  of  silent  sparks, 

Now  pausing,  now  scattering  away  as  in  fear, 
Go  threading  the  soot-forest's  tangled  darks 

Like  herds  of  startled  deer. 
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But  the  wind  without  was  eager  and  sharp, 
Of  Sir  Launfal's  gray  hair  it  makes  a  harp, 
And  rattles  and  wrings 
The  icy  strings, 
Singing,  in  dreary  monotone, 
A  Christmas  carol  of  its  own, 
Whose  burden  still,  as  he  might  guess, 
Was — '  Shelterless,  shelterless,  shelterless  ! ' 

The  voice  of  the  seneschal  flared  like  a  torch 
As  he  shouted  the  wanderer  away  from  the  porch, 
And  he  sat  in  the  gateway  and  saw  all  night 
The  great  hall-fire,  so  cheery  and  bold, 
Through  the  window-slits  of  the  castle  old, 
Build  out  its  piers  of  ruddy  light 
Against  the  drift  of  the  cold. 


PART  SECOND. 

I 

THERE  was  never  a  leaf  on  bush  or  tree, 
The  bare  boughs  rattled  shudderingly  ; 
The  river  was  numb  and  could  not  speak, 

For  the  weaver  Winter  its  shroud  had  spun  ; 
A  single  crow  on  the  tree-top  bleak 

From  his  shining  feathers  shed  off  the  cold  sun 
Again  it  was  morning,  but  shrunk  and  cold, 
As  if  her  veins  were  sapless  and  old, 
And  she  rose  up  decrepitly 
For  a  last  dim  look  at  earth  and  sea. 


Sir  Launfal  turned  from  his  own  hard  gate, 

For  another  heir  in  his  earldom  sate  ; 

An  old,  bent  man,  worn  out  and  frail, 

He  came  back  from  seeking  the  Holy  Grail  ; 

Little  he  recked  of  his  earldom's  loss, 

No  more  on  his  surcoat  was  blazoned  the  cross, 

But  deep  in  his  soul  the  sign  he  wore, 

The  badge  of  the  suffering  and  the  poor. 

in 

Sir  Launfal's  raiment  thin  and  spare 
Was  idle  mail  'gainst  the  barbed  air, 
For  it  was  just  at  the  Christmas  time  ; 
So  he  nrased,  as  he  sat,  of  a  sunnier  clime, 
And  sought  for  a  shelter  from  cold  and  snow 
In  the  light  and  warmth  of  long-ago  ; 
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He  sees  the  snake-like  caravan  crawl 

O'er  the  hedge  of  the  desert,  black  and  small, 

Then  nearer  and  nearer,  till,  one  by  one, 

He  can  count  the  camels  in  the  sun, 

As  over  the  red-hot  sands  they  pass 

To  where,  in  its  slender  necklace  of  grass, 

The  little  spring  laughed  and  leapt  in  the  shade, 

And  with  its  own  self  like  an  infant  played, 

And  waved  its  signal  of  palms. 

IV 

'  For  Christ's  sweet  sake,  I  beg  an  alms ; ' — 
The  happy  camels  may  reach  the  spring, 
But  Sir  Launfal  sees  only  the  grewsome  thing, 
The  leper,  lank  as  the  rain-blanched  bone, 
That  cowers  beside  him,  a  thing  as  lone 
And  white  as  the  ice-isles  of  Northern  seas 
In  the  desolate  horror  of  his  disease. 


And  Sir  Launfal  said, — '  I  behold  in  thee 

An  image  of  Him  who  died  on  the  tree  ; 

Thou  also  hast  had  thy  crown  of  thorns, — 

Thou  also  hast  had  the  world's  buffets  and  scorns,—- 

And  to  thy  life  were  not  denied 

The  wounds  in  the  hands  and  feet  ard  side  : 

Mild  Mary's  Son,  acknowledge  me  ; 

Behold,  through  him,  I  give  to  thee  ! ' 

VI 

Then  the  soul  of  the  leper  stood  up  in  his  eyes 

And  looked  at  Sir  Launfal,  and  straightway  he 
Remembered  in  what  a  haughtier  guise 

He  had  flung  an  alms  to  leprosie, 
When  he  girt  his  young  life  up  in  gilded  mail 
And  set  forth  in  search  of  the  Holy  Grail. 
The  heart  within  him  was  ashes  and  dust ; 
He  parted  in  twain  his  single  crust, 
He  broke  the  ice  on  the  streamlet's  brink, 
And  gave  the  leper  to  eat  and  drink, 
'Twas  a  mouldy  crust  of  coarse  brown  bread, 

'Twas  water  out  of  a  wooden  bowl, — 
Yet  with  fine  wheat  en  bread  was  the  leper  fed, 

And  'twas  red  wine  he  drank  with  his  thirsty  soul. 

VII 

As  Sir  Launfal  mused  with  a  downcast  face, 
A  light  shone  round  about  the  place  ; 


190  THE    VISION   OF    SIR   LAUNFAL. 

The  leper  no  longer  crouched  at  his  side, 

But  stood  before  him  glorified, 

Shining  and  tall  and  fair  and  straight 

As  the  pillar  that  stood  by  the  Beautiful  Gate, — 

Himself  the  Gate  whereby  men  can 

Enter  the  temple  of  God  in  Man. 

VIII 

His  words  were  shed  softer  than  leaves  from  the  pine, 

And  they  fell  on  Sir  Launfal  as  snows  on  the  brine, 

Which  mingle  their  softness  and  quiet  in  one 

With  the  shaggy  xinrest  they  float  down  upon  : 

And  the  voice  that  was  calmer  than  silt-nee  said, 

'  Lo  it  is  I,  be  not  afraid  ! 

In  many  climes,  without  avail, 

Thou  hast  spent  thy  life  for  the  Holy  Grail ; 

Behold  it  is  here, — this  cup  which  thou 

Didst  fill  at  the  streamlet  for  me  but  now ; 

This  crust  is  my  body  broken  for  thee, 

This  water  His  blood  that  died  on  the  tree; 

The  Holy  Supper  is  kept,  indeed, 

In  whatso  we  share  with  another's  need ; 

Not  what  we  give,  but  what  we  share, — 

For  the  gift  without  the  giver  is  bare  ; 

Who  gives  himself  with  his  alms  feeds  three,— 

Himself,  his  hungering  neighbour,  and  me.' 

IX 

Sir  Launfal  awoke  us  from  a  swound  : — 
'  The  Grail  in  my  castle  here  is  found  ! 
Hang  my  idle  armour  up  on  the  wall, 
Let  it  be  the  spider's  banquet  hall ; 
He  must  be  fenced  with  stronger  mail 
Who  would  seek  and  find  the  Holy  Grail.' 

x 

The  castle  gate  stands  open  now, 

And  the  wanderer  is  welcome  to  the  hall 

As  the  hangbird  is  to  the  elm-tree  bough ; 
No  longer  scowl  tne  turrets  tall, 

The  Summer's  long  siege  at  last  is  o'er  ; 

When  the  first  poor  outcast  went  in  at  the  door, 

She  entered  with  him  in  disguise, 

And  mastered  the  fortress  by  surprise  ; 

There  is  no  spot  she  loves  so  well  on  ground, 

She  lingers  and  smiles  there  the  whole  year  round. 
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The  meanest  serf  on  Sir  Launfal's  land 

Has  hall  and  bower  at  his  command  ; 

And  there's  no  poor  man  in  the  North  Countree 

But  is  lord  of  the  earldom  as  much  as  he. 


NOTE. — According  to  the  mythology  of  the  Romancers,  the  San 
Greal,  or  Holy  Grail,  was  the  cup  out  of  which  Jesus  partook  of  the 
last  supper  with  his  disciples.  It  was  brought  into  England  by  Joseph 
of  Arimathea,  and  remained  there,  an  'object  of  pilgrimage  and  adora 
tion,  for  many  years  in  the  keeping  of  his  lineal  descendants.  It  wa- 
incumbent  upon  those  who  had  charge  of  it  to  be  chaste  in  thought, 
word,  and  deed  ;  but  one  of  the  keepers  having  broken  this  condition, 
the  Holy  Grail  disappeared.  From  that  time  it  was  a  favourite  enter 
prise  of  the  knights  of  Arthur's  court  to  go  in  search  of  it.  Sir  Galahad 
was  at  last  successful  in  finding  it,  as  may  be  read  in  the  seventeenth 
book  of  the  Romance  of  King  Arthur.  Tennyson  has  made  Sir  Galahad 
the  subject  of  one  of  the  most  exquisite  of  his  poems. 

The  plot  (if  I  may  give  that  name  to  any  thing  so  slight)  of  the  fore 
going  poem  is  my  own,  and,  to  serve  its  purposes,  I  have  enlarged  the 
circle  of  competition  in  search  of  the  miraculous  cup  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  include,  not  only  other  persons  than  the  heroes  of  the  Round 
Table,  but  also  a  period  of  time  subsequent  to  the  date  of  King  Arthur's 
reign. 


BEADER!    walk  up  at  once  (it  will  soon  be  too  late)  and 
buy  at  a  perfectly  ruinous  rate 


FABLE  FOR  CRITICS; 

OR,    BETTER, 

(7  like,  as  a  thing  that  the  reader's  first  fancy  may  strike, 

an  old-fashioned  title-page, 
such  as  presents  a  tabular  view  of  the  volume's  contents') 

A    GLANCE 

AT    A     FEW     OF     OUE    LITEKAKY     PKOGENIES 
(Mrs.  Malapropos  word) 

FROM 

THE    TUB    OF    DIOGENES; 
A    VOCAL    AND    MUSICAL    MEDLEY, 

THAT   IS, 

A    SEEIES    OF    JOKES 


who  accompanies  himself  with  a  rub-a-dub-dub,  full  of  spirit  and  grace, 
on  the  tap  of  the  tub. 

Set  forth  in  October,  the  3ist  day, 

In  the  year  '48,  G.  P.  Putnam,  Broadway. 


13 


195 


IT  being  the  commonest  mode  of  procedure,  I  premise  a  few 
candid  remarks 

To  THE  EEADER  : 

This  trifle,  begun  to  please  only  myself  and  my  own  private 
fancy,  was  laid  on  the  shelf.  But  some  friends,  who  had  seen  it, 
induced  me,  by  dint  of  saying  they  liked  it,  to  put  it  in  print. 
That  is,  having  come  to  that  very  conclusion,  I  consulted  them 
when  it  could  make  no  confusion.  For,  (though  in  the  gentlest 
of  ways, )  they  had  hinted  it  was  scarce  worth  the  while,  I  should 
doubtless  have  printed  it. 

I  began  it,  intending  a  Fable,  a  frail,  slender  thing,  rhyme- 
ywinged,  with  a  sting  in  its  tale.  But,  by  addings  and  alterings 
not  previously  planned, — digressions  chance-hatched,  like  birds' 
eggs  in  the  sand, — and  dawdlings  to  suit  every  whimsy's  demand 
(always  freeing  the  bird  which  I  held  in  my  hand,  for  the  two 
perched,  perhaps  out  of  reach,  in  the  tree,) — it  grew  by  degrees 
to  the  size  which  you  see.  I  was  like  the  old  woman  that  carried 
the  calf,  and  my  neighbours,  like  hers,  no  doubt,  wonder  and 
laugh,  and  when,  my  strained  arms  with  their  grown  burthen  full, 
I  call  it  my  Fable,  they  call  it  a  bull. 

Having  scrawled  at  full  gallop  (as  far  as  that  goes)  in  a  style 
that  is  neither  good  verse  nor  bad  prose,  and  being  a  person 
whom  nobody  knows,  some  people  will  say  I  am  rather  more  free 
with  my  readers  than  it  is  becoming  to  be,  that  I  seem  to  expect 
them  to  wait  on  my  leisure  in  following  wherever  I  wander  at 
pleasure,  that,  in  short,  I  take  more  than  a  young  authors  lawful 
ease,  and  laugh  in  a  queer  way  so  like  Mephistopheles,  that  the 
public  will  doubt,  as  they  grope  through  my  rhythm,  if  in  truth  I 
•am  making  fun  at  them  or  with  them. 

So  the  excellent  Public  is  hereby  assured  that  the  sale  of  my 
book  is  already  secured.  For  there  is  not  a  poet  throughout  the 
whole  land,  but  will  purchase  a  copy  or  two  out  of  hand,  in  the 
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fond  expectation  of  being  amused  in  it,  by  seeing  his  betters  cut- 
up  and  abused  in  it.  Now,  I  find,  by  a  pretty  exact  calculation, 
there  are  something  like  ten  thousand  bards  in  the  nation,  of 
that  special  variety  whom  the  Review  and  Magazine  critics  call 
lofty  and.  true,  and  about  thirty  thousand  (this  tribe  is  increasing) 
of  the  kinds  who  are  termed  full  of  promise  and  pleasing.  The 
Public  will  see  by  a  glance  at  this  schedule,  that  they  cannot  ex 
pect  me  to  be  over-sedulous  about  courting  them,  since  it  seems 
I  have  got  enough  fuel  made  sure  of  for  boiling  my  pot. 

As  for  such  of  our  poets  as  find  not  their  names  mentioned 
once  in  my  pages,  with  praises  or  blames,  let  them  SEND  IN  THEIR 
CARDS,  without  further  DELAY,  to  my  friend  G.  P.  PUTNAM, 
Esquire,  in  Broadway,  where  a  LIST  will  be  kept  with  the  strictest 
regard  to  the  day  and  the  hour  of  receiving  the  card.  Then, 
taking  them  up  as  I  chance  to  have  time,  (that  is,  if  their  names 
can  be  twisted  in  rhyme,)  I  will  honestly  give  each  his  PROPER 
POSITION,  at  the  rate  of  ONE  AUTHOR  to  each  NEW  EDITION.  Thus 
a  PREMIUM  is  offered  sufficiently  HIGH  (as  the  magazines  say 
when  they  tell  their  best  lie)  to  induce  bards  to  CLUB  their  re 
sources  and  buy  the  balance  of  every  edition,  until  they  have 
all  of  them  fairly  been  run  through  the  mill. 

One  word  to  such  readers  (judicious  and  wise)  as  read  books 
with  something  behind  the  mere  eyes,  of  whom  in  the  country, 
perhaps,  there  are  two,  including  myself,  gentle  reader,  and  you. 
All  the  characters  sketched  in  this  slight  jeu  d'esprit,  though,  it 
may  be,  they  seem,  here  and  there,  rather  free,  and  drawn  from 
a  Mephistophelian  stand-point,  are  meant  to  be  faithful,  and  that 
is  the  grand  point,  and  none  but  an  owl  would  feel  sore  at  a  rub 
from  a  jester  who  tells  you,  without  any  subterfuge,  that  he  sits 
in  Diogenes'  tub. 
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A    PRELIMINARY   NOTE   TO   THE    SECOND 
EDITION, 

though  it  well  may  bo  reckoned,  of  all  composition,  the  species 
at  once  most  delightful  and  healthy,  is  a  thing  which  an  author, 
unless  he  be  wealthy,  and  willing  to  pay  for  that  kind  of  delight, 
is  not,  in  all  instances,  called  on  to  write.  Though  there  are,  it 
is  said,  who,  their  spirits  to  cheer,  slip  in  a  new  title-page  three 
times  a  year,  and  in  this  way  snuff  up  an  imaginary  savour  of 
that  sweetest  of  dishes,  the  popular  favour, — much  as  if  a  starved 
painter  should  fall  to  and  treat  the  Ugolino  inside  to  a  picture 
of  meat. 

You  remember  (if  not,  pray  turn  over  and  look)  that,  in 
writing  the  preface  which  ushered  my  book,  I  treated  you  ex 
cellent  Public,  not  merely  with  a  cool  disregard,  but  downright 
cavalierly.  Now  I  would  not  take  back  the  least  tiling  I  then 
said,  though  I  thereby  could  butter  both  sides  of  my  bread,  for 
I  never  could  see  that  an  author  owed  aught  to  the  people  he- 
solaced,  diverted  or  taught ;  and,  as  for  mere  fame,  I  have  long 
ago  learned  that  the  persons  by  whom  it  is  finally  earned,  arc 
those  with  whom  your  verdict  weighed  not  a  pin.  unsustained  by 
the  higher  court  sitting  within. 

But  I  wander  from  what  I  intended  to  say — that  you  have, 
namely,  shown  such  a  liberal  way  of  thinking,  and  so  much  »s- 
thetic  perception  of  anonymous  worth  in  the  handsome  reception 
you  gave  to  my  book,  spite  of  some  private  piques,  (having  bought, 
the  first  thousand  in  barely  two  weeks.)  that  I  think,  past  a 
doubt,  if  yoii  measured  the  phiz  of  your's  most  devotedly  Won 
derful  Quiz,  you  would  find  that  its  vertical  section  was  shorter, 
by  an  inch  and  two  tenths,  or  'twixt  that  and  a  quarter. 

You  have  watched  a  child  playing — in  those  wondrous  years 
when  belief  is  not  bound  to  the  eyes  and  the  ears,  and  the  vision 
divine  is  so  clear  and  unmarred,  that  each  baker  of  pies  in  the 
dirt  is  a  bard?  Give  a  knife  and  a  shingle,  he  fits  out  a  fleet 
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and  on  that  little  mudpuddle  over  the  street  his  invention,  in 
purest  good  faith,  will  make  sail  round  the  globe  with  a  puff  of 
his  breath  for  a  gale,  will  visit,  in  barely  ten  minutes,  all  climes, 
and  find  Northwestern  passages  hundreds  of  times.  Or,  suppose 
the  young  poet  fresh  stored  with  delights  from  that  Bible  of 
childhood  the  Arabian  Nights,  he  will  turn  to  a  crony  and  cry, 
'  Jack,  let's  play  that  I  am  a  Genius ! '  Jack  straightway  makes 
Aladdin's  lamp  out  of  a  stone,  and,  for  hours,  they  enjoy  each  his 
own  supernatural  powers.  This  is  all  very  pretty  and  pleasant, 
but  then  suppose  our  two  urchins  have  grown  into  men,  and  both 
have  turned  authors, — one  says  to  his  brother,  '  Let's  play  we're 
the  American  somethings  or  other,  (only  let  them  be  big  enough, 
no  matter  what.)  Come,  you  shall  be  Goethe  or  Pope,  which 
you  choose ;  I'll  be  Coleridge,  and  both  shall  write  mutual  re 
views.'  So  they  both  (as  mere  strangers)  before  many  days,  send 
each  other  a  cord  of  anonymous  bays.  Each,  in  piling  his  epi 
thets,  smiles  in  his  sleeve  to  see  what  his  friend  can  be  made  to 
believe ;  each,  in  reading  the  other's  unbiassed  review,  thinks — 
Here's  pretty  high  praise,  but  no  more  than  is  true.  Well,  we 
laugh  at  them  both,  and  yet  make  no  great  fuss  when  the  same 
farce  is  acted  to  benefit  us.  Even  I,  who,  if  asked,  scarce  a  month 
since,  what  Fudge  meant,  should  have  answered,  the  dear  Public's 
critical  judgment,  begin  to  think  sharpwitted  Horace  spoke  sooth 
when  he  said,  that  the  Public  sometimes  hit  the  truth. 

In  reading  these  lines,  you  perhaps  have  a  vision  of  a  person 
in  pretty  good  health  and  condition,  and  yet,  since  I  put  forth 
my  primary  edition,  I  have  been  crushed,  scorched,  withered, 
used  up  and  put  down,  (by  Smith  with  the  cordial  assistance  of 
Brown,)  in  all,  if  you  put  any  faith  in  my  rhymes,  to  the  number 
of  ninety -five  several  times,  and,  while  I  am  writing — I  tremble 
to  think  of  it,  for  I  may  at  this  moment  be  just  on  the  brink  of 
it — Molybdostom,  angry  at  being  omitted,  has  begun  a  critique, — 
am  I  not  to  be  pitied  ?  * 

Now  I  shall  not  crush  them  since,  indeed,  for  that  matter,  no 
pressure  I  know  of  could  render  them  flatter;  nor  wither,  nor 
scorch  them, — no  action  of  fire  could  make  either  them  or  their 

*  The  wise  Scandinavians  probably  called  their  bards  by  the  queer-looking 
title  of  Scald,  in  a  delicate  way,  as  it  were,  just  to  hint  to  the  world  the  hot 
water  they  always  get  into. 
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articles  drier;  nor  waste  time  in  putting  them  down — I  am 
thinking  not  their  own  self-inflation  will  keep  them  from  sinking  ; 
for  there's  this  contradiction  about  the  whole  bevy — though  with 
out  the  least  weight  they  are  awfully  heavy.  No,  my  dear  honest 
bore,  surdo  fabulam  narras,  they  are  no  more  to  me  than  a  rat  is 
the  arras.  I  can  walk  with  the  Doctor,  get  facts  from  the  Don, 
or  draw  out  the  Lambish  quintessence  of  John,  and  feel  nothing 
more  than  a  half-comic  sorrow,  to  think  that  they  all  will  be  lying 
to-morrow  tossed  carelessly  up  on  the  waste-paper  shelves,  and 
forgotten  by  all  but  their  half-dozen  selves.  Once  snug  in  my 
attic,  iny  fire  in  a  roar,  I  leave  the  whole  pack  of  them  outside 
the  door.  With  Hakluyt  or  Purchas  I  wander  away  to  the 
black  northern  seas  or  barbaric  Cathay;  get/0%  with  O'Shanter, 
and  sober  me  then  with  that  builder  of  brick-kilnish  dramas, 
rare  Ben;  snuff  Herbert,  as  holy  as  a  flower  on  a  grave;  with 
Fletcher  wax  tender,  o'er  Chapman  grow  brave ;  with  Marlowe 
or  Kyd  take  a  fine  poet-rave  ;  in  Very,  most  Hebrew  of  Saxons, 
find  peace ;  with  Lycidas  welter  on  vext  Irish  seas  ;  with  Webster 
grow  wild,  and  climb  earthward  again,  down  by  mystical 
Browne's  Jacob's-ladder-like  brain,  to  that  spiritual  Pepys 
(Cotton's  version)  Montaigne ;  find  a  new  depth  in  Wordsworth, 
undreamed  of  before, — that  divinely-inspired,  wise,  deep,  tender, 
grand, — bore.  Or,  out  of  my  study,  the  scholar  thrown  off, 
nature  holds  up  her  shield  'gainst  the  sneer  and  the  scoff;  the 
landscape,  forever  consoling  and  kind,  pours  her  wine,  and  her 
oil  on  the  smarts  of 'the  mind.  The  waterfall,  scattering  its 
vanishing  gems  ;  the  tall  grove  of  hemlocks,  with  moss  on  their 
stems,  like  plashes  of  sunlight ;  the  pond  in  the  woods,  where  no 
foot  but  mine  and  the  bittern's  intrudes ;  these  are  all  my  kind 
neighbours,  and  leave  me  no  wish  to  say  aught  to  you  all,  my 
poor  critics,  but — pish !  I  have  buried  the  hatchet ;  I  am  twisting 
an  allumette  out  of  one  of  you  now,  and  relighting  my  calumet. 
In  your  private  capacities,  come  when  you  please,  I  will  give  you 
my  hand  and  a  fresh  pipe  a-piece. 

As  I  ran  through  the  leaves  of  my  poor  little  book,  to  take  a 
fond  author's  first  tremulous  look,  it  was  quite  an  excitement  to 
hunt  the  errata,  sprawled  in  as  birds'  tracks  are  in  some  kinds  of 
strata,  (only  these  made  things  crookeder.)  Fancy  an  heir, 
that  a  father  had  seen  born  well-featured  and  fair,  turning  sud- 
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denly  wry-nosed,  club-footed,  squint-eyed,  hare-lipped,  wapper- 
jawed,  carrot-haired,  from  a  pride  become  an  aversion, — my  case 
was  yet  worse.  A  club-foot  (by  way  of  a  change)  in  a  verse,  I 
might  have  forgiven,  an  o's  being  wry,  a  limp  in  an  e,  or  a  cock 
in  an  *, — but  to  have  the  sweet  babe  of  my  brain  served  in  pi! 
I  am  not  queasy-stomached,  but  such  a  Thyestean  banquet  as 
that  was  quite  out  of  the  question. 

In  the  edition  now  issued,  no  pains  are  neglected,  and  my 
verses,  as  orators  say,  stand  corrected.  Yet  some  blunders  re 
main  of  the  public's  own  make,  which  I  wish  to  correct  for  my 
personal  sake.  For  instance,  a  character  drawn  in  pure  fun  and 
condensing  the  traits  of  a  dozen  in  one,  has  been,  as  I  hear  by 
some  persons  applied  to  a  good  friend  of  mine,  whom  to  stab 
in  the  side,  as  we  walked  along  chatting  and  joking  together, 
would  not  be  my  way.  I  can  hardly  tell  whether  a  question  will 
ever  arise  in  which  h'e  and  I  should  by  any  strange  fortune 
agree,  but  meanwhile  my  esteem  for  him  grows  as  I  know  him, 
and,  though  not  the  best  judge  upon  earth  of  a  poem,  he  knows 
what  it  is  he  is  saying  and  why,  and  is  honest  and  fearless,  two 
good  points  which  I  have  not  found  so  rife  I  can  easily  smother 
my  love  for  them,  whether  on  my  side  or  t'other. 

For  my  other  anonymi,  you  may  be  sure  that  I  know  what  is 
meant  by  a  caricature,  and  what  by  a  portrait.  There  are  those 
who  think  it  is  capital  fun  to  be  spattering  their  ink  on  quiet  un- 
quarrelsome  folk,  but  the  minute  the  game  changes  sides  and  the 
others  begin  it,  they  see  something  savage  and  horrible  in  it.  As 
for  me  I  respect  neither  women  or  men  for  their  gender,  nor  own 
any  sex  in  a  pen.  I  choose  just  to  hint  to  some  causeless  un 
friends  that,  as  far  as  I  know,  there  are  always  two  ends  (and 
one  of  them  heaviest,  too)  to  a  staff,  and  two  parties  also  to  every 
good  laugh. 
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PHOEBUS,  sitting  one  day  in  a  laurel-tree's  shade, 
Was  reminded  of  Daphne,  of  whom  it  was  made, 
For  the  god  being  one  day  too  warm  in  his  wooing, 
She  took  to  the  tree  to  escape  his  pursuing ; 
Be  the  cause  what  it  might,  from  his  offers  she  shrunk, 
And,  Glnevra-like,  shut  herself  up  in  a  trunk ; 
And,  though  'twas  a  step  into  which  he  had  driven  her, 
He  somehow  or  other  had  never  forgiven  her  ; 
Her  memory  he  nursed  as  a  kind  of  a  tonic, 
Something  bitter  to  chew  when  he'd  play  the  Byronic, 
And  I  can't  count  the  obstinate  nymphs  that  he  brought  over, 
By  a  strange  kind  of  .smile  he  put  on  when  he  thought  of  her. 
'  My  case  is  like  Dido's,'  he  sometimes  remark'd, 
'  When  I  last  saw  my  love,  she  was  fairly  embark' d, 
In  a  laurel,  as  she  thought — but  (ah  how  Fate  mocks  !) 
She  has  found  it  by  this  time  a  very  bad  box  ; 
Let  hunters  from  me  take  this  saw  when  they  need  it, 
— Your'e  not  always  sure  of  your  gam*1  when  you've  treed  it. 
Just  conceive  such  a  change  taking  place  in  one's  mistress  ! 
What  romance  would  be  left? — who  can  flatter  or  kiss  trees  ? 
And  for  mercy's  sake,  how  could  one  keep  up  a  dialogxie 
With  a  dull  wooden  thing  that  will  live  and  will  die  a  log, — - 
Not  to  say  that  the  thought  would  for  ever  intrude 
That  you've  less  chance  to  win  her  the  more  she  is  wood  ? 
Ah !  it  went  to  my  heart,  and  the  memory  still  grieves, 
To  see  those  loved  graces  all  taking  their  leaves  ! 
Those  charms  beyond  speech,  so  enchanting  but  now, 
As  they  left  me  forever,  each  making  its  bough  ! 
If  her  tongue  had  a  tang  sometimes  more  than  was  right, 
Her  new  bark  is  worse  than  ten  times  her  old  bite.' 

Now,  Daphne, — before  she  was  happily  treeified, — 
Over  all  other  blossoms  the  lily  had  deified, 
And  when  she  expected  the  god  on  a  visit, 
('Twas  before  he  had  made  his  intentions  explicit,) 
Some  buds  she  arranged  with  a  vast  deal  of  care, 
To  look  as  if  artlessly  twined  in  her  hair, 
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Where  they  seemed,  as  he  said,  when  he  paid  his  addresses, 

Like  the  day  breaking  through  the  long  night  of  her  tresses ; 

So  whenever  he  wished  to  be  quite  irresistible, 

Like  a  man  with  eight  trumps  in  his  hand  at  a  whist-table, 

(I  feared  me  at  first  that  the  rhyme  was  untwistable, 

Though  I  might  have  lugged  in  an  allusion  to  Cristabel,) — 

He  would  take  up  a  lily,  and  gloomily  look  in  it, 

As  I  shall  at  the ,  when  they  cut  up  my  book  in  it. 

Well,  here,  after  all  the  bad  rhyme  I've  been  spinning, 
I've  got  back  at  last  to  my  story's  beginning  : 
Sitting  there,  as  I  say,  in  the  shade  of  his  mistress, 
As  dull  as  a  volume  of  old  Chester  mysteries, 
Or  as  those  puzzling  specimens,  which,  in  old  histories, 
We  read  of  his  verses — the  Oracles,  namely, — 
(I  wonder  the  Greeks  should  have  swallowed  them  tamely, 
For  one  might  bet  safely  whatever  he  has  to  risk, 
They  were  laid  at  his  door  by  some  ancient  Miss  Asterisk, 
And  so  dull  that  the  men  who  retailed  them  outdoors 
Got  the  ill  name  of  augurs,  because  they  were  bores,) — 
First,  he  mused  what  the  animal  substance  or  herb  is 
Would  induce  a  moustache,  for  you  know  he's  imberbis ; 
Then  he  shuddered  to  think  how  his  youthful  position 
Was  assailed  by  the  age  of  his  son  the  physician  ; 
At  some  poems  he  glanced,  had  been  sent  to  him  lately. 
And  the  metre  and  sentiment  puzzled  him  greatly  ; 
'  Mehercle !  I'd  make  such  proceedings  felonious, — 
Have  they  all  of  them  slept  in  the  cave  of  Trophonius  ? 
Look  well  to  your  seat,  'tis  like  taking  an  airing 
On  a  corduroy  road,  and  that  out  of  repairing ; 
It  leads  one,  'tis  true,  through  the  primitive  forest. 
Grand  natural  features — but,  then,  one  has  no  rest ; 
You  just  catch  a  glimpse  of  some  ravishing  distance, 
When  a  jolt  puts  the  whole  of  it  out  of  existence, — 
Why  not  use  their  ears,  if  they  happen  to  have  any  ?  ' 
— Here  the  laurel-leaves  murmured  the  name  of  poor  Daphne. 

'  0,  weep  with  me,  Daphne,'  he  sighed,  '  for  you  know  it's 
A  terrible  thing  to  be  pestered  with  poets ! 
But,  alas,  she  is  dumb,  and  the  proverb  holds  good, 
She  never  will  cry  till  she's  out  of  the  wood  ! 
What  wouldn't  I  give  if  I  never  had  known  of  her  ? 
'Tw-ere  a  kind  of  relief  had  I  something  to  groan  over ; 
If  I  had  but  some  letters  of  hers,  now  to  toss  over, 
I  might  turn  for  the  nonce  a  Byronic  philosopher, 
And  bewitch  all  the  flats  by  bemoaning  the  loss  of  her. 
One  needs  something  tangible,  though  to  begin  on — 
A  loom,  as  it  were,  for  the  fancy  to  spin  on ; 
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What  boots  all  your  grist?  it  can  never  be  ground 

Till  a  breeze  makes  the  arms  of  the  windmill  go  round. 

(Or,  if  'tis  a  water-mill,  alter  the  metaphor, 

And  say  it  won't  stir,  save  the  wheel  be  well  wet  afore, 

Or  lug  in  some  stuff  about  water  'so  dreamily,' — 

It  is  not  a  metaphor,  though  'tis  a  simile ;) 

A  lily,  perhaps,  would  set  my  mill  agoing, 

For  just  at  this  season,  I  think,  they  are  blowing, 

Here,  somebody,  fetch  one,  not  very  far  hence 

They're  in  bloom  by  the  score,  'tis  but  climbing  a  fence  ; 

There's  a  poet  hard  by,  who  does  nothing  but  fill  his 

Whole  garden,  from  one  end  to  t'other,  with  lilies  ; 

A  very  good  plan,  were  it  not  for  satiety, 

One  longs  for  a  weed  here  and  there,  for  variety  ; 

Though  a  weed  is  no  more  than  a  flower  in  disguise, 

Which  is  seen  through  at  once,  if  love  give  a  man  eyes.' 

Now  there  happened  to  be  among  Phoebus's  followers, 
A  gentleman,  one  of  the  omnivorous  swallowers, 
Who  bolt  every  book  that  comes  out  of  the  press, 
Without  the  least  question  of  larger  or  less, 
Whose  stomachs  are  strong  at  the  expense  of  their  head, — 
For  reading  new  books  is  like  eating  new  bread, 
One  can  bear  it  at  first,  but  by  gradual  steps  he 
Is  brought  to  death's  door  of  a  mental  dyspepsy. 
On  a  previous  stage  of  existence,  our  Hero 
Had  ridden  outside,  with  the  glass  below  zero  ; 
Ho  had  been,  'tis  a  fact  you  may  safely  rely  on, 
Of  a  very  old  stock  a  most  eminent  scion, — 
A  stock  all  fresh  quacks  their  fierce  boluses  ply  on, 
Who  stretch  the  new  boots  Earth's  unwilling  to  try  on, 
Whom  humbugs  of  all  shapes  and  sorts  keep  their  eye  on, 
Whose  hair's  in  the  mortar  of  every  new  Zion, 
Who,  when  whistles  are  dear,  go  directly  and  buy  one, 
Who  think  slavery  a  crime  that  we  must  not  say  fie  on, 
Who  hunt,  if  they  e'er  hunt  at  all,  with  the  lion, 
(Though  they  hunt  lions  also,  whenever  they  spy  one,) 
Who  contrive  to  make  every  good  fortune  a  wry  one, 
And  at  last  choose  the  hard  bed  of  honour  to  die  on, 
Whose  pedigree  traced  to  earth's  earliest  years, 
Is  longer  than  any  thing  else  but  their  ears ; — 
In  short  he  was  sent  into  life  with  the  wrong  key, 
He  unlocked  the  door,  and  stept  forth  a  poor  donkey. 
Though  kicked  and  abused  by  his  bipedal  betters, 
Yet  he  filled  no  mean  place  in  the  kingdom  of  letters ; 
Far  happier  than  many  a  literary  hack, 
He  bore  only  paper-mill  rags  on  his  back  ; 
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(For  it  makes  a  vast  difference  which  side  the  mill 
One  expends  on  the  paper  his  labour  and  skill ;) 
So,  when  his  soul  waited  a  new  transmigration, 
And  Destiny  balanced  'twixt  this  and  that  station, 
Not  having  much  time  to  expend  upon  bothers, 
Eemembering  he'd  had  some  connexion  with  authors. 
And  considering  his  four  legs  had  grown  paralytic, — 
She  set  him  on  two,  and  he  came  forth  a  critic. 

Through  his  babyhood  no  kind  of  pleasure  he  took 
In  any  amusement  but  tearing  a  book ; 
For  him  there  was  no  intermediate  stage, 
From  babyhood  up  to  straight -laced  middle  age  ; 
There  were  years  when  he  did'nt  wear  coat-tails  behind, 
But  a  boy  he  could  never  be  rightly  denned  ; 
Like  the  Irish  Good  Folk,  though  in  length  scarce  a  span, 
From  the  womb  he  came  gravely,  a  little  old  man ; 
While  other  boys'  trowsers  demanded  the  toil 
Of  the  motherly  fingers  on  all  kinds  of  soil, 
Ked,  yellow,  brown,  black,  clayey,  gravelly,  loamy, 
He  sat  in  the  corner  and  read  Viri  Eomae. 
He  never  was  known  to  unbend  or  to  revel  once 
In  base,  marbles,  hockey,  or  kick  up  the  devil  once ; 
He  was  just  one  of  those  who  excite  the  benevolence 
Of  your  old  prigs  who  sound  the  soul's  depths  with  a  ledger, 
And  are  on  the  lo'ok  out  for  some  young  men  to  '  edger- 
-cate,'  as  they  call  it,  who  won't  be  too  costly, 
And  who'll  afterwrard  take  to  the  ministry  mostly  ; 
Who  always  wear  spectacles,  always  look  bilious, 
Always  keep  on  good  terms  with  each  matcrfamilias 
Throughout  the  whole  parish,  and  manage  to  rear 
Ten  boys  like  themselves,  on  four  hundred  a  year ; 
Who,  fulfilling  in  turn  the  same  fearful  conditions, 
Either  preach  through  their  noses,  or  go  upon  mission:-. 

In  this  way  our  hero  got  safely  to  college, 
Where  he  bolted  alike  both  his  commons  and  knowledge ; 
A  reading-machine,  always  wound  up  and  going, 
He  mastered  whatever  was  not  worth  the  knowing, 
Appeared  in  a  gown,  and  a  vest  of  black  satin, 
Te  spout  such  a  Gothic  oration  in  Latin, 
That  Tully  could  never  have  made  out  a  word  in  it, 
(Though  himself  was  the  model  the  author  preferred  in  it,) 
And  grasping  the  parchment  which  gave  him  in  fee, 
All  the  mystic  and-so-forths  contained  in  A.  B., 
He  was  launched  (life  is  always  compared  to  a  sea,) 
With  just  enough  learning,  and  skill  for  the  using  it, 
To  prove  he'd  a  brain,  by  forever  confusing  it. 
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So  worthy  Saint  Benedict,  piously  burning 
With  the  holiest  zeal  against  secular  learning, 
Nesciensque  scienter,  as  writers  express  it, 
Indoctusqiie  sapienter  a  Roma  recessit. 

'T would  be  endless  to  tell  you  the  things  that  he  knew, 
All  separate  facts,  undeniably  true, 
But  with  him  or  each  other  they'd  nothing  to  do ; 
No  power  of  combining,  arranging,  discerning,        > 
Digested  the  masses  he  learned  into  learning  ;       ,     ' 
There  was  one  thing  in  life  he  had  practical  knowledge  for, 
(And  this,  you  will  think,  he  need  scarce  go  to  college  for, ) 
Not  a  deed  would  he  do,  nor  a  word  would  he  utter, 
Till  he'd  weighed  its  relations  to  plain  bread  and  butter. 
When  he  left  Alma  Mater,  he  practised  his  wits 
In  compiling  the  journal's  historical  bits, — 
Of  shops  broken  open,  men  falling  in  fits, 
Great  fortunes  in  England  bequeathed  to  poor  printers, 
And  cold  spells,  the  coldest  for  many  past  winters, — 
Then,  rising  by  industry,  knack,  and  address, 
Got  notices  up  for  an  unbiassed  press, 
With  a  mind  so  well  poised,  it  seemed  equally  made  for 
Applause  or  abuse,  just  which  chanced  to  be  paid  for ; 
From  this  point  his  progress  was  rapid  and  sure, 
To  the  post  of  a  regular  heavy  reviewer. 

And  here  I  must  say  he  wrote  excellent  articles 
On  the  Hebraic  points,  or  the  force  of  Greek  particles, 
They  filled  up  the  space  nothing  else  was  prepared  for ; 
And  nobody  read  that  which  nobody  cared  for ; 
If  any  old  book  reached  a  fiftieth  edition, 
He  could  fill  forty  pages  with  safe  erudition  ; 
He  could  gauge  the  old  books  by  the  old  set  of  rules, 
And  his  very  old  nothings  pleased  very  old  fools ; 
But  give  him  a  new  book,  fresh  out  of  the  heart, 
And  you  put  him  at  sea  without  compass  or  chart, — 
His  blunders  aspired  to  the  rank  of  an  art ; 
For  his  lore  was  engraft,  something  foreign  that  grew  in  him, 
Exhausting  the  sap  of  the  native  and  true  in  him, 
So  that  when  a  man  came  with  a  soul  that  was  new  in  him. 
Carving  new  forms  of  truth  out  of  Nature's  old  granite, 
New  and  old  at  their  birth,  like  Le  Verrier's  planet, 
Which,  to  get  a  true  judgment,  themselves  must  create 
In  the  soul  of  their  critic  the  measure  and  weight, 
Being  rather  themselves  a  fresh  standard  of  grace, 
To  compute  their  own  judge,  and  assign  him  his  place, 
Our  reviewer  would  crawl  all  about  it  and  round  it, 
And,  reporting  each  circumstance  just  as  he  found  it, 
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Without  the  least  malice, — his  record  would  be 
Profoundly  sesthetic  as  that  of  a  flea, 

Which,  supping  on  Wordsworth,  should  print,  for  our  sakes, 
Becolleetions  of  knights  with  the  Bard  of  the  Lakes, 
Or,  borne  by  an  Arab  guide,  ventured  to  render  a 
General  view  of  the  ruins  at  Denderah. 

As  I  said,  he  was  never  precisely  unkind, 
The  defect  in  his  brain  was  just  absence  of  mind  ; 
If  he  boasted,  'twas  simply  that  he  was  self-made, 
A  position  which  I,  for  one,  never  gainsaid, 
My  respect  for  my  Maker  supposing  a  skill 
In  his  works  which  our  hero  would  answer  but  ill ; 
And  I  trust  that  the  mould  which  he  used  may  be  cracked,  or  he 
Made  bold  by  success,  may  enlarge  his  phylactery, 
And  set  up  a  kind  of  a  man-manufactory, 
An  event  which  I  shudder  to  think  about,  seeing 
That  Man  is  a  moral,  accountable  being. 

He  meant  well  enough,  but  was  still  in  the  way, 
As  a  dunce  always  is,  let  him  be  where  he  may  ; 
Indeed,  they  appear  to  come  into  existence 
To  impede  other  folks  with  their  awkward  assistance ; 
If  you  set  up  a  dunce  on  the  very  North  pole, 
All  alone  with  himself,  I  believe,  on  my  soul, 
He'd  manage  to  get  betwixt  somebody's  shins, 
And  pitch  him  down  bodily,  all  in  his  sins, 
To  the  grave  polar  bears  sitting  round  on  the  ice, 
All  shortening  their  grace,  to  be  in  for  a  slice ; 
Or,  if  he  found  nobody  else  there  to  pother, 
Why,  one  of  his  legs  would  just  trip  up  the  other, 
For  there's  nothing  we  read  of  in  torture's  inventions, 
Like  a  well-meaning  dunce,  with  the  best  of  intentions. 

A  terrible  fellow  to  meet  in  society, 
Not  the  toast  that  he  buttered  was  ever  so  dry  at  tea ; 
There  he'd  sit  at  the  table  and  stir  in  his  sugar, 
Crouching  close  for  a  spring,  all  the  while,  like  a  cougar  ; 
Be  sure  of  your  facts,  of  your  measures  and  weights, 
Of  your  time — he's  as  fond  as  an  Arab  of  dates  ;— 
You'll  be  telling,  perhaps,  in  your  comical  way, 
Of  something  you've  seen  in  the  course  of  the  day ; 
And,  just  as  you're  tapering  out  the  conclusion, 
You  venture  an  ill-fated  classic  allusion, — 
The  girls  have  all  got  their  laughs  ready,  when,  whack  ! 
The  cougar  comes  down  on  your  thunderstruck  back  ! 
You  had  left  out  a  comma, — your  Greek's  put  in  joint, 
And  pointed  at  cost  of  your  story's  whole  point. 
In  the  course  of  the  evening,  you  venture  on  certain 
Soft  speeches  to  Anne,  in  the  shade  of  the  curtain ; 
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You  tell  her  your  heart  can  be  likened  to  one  flower, 

'  And  that,  oh  most  charming  of  women,  's  the  sunflower, 

Which  turns' — here  a  clear  nasal  voice,  to  your  terror, 

From  outside  the  curtain,  says  '  that's  all  an  error.' 

As  for  him,  he's — no  matter,  he  never  grew  tender, 

Sitting  after  a  ball,  with  his  feet  on  the  fender, 

Shaping  somebody's  sweet  features  out  of  cigar  smoke, 

(Though  he'd  willingly  grant  you  that  such  doings  are  smoke ;) 

All  women  he  damns  with  mutabile  semper, 

And  if  ever  he  felt  something  like  love's  distemper, 

'Twas  towards  a  young  lady  who  spoke  ancient  Mexican, 

And  assisted  her  father  in  making  a  lexicon  ; 

Though  I  recollect  hearing  him  get  quite  ferocious 

About  Mary  Clausum,  the  mistress  of  Grrotius, 

Or  something  of  that  sort, — but,  no  more  to  bore  ye 

With  character-painting,  I'll  turn  to  my  story. 

Now,  Apollo,  who  finds  it  convenient  sometimes 
To  get  his  court  clear  of  the  makers  of  rhymes, 
The  genus,  I  think  it  is  called,  irritabile, 
Every  one  of  whom  thinks  himself  treated  most  shabbily, 
And  nurses  a — what  is  it  ? — immedicabile, 
Which  keeps  him  at  boiling-point,  hot  for  a  quarrel, 
As  bitter  as  wormwood,  and  sourer  than  sorrel, 
If  any  poor  devil  but  look  at  a  laurel ; — 
Apollo,  I  say,  being  sick  of  their  rioting, 
(Though  he  sometimes  acknowledged  their  verse  had  a  quieting 
Effect  after  dinner,  and  seemed  to  suggest  a 
Retreat  to  the  shrine  of  a  tranquil  siesta,) 
Kept  our  Hero  at  hand,  who,  by  means  of  a  bray, 
Which  he  gave  to  the  life,  drove  the  rabble  away ; 
And  if  that  wouldn't  do,  he  was  sure  to  succeed, 
If  he  took  his  review  out  and  offered  to  read  ; 
Or,  failing  in  plans  of  this  milder  description, 
He  would  ask  for  their  aid  to  get  up  a  subscription, 
Considering  that  authorship  wasn't  a  rich  craft, 
To  print  the  '  American  drama  of  Witchcraft.' 
1  Stay,  I'll  read  you  a  scene,' — but  he  hardly  began, 
Ere  Apollo  shrieked  '  Help ! '  and  the  authors  all  ran  : 
And  once,  when  these  purgatives  acted  with  less  spirit, 
And  the  desperate  case  asked  a  remedy  desperate, 
He  drew  from  his  pocket  a  foolscap  epistle, 
As  calmly  as  if  'twere  a  nine-barrelled  pistol, 
And  threatened  them  all  with  the  judgment  to  come, 
Of  '  A  wandering  Star's  first  impressions  of  Rome.' 
1  Stop  !  stop  ! '  with  their  hands  o'er  their  ears  screamed  the 

Muses, 
'  He  may  go  off  ami  murder  himself,  if  he  chooses. 
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'Twas  a  means  self-defence  only  sanctioned  his  trying, 
'Tis  mere  massacre  now  that  the  enemy's  flying ;', 
If  he's  forced  to  't  again,  and  we  happen  to  be  there, 
Give  us  each  a  large  handkerchief  soaked  in  strong  ether.' 

I  called  this  a  '  Fable  for  Critics  ;'  you  think  it's 
More  like  a  display  of  my  rhythmical  trinkets ; 
My  plot,  like  an  icicle,  's  slender  and  slippery, 
Every  moment  more  slender,  and  likely  to  slip  awry, 
And  the  reader  unwilling  in  loco  desipere, 
Is  free  to  jump  over  as  much  of  my  frippery 
As  he  fancies,  and,  if  he's  a  provident  skipper,  he 
May  have  an  Odyssean  sway  of  the  gales, 
And  get  safe  into  port,  ere  his  patience  all  fails  ; 
Moreover,  although  'tis  a  slender  return 
For  your  toil  and  expense,  yet  my  paper  will  burn, 
And,  if  you  have  manfully  struggled  thus  far  with  me, 
You  may  e'en  twist  me  up,  and  just  light  your  cigar  with  me : 
If  too  angry  for  that,  you  can  tear  me  in  pieces, 
And  my  membra  disjecta  consign  to  the  breezes, 
A  fate  like  great  Katzau's,  whom  one  of  those  bores, 
Who  beflead  with  bad  verses  poor  Louis  Quatorze, 
Describes,  (the  first  verse  somehow  ends  with  victoire,} 
As  dispersant  partout  ct  scs  membres  ct  sa  gloire', 
Or,  if  I  were  over-desirous  of  earning 
A  repute  among  noodles  for  classical  learning, 
I  could  pick  you  a  score  of  allusions,  I  wis, 
As  new  as  the  jests  of  DidasJcolos  tis; 
Better  still,  I  could  make  out  a  good  solid  list 
From  recondite  authors  who  do  not  exist, — 
But  that  would  be  naughty :  at  least,  I  could  twist 
Something  out  of  Absyrtus,  or  turn  your  inquiries 
After  Milton's  prose  metaphor,  drawn  from  Osiris ; — 
But,  as  Cicero  says  he  won't  say  this  or  that, 
(A  fetch,  I  must  say,  most  transparent  and  flat,) 
After  saying  whate'er  he  could  possibly  think  of, — 
I  simply  will  state  that  I  pause  on  the  brink  of 
A  mire,  ankle-deep,  of  deliberate  confusion, 
Made  up  of  old  jumbles  of  classic  allusion, 
So,  when  you  were  thinking  yourselves  to  be  pitied, 
Just  conceive  how  much  harder  your  teeth  you'd  have  gritted, 
An  'twere  not  for  the  dulness  I've  kindly  omitted. 

I'd  apologize  here  for  my  many  digressions, 
Were  it  not  that  I'm  certain  to  trip  into  fresh  ones, 
('Tis  so  hard  to  escape  if  you  get  in  their  mesh  once  ;) 
Just  reflect,  if  you  please,  how  'tis  said  by  Horatius, 
That  Meeonides  nods  now  and  then,  and,  my  gracious ! 
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It  certainly  does  look  a  little  bit  ominous 

When  he  gets  under  way  with  ton  d'apameibomcnos. 

(Here  a  something  occurs  which  I'll  just^clap  a  rhyme  to, 

And  say  it  myself,  ere  a  Zoilus  have  time  to, — 

Any  author  a  nap  like  Van  Winkle's  may  take, 

If  he  only  contrive  to  keep  readers  awake, 

But  he'll  very  soon  find  himself  laid  on  the  shelf, 

If  they  fall  a  nodding  when  he  nods  himself.) 

Once  for  all,  to  return,  and  to  stay,  will  I,  nill  I — 
When  Phoebus  expressed  his  desire  for  a  lily, 
Our  hero,  whose  homoeopathic  sagacity 
With  an  ocean  of  zeal  mixed  his  drop  of  capacity 
Set  off  for  the  garden  as  fast  as  the  wind, 
(Or,  to  take  a  comparison  more  to  my  mind, 
As  a  sound  politician  leaves  conscience  behind,) 
And  leaped  the  low  fence,  as  a  party  hack  jumps 
O'er  his  principles,  when  something  else  turns  up  trumps. 

He  was  gone  a  long  time,  and  Apollo  meanwhile, 
Went  over  some  sonnets  of  his  with  a  file, 
For  of  all  compositions,  he  thought  that  the  sonnet 
Best  repaid  all  the  toil  you  expended  upon  it ; 
It  should  reach  with  one  impulse  the  end  of  its  course, 
And  for  one  final  blow  collect  all  of  its  force ; 
Not  a  verse  should  be  salient,  but  each  one  should  tend 
With  a  wave-like  up-gathering  to  burst  at  the  end  ; — 
So,  condensing  the  strength  here,  there  smoothing  a  wry  kink, 

He  was  killing  the  time,  when  up  walked  Mr. ; 

At  a  few  steps  behind  him,  a  small  man  in  glasses, 
Went  dodging  about,  muttering  '  murderers!  asses  !' 
From  out  of  his  pocket  a  paper  he'd  take, 
With  the  proud  look  of  martyrdom  tied  to  its  stake, 
And,  reading  a  squib  at  himself,  he'd  say,  '  Here  I  sec 
'Gainst  American  letters  a  bloody  conspiracy, 
They  are  all  by  my  personal  enemies  written ; 
I  must  post  an  anonymous  letter  to  Britain, 
And  show  that  this  gall  is  the  merest  suggestion 
Of  spite  at  my  zeal  on  the  Copyright  question, 
For,  on  this  side  the  water,  'tis  prudent  to  pull 
O'er  the  eyes  of  the  public  their  national  wool, 
By  accusing  of  slavish  respect  to  John  Bull, 
All  American  authors  who  have  more  or  less 
Of  that  anti- American  humbug — success, 
While  in  private  we're  always  embracing  the  knees 
Of  some  twopenny  editor  over  the  seas, 
And  licking  his  critical  shoes,  for  you  know  'tis 
The  whole  aim  of  our  lives  to  get  one  English  notice  ; 
14 
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My  American  puffs  I  would  willingly  burn  all, 
(They're  all  from  one  source,  monthly,  weekly,  diurnal,) 
To  get  but  a  kick  from  a  transmarine  journal.' 

So,  culling  the  gibes  of  each  critical  scorner 
As  if  they  were  plums,  and  himself  were  Jack  Horner, 
He  came  cautiously  on,  peeping  round  every  corner, 
And  into  each  hole  where  a  weasel  might  pass  in, 
Expecting  the  knife  of  some  critic  assassin, 
Who  stabs  to  the  heart  with  a  caricature, 
Not  so  bad  as  those  daubs  of  the  Sun,  to  be^sure, 
Yet  done  with  a  dagger-o'-type,  whose  vile  portraits 
Disperse  all  one's  good,  and  condense  all  one's  poor  traits. 

Apollo  looked  up,  hearing  footsteps  approaching, 
And  slipped  out  of  sight  the  new  rhymes  he  was  broaching,—- 

'Good  day,  Mr. ,  I'm  happy  to  meet, 

With  a  scholar  so  ripe,  and  a  critic  so  neat, 
Who  through  Grub-street  the  soul  of  a  gentleman  carries, — 
What  news  from  that  suburb  of  London  and  Paris 
Which  latterly  makes  such  shrill  claims  to  monopolize 
The  credit  of  being  the  New  World's  metropolis  ? ' 

'  Why,  nothing  of  consequence,  save  this  attack 
On  my  friend  there,  behind,  by  some  pitiful  hack, 
Who  thinks  every  national  author  a  poor  one, 
That  isn't  a  copy  of  something  that's  foreign, 
And  assaults  the  American  Dick — '. 

'  Nay,  'tis  clear 

That  your  Damon  there's  fond  of  a  flea  in  his  ear, 
And,  if  no  one  else  furnished  them  gratis,  on  tick 
He  would  buy  some  himself,  just  to  hear  the  old  click ; 
Why,  I  honestly  think,  if  some  fool  in  Japan 
Should  turn  up  his  nose  at  the  "Poems  on  Man," 
Your  friend  there  by  some  inward  instinct  would  know  it, 
Would  get  it  translated,  reprinted,  and  show  it ; 
As  a  man  might  take  off  high  stock  to  exhibit 
The  autograph  round  his  own  neck  of  the  gibbet ; 
Nor  would  let  it  rest  so,  but  fire  column  after  column. 
Signed  Cato,  or  Brutus,  or  something  as  solemn, 
By  way  of  displaying  his  critical  crosses, 
And  tweaking  that  poor  transatlantic  proboscis, 
His  broadsides  resulting  (and  this  there's  no  doubt  of,) 
In  successively  sinking  the  craft  they're  fired  out  of. 
Now  nobody  knows  when  an  author  is  hit, 
If  he  don't  have  a  public  hysterical  fit ; 
Let  him  only  keep  close  in  his  snug  garret's  dim  ether, 
And  nobody'd  think  of  his  critics — or  him  either ; 
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If  an  author  have  any  least  fibre  of  worth  in  him. 
Abuse  would  but  tickle  the  organ  of  mirth  in  him, 
All  the  critics  on  earth  cannot  crush  with  their  ban, 
One  word  that's  in  tune  with  the  nature  of  man.' 

'  Well,  perhaps  so ;  meanwhile  I  have  brought  you  a  book, 
Into  which  if  you'll  just  have  the  goodness  to  look, 
You  may  feel  so  delighted,  (when  you  have  got  through  it,) 
As  to  think  it  not  unworth  your  while  to  review  it, 
And  I  think  I  can  promise  your  thoughts,  if  you  do, 
A  place  in  the  next  Democratic  Review.' 

'  The  most  thankless  of  gods  you  must  surely  have  thought  me, 
For  this  is  the  forty-fourth  copy  you've  brought  me, 
I  have  given  them  away,  or  at  least  I  have  tried, 
But  I've  forty-two  left,  standing  all  side  by  side, 
(The  man  who  accepted  that  one  copy,  died,) —  • 
From  one  end  of  a  shelf  to  the  other  they  reach, 
"  With  the  author's  respects  "  neatly  written  in  each. 
The  publisher,  sure,  will  proclaim  a  Te  Deum, 
When  he  hears  of  that  order  the  British  Museum 
Has  sent  for  one  set  of  what  books  were  first  printed 
In  America,  little  or  big, — for  'tis  hinted 
That  this  is  the  first  truly  tangible  hope  he 
Has  ever  had  raised  for  the  sale  of  a  copy. 
I've  thought  very  often  'twould  be  a  good  thing 
In  all  public  collections  of  books,  if  a  wing 
Were  set  off  by  itself,  like  the  seas  from  the  dry  lands, 
Marked  Literature  suited  to  desolate  islands, 
And  filled  with  such  books  as  could  never  be  read 
Save  by  readers  of  proofs,  forced  to  do  it  for  bread,— 
Such  books  as  one's  wrecked  on  in  small  country  taverns, 
Such  as  hermits  might  mortify  over  in  caverns, 
Such  as  Satan,  if  printing  had  then  been  invented. 
As  the  climax  of  woe,  would  to  Job  have  presented, 
Such  as  Crusoe  might  dip  in,  although  there  are  few  so 
Outrageously  cornered  by  fate  as  poor  Crusoe ; 
And  since  the  philanthropists  just  now  are  banging 
And  gibbeting  all  who' re  in  favour  of  hanging, — 
(Though  Cheever  has  proved  that  the  Bible  and  Altai' 
Were  let  down  from  Heaven  at  the  end  of  a  halter, 
And  that  vital  religion  would  dull  and  grow  callous, 

Unrefreshed,  now  and  then,  with  a  sniff  of  the  gallows.) 

And  folks  are  beginning  to  think  it  looks  odd, 
To  choke  a  poor  scamp  for  the  glory  of  God ; 
And  that  He  who  esteems  the  Virginia  reel 
A  bait  to  draw  saints  from  their  spiritual  weal, 
And  regards  the  quadrille  as  a  far  greater  knavery 
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Than  crushing  His  African  children  with  slavery, — 

Since  all  who  take  part  in  a  waltz  or  cotillon 

Are  mounted  for  hell  on  the  Devil's  own  pillion, 

Who,  as  every  true  orthodox  Christian  well  knows, 

Approaches  the  heart  through  the  door  of  the  toes, — 

That  He,  I  was  saying,  whose  judgments  are  stored 

For  such  as  take  steps  in  despite  of  his  word, 

Should  look  with  delight  on  the  agonized  prancing 

Of  a  wretch  who  has  not  the  least  ground  for  his  dancing, 

While  the  State,  standing  by,  sings  a  verse  from  the  Psalter 

About  offering  to  God  on  his  favourite  halter, 

And,  when  the  legs  droop  from  their  twitching  divergence, 

Sells  the  clothes  to  a  Jew,  and  the  corpse  to  the  surgeons  ; — 

Now,  instead  of  all  this,  I  think  I  can  direct  you  all 
To  a  criminal  code  both  humane  and  effectual ; — 
I  propose  to  shut  up  every  doer  of  wrong 
With  these  desperate  books,  for  such  term,  short  or  long, 
As  by  statute  in  such  cases  made  and  provided, 
Shall  be  by  your  wise  legislators  decided  ; 
Thus : — Let  murderers  be  shut,  to  grow  wiser  and  cooler, 

At  hard  labour  for  life  on  the  works  of  Miss ; 

Petty  thieves,  kept  from  flagranter  crimes  by  their  fears, 
Shall  peruse  Yankee  Doodle  a  blank  term  of  years, — 
That  American  Punch,  like  the  English,  no  doubt — 
Just  the  sugar  and  lemons  and  spirit  left  out. 

'  But  stay,  here  comes  Tityrus  Griswold,  and  leads  on 
The  flocks  whom  he  first  plucks  alive,  and  then  feeds  on, — 
A  loud  cackling  swarm,  in  whose  feathers  warm-drest, 
He  goes  for  as  perfect  a — #wan,  as  the  rest. 

'  There  comes  Emerson  first,  whose  rich  words,  every  one, 
Are  like  gold  nails  in  temples  to  hang  trophies  on, 
Whose  prose  is  grand  verse,  while  his  verse,  the  Lord  knows. 

Is  some  of  it  pr No,  'tis  not  even  prose ; 

I'm  speaking  of  metres  ;  some  poems  have  welled 
From  those  rare  depths  of  soul  that  have  ne'er  been  excelled 
They're  not  epics,  but  that  doesn't  matter  a  pin, 
In  creating,  the  only  hard  thing's  to  begin ; 
/  A  grass-blade's  no  easier  to  make  than  an  oak, 
(    If  you've  once  found  the  way,  you've  achieved  the  grand  stroke ; 
In  the  worst  of  his  poems  are  mines  of  rich  matter, 
But  thrown  in  a  heap  with  a  crush  and  a  clatter ; 
Now  it  is  not  one  thing  nor  another  alone 
Makes  a  poem,  but  rather  the  general  tone, 
The  something  pervading,  uniting  the  whole, 
The  before  unconceived,  unconceivable  soul, 
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80  that  just  in  removing  this  trifle  or  that,  you 
Take  away,  as  it  were,  a  chief  limb  of  the  statue  ; 
Roots,  wood,  bark,  and  leaves,  singly  perfect  may  be, 
But,  clapt  hodge  podge  together,  they  don  t  make  a  tree. 

'  But,  to  come  back  to  Emerson,  (whom  by  the  way, 
I  believe  we  left  waiting,) — his  is,  we  may  say, 
A  Greek  head  on  right  Yankee  shoulders,  whose  range 
Has  Olympus  for  one  pole,  for  t'other  the  Exchange  ; 
He  seems,  to  my  thinking,  (although  I'm  afraid 
The  comparison  must,  long  ere  this,  have  been  made,) 
A  Plotinus-Montaigne,  where  the  Egyptian's  gold  mist 
And  the  Gascon's  shrewd  wit  cheek-by-jowl  co-exist ; 
All  admire,  and  yet  scarcely  six  converts  he's  got 
To  I  don't  (nor  they  either)  exactly  know  what ; 
For  though  he  builds  glorious  temples,  'tis  odd 
He  leaves  never  a  doorway  to  get  in  a  god. 
'Tis  refreshing  to  old-fashioned  people  like  me, 
To  meet  such  a  primitive  Pagan  as  he, 
In  whose  mind  all  creation  is  duly  respected 
As  parts  of  himself— just  a  little  projected ; 
And  who's   willing  to  worship  the  stars  and  the  sun, 
A  convert  to — nothing  but  Emerson. 
•So  perfect  a  balance  there  is  in  his  head, 
That  he  talks  of  things  sometimes  as  if  they  were  dead ; 
Life,  nature,  love,  God,  and  affairs  of  that  sort, 
He  looks  at  as  merely  ideas ;  in  short, 
As  if  they  were  fossils  stuck  round  in  a  cabinet, 
Of  such  vast  extent  that  our  earth's  a  mere  dab  in  it ; 
Composed  just  as  he  is  inclined  to  conjecture  her, 
Namely,  one  part  pure  earth,  ninety-nine  parts  pure  lertuivr  : 
You  are  filled  with  delight  at  his  clear  demonstration, 
Each  figure,  word,  gesture,  just  fits  the  occasion, 
With  the  quiet  precision  of  science  he'll  sort  'em, 
But  you  can't  help  suspecting  the  whole  a  post  mortem. 

1  There  are  persons,  mole-blind  to  the  souls  make  and  dyle. 
Who  insist  on  a  likeness  'twixt  him  and  Carlyle ; 
To  compare  with  Plato  would  be  vastly  fairer," 
Carlyle's  the  more  burly,  but  E.  is  the  rarer ; 
He  sees  fewer  objects,  but  clearlier,  truelier, 
If  C.'s  as  original,  E.'s  more  peculiar; 
That  he's  more  of  a  man  you  might  say  of  the  one, 
Of  the  other  he's  more  of  an  Emerson  ; 
C.'s  the  Titan,  as  shaggy  of  mind  as  of  limb, — 
E.  the  clear-eyed  Olympian,  rapid  and  slim ; 
The  one's  two-thirds  Norseman,  the  other  half  Greek, 
Where  the  one's  most  abounding,  the^other's  to  seek ; 
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C.'s  generals  require  to  be  seen  in  the  mass, — 

E.'s  specialties  gain  if  enlarged  by  the  glass ; 

C.  gives  nature  and  God  his  own  fits  of  the  blues, 

And  rims  common-sense  things  with  mystical  hues, — 

E.  sits  in  a  mystery  calm  and  intense, 

And  looks  coolly  around  him  with  sharp  common-sense ; 

C.  shows  you  how  every-day  matters  unite 

With  the  dim  transdiurnal  recesses  of  night, — 

While  E.,  in  a  plain,  preternatural  way, 

Makes  mysteries  matters  of  mere  every  day; 

C.  draws  all  his  characters  quite  a  la  Fuseli, — 

He  don't  sketch  their  bundles  of  muscles  and  thews  illy, 

But  he  paints  with  a  brush  so  untamed  and  profuse, 

They  seem  nothing  but  bundles  of  muscles  and  thews  ; 

E.  is  rather  like  Flaxman,  lines  strait  and  severe, 

And  a  colourless  outline,  but  full,  round,  and  clear  ; — 

To  the  men  he  thinks  worthy  he  frankly  accords 

The  design  of  a  white  marble  statue  in  words. 

C.  labours  to  get  at  the  centre,  and  then 

Take  a  reckoning  from  there  of  his  actions  and  men  ; 

E.  calmly  assumes  the  said  centre  is  granted, 

And,  given  himself,  has  whatever  is  wanted. 

'  He  has  imitators  in  scores,  who  omit 
No  part  of  the  man  but  his  wisdom  and  wit, — 
Who  go  carefully  o'er  the  sky-blue  of  his  brain, 
And  when  he  has  skimmed  it  once,  skim  it  again ; 
If  at  all  they  resemble  him,  you  may  be  sure  it  is 
Because  their  shoals  mirror  his  mists  and  obscurities, 
As  a  mud-puddle  seems  deep  as  heaven  for  a  minute, 
While  a  cloud  that  floats  o'er  is  reflected  within  it. 

'  There  comes ,  for  instance ;  to  see  him's  rare  sport, 

Tread  in  Emerson's  tracks  with  legs  painfully  short ; 

How  he  jumps,  how  he  strains,  and  gets  red  in  the  face, 

To  keep  step  with  the  mystagogue's  natural  pace  \ 

Ho  follows  as  close  as  a  stick  to  a  rocket, 

His  fingers  exploring  the  prophet's  each  pocket. 

Fie,  for  shame,  brother  bard ;  with  good  fruit  of  your  own, 

Can't  you  let  neighbour  Emerson's  orchards  alone? 

Besides,  'tis  no  use,  you'll  not  find  e'en  a  core, — 

has  picked  up  all  the  windfalls  before. 

They  might  strip  every  tree,  and  E.  never  would  catch  'em, 
His  Hesperides  have  no  rude  dragon  to  watch  'em ; 
When  they  send  him  a  dishfull,  and  ask  him  to  try  'em, 
He  never  suspects  how  the  sly  rogues  came  by  'em  ; 
He  wonders  why  'tis  there  are  none  such  his  trees  on, 
And  thinks  'em  the  best  he  has  tasted  this  season. 
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'  Yonder,  calm  as  a  cloud,  Alcott  .stalks  in  a  dream, 
And  fancies  himself  in  thy  groves,  Academe, 
With  the  Parthenon  nigh,  and  the  olive-trees  o'er  him. 
And  never  a  fact  to  perplex  him  or  bore  him, 
AVith  a  snug  room  at  Plato's,  when  night  comes,  to  walk  to. 
And  people  from  morning  till  midnight  to  talk  to, 
And  from  midnight  till  morning,  nor  snore  in  their  listening; — 
ISo  he  muses,  his  face  with  the  joy  of  it  glistening, 
For  his  highest  conceit  of  a  happiest  state  is 
Where  they'd  live  upon  acorns,  and  hear  him  talk  ir;atis  ; 
And  indeed,  I  believe,  no  man  ever  talked  better — 
Each  sentence  hangs  perfectly  poised  to  a  letter ; 
He  seems  piling  words,  but  there's  royal  dust  hid 
In  the  heart  of  each  sky-piercing  pyramid. 
While  he  talks  he  is  great,  but  goes  out  like  a  taper, 
If  you  shut  him  up  closely  with  pen,  ink,  ami  paper ; 
Yet  his  fingers  itch  for  'em  from  morning  till  night, 
And  he  thinks  he  does  wrong  if  he  don't  always  "write  : 
In  this,  as  in  all  things,  a  lamb  among  men, 
He  goes  to  sure  death  when  he  goes  to  his  pen. 

'  Close  behind  him  is  Browuson,  his  mouth  very  full 
With  attempting  to  gulp  a  Gregorian  bull ; 
Who  contrives,  spite  of  that,  to  pour  out  as  he  goes 
A  stream  of  transparent  and  forcible  prose ; 
He  shifts  quite  about,  then  proceeds  to  expound 
That  'tis  merely  the  earth,  not  himself,  that  turns  round, 
And  wishes  it  clearly  impressed  on  your  mind . 
That  the  weathercock  rules  and  not  follows  the  wind  ; 
Proving  first,  then  as  deftly  confuting  each  side, 
AVith  no  doctrine  pleased  that's  not  somewhere  denied. 
He  lays  the  denier  away  on  the  shelf, 
And  then — down  beside  him  lies  gravely  himself. 
He's  the  Salt  Eiver  boatman,  who  always  stands  willing 
To  convey  friend  or  foe  without  charging  a  shilling, 
And  so  fond  of  the  trip  that,  when  leisure's  to  spare, 
He'll  row  himself  up,  if  he  can't  get  a  fare. 
The  worst  of  it  is,  that  his  logic's  so  strong, 
That  of  two  sides  he  commonly  chooses  the  wrong ; 
If  there  is  only  one,  why,  he'll  split  it  in  two, 
And  first  pummel  this  half,  then  that,  black  and  blue. 
That  white's  white  needs  no  proof,  but  it  takes  a  deep  fellow 
To  prove  it  jet-black,  and  that  jet-black  is  yellow. 
He  offers  the  true  faith  to  drink  in  a  sieve, — 
When  it  reaches  your  lips  there's  naught  left  to  believe 
But  a  few  silly-(syllo-,  I  mean)-gisms  that  squat  'em 
Like  tadpoles,  o'erjoyed  with  the  mud  at  the  bottom. 
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'  There  is  Willis,  so  natty  and  jaunty  and  gay, 
Who  says  his  best  things  in  so  foppish  a  way, 
With  conceits  and  pet  phrases  so  thickly  o'erlaying  'em, 
That  one  hardly  knows  whether  to  thank  him  for  saying  'em; 
Over-ornament  ruins  both  poem  and  prose, 
Just  conceive  of  a  Muse  with  a  ring  in  her  nose ! 
His  prose  had  a  natural  grace  of  his  own, 
And  enough  of  it,  too,  if  he'd  let  it  alone  ; 
But  he  twitches  and  jerks  so,  one  fairly  gets  tired, 
And  is  forced  to  forgive  where  he  might  have  admired  ; 
Yet  whenever  it  slips  away  free  and  unlaced, 
It  runs  like  a  stream  with  a  musical  waste, 
And  gurgles  along  with  the  liquidest  sweep  ; — 
Tis  not  deep  as  a  river,  but  who'd  have  it  deep  ? 
In  a  country  where  scarcely  a  village  is  found 
That  has  not  its  author  sublime  and  profound, 
For  some  one  to  be  slightly  shoal  is  a  duty, 
And  Willis's  shallowness  makes  half  his  beauty. 
His  prose  winds  along  with  a  blithe,  gurgling  error, 
And  reflects  all  of  Heaven  it  can  see  in  its  mirror. 
'Tis  a  narrowish  strip,  but  it  is  not  an  artifice — 
'Tis  the  true  out-of-doors  with  its  genuine  hearty  phiz  ; 
It  is  Nature  herself,  and  there's  something  in  that, 
Since  most  brains  reflect  but  the  crown  of  a  hat. 
No  volume  I  know  to  read  under  a  tree, 
More  truly  delicious  than  his  A  1'  Abri, 
With  the  shadows  of  leaves  flowing  over  your  book, 
Like  ripple-shades  netting  the  bed  of  a  brook  ; 
With  June  coming  softly  your  shoulder  to  look  over, 
Breezes  waiting  to  turn  every  leaf  of  your  book  over, 
And  Nature  to  criticize  still  as  you  read — 
The  page  that  bears  that  is  a  rare  one  indeed. 

1  He's  so  innate  a  cockney,  that  had  he  been  born 
Where  plain  bare-skin's  the  only  full-dress  that  is  worn, 
He'd  have  given  his  own  such  an  air  that  you'd  say 
'T  had  been  made  by  a  tailor  to  lounge  in  Broadway. 
His  nature's  a  glass  of  champagne  with  the  foam  on't, 
As  tender  as  Fletcher,  as  witty  as  Beaumont ; 
So  his  best  things  are  done  in  the  flush  of  the  moment, 
If  he  wait,  all  is  spoiled ;  he  may  stir  it  and  shake  it, 
But,  the  fixed  air  once  gone,  he  can  never  re-make  it. 
He  might  be  a  marvel  of  easy  delightfulness, 
If  he  would  not  sometimes  leave  the  r  out  of  sprightfulness 
And  he  ought  to  let  Scripture  alone — 'tis  self- slaughter, 
For  nobody  likes  inspiration-and-water. 
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He'd  have  been  just  the  fellow  to  sup  at  the  Mermaid, 
Cracking  jokes  at  rare  Ben,  with  an  eye  to  the  barmaid, 
His  wit  running  up  as  Canary  ran  down — 
The  topmost  bright  bubble  on  the  wave  of  The  Town. 

'  Here  comes  Parker,  the  Orson  of  parsons,  a  man 
Whom  the  Church  undertook  to  put  under  her  ban — 
(The  Church  of  Socinus,  I  mean) — his  opinions 
Being  So-(ultra)-cinian,  they  shocked  the  Socinians ; 
They  believed — faith,  I'm  puzzled — I  think  I  may  call 
Their  belief  a  believing  in  nothing  at  all, 
Or  something  of  that  sort ;  I  know  they  all  went 
For  a  general  union  of  total  dissent : 
He  went  a  step  farther  ;  without  cough  or  hem, 
He  frankly  avowed  he  believed  not  in  them  ; 
And,  before  he  could  be  jumbled  up  or  prevented, 
From  their  orthodox  kind  of  dissent  he  dissented. 
There  was  heresy  here,  you  perceive,  for  the  right 
Of  privately  judging  means  simply  that  light 
Has  been  granted  to  rue,  for  deciding  on  you, 
And  in  happier  times,  before  Atheism  grew, 
The  deed  contained  clauses  for  cooking  you,  too. 
Now  at  Xerxes  and  Knut  we  all  laugh,  yet  our  foot 
With  the  same  wave  is  wet  that  mocked  Xerxes  and  Knut : 
And  we  all  entertain  a  sincere  private  notion, 
That  our  Thus  far  !  will  have  a  great  weight  with  the  ocean. 
'Twas  so  with  our  liberal  Christians  :  they  bore 
With  sincerest  conviction  their  chairs  to  the  shore ; 
They  brandished  their  worn  theological  birches, 
Bade  natural  progress  keep  out  of  the  Churches, 
And  expected  the  lines  they  had  drawn  to  prevail 
With  the  fast-rising  tide  to  keep  out  of  their  pale  ; 
They  had  formerly  dammed  the  Pontifical  See, 
And  the  same  thing,  they  thought,  would  do  nicely  for  P. ; 
But  lie  turned  up  his  nose  at  their  murmuring  and  shamming, 
And  cared  (shall  I  say?)  not  a  d —  for  their  damming; 
So  they  first  read  him  out  of  their  church,  and  next  minute 
Turned  round  and  declared  he  had  never  been  in  it. 
But  the  ban  was  too  small  or  the  man  was  too  big, 
For  he  recks  not  their  bells,  books,  and  candles  a  fig  ; 
(He  don't  look  like  a  man  who  would  stay  treated  shabbily. 
Sophroniscus'  son's  head  o'er  the  features  of  Rabelais  ;) — 
He  bangs  and  bethwacks  them, — their  baeks  he  salutes 
With  the  whole  tree  of  knowledge  torn  up  by  the  roots  ; 
His  sermons  with  satire  are  plenteously  verjuiced, 
And  he  talks  in  one  breath  of  Confutzee,  Cass,  Zerduscht, 
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Jack  Robinson,  Peter  the  Hermit,  Strap,  Dathan, 

Gush,  Pitt  (not  the  bottomless,  that  he's  no  faith  in), 

Pan,  Pillicock,  Shakspeare,  Paul,  Toots,  Monsieur  Tonson, 

Aldebaran,  Alcander,  Ben  Khorat,  Ben  Jonson, 

Thoth,  Eichter,  Joe  Smith,  Father  Paul,  Judah  Monis, 

Musaeus,  Muretus,  hem, — ^  Scorpionis, 

Maccabee,  Maccaboy,  Mac — Mac — ah  !  Machiavelli, 

Condorcet,  Count  d'Orsay,  Conder,  Say,  Granganelli, 

Orion,  O'Connell,  the  Chevalier  D'O, 

(See  the  Memoirs  of  Sully),  TO  TTO.V,  the  great  toe 

Of  the  statue  of  Jupiter,  now  made  to  pass 

For  that  of  Jew  Peter  by  good  Romish  brass — 

(You  may  add  for  yourselves,  for  I  find  it  a  bore, 

All  the  names  you  have  ever,  or  not,  heard  before, 

And  when  you've  done  that — why,  invent  a  few  more.) 

His  hearers  can't  tell  you  on  Sunday  beforehand, 

If  in  that  day's  discourse  they'll  be  Bibled  or  Koraned, 

For  he's  seized  the  idea  (by  his  martyrdom  fired,) 

That  all  men  (not  orthodox)  may  be  inspired  ; 

Yet  though  wisdom  profane  with  his  creed  he  may  weave  in. 

He  makes  it  quite  clear  what  he  doesn't  believe  in, 

While  some,  who  decry  him,  think  all  Kingdom  Come 

Is  a  sort  of  a,  kind  of  a,  species  of  Hum, 

Of  which,  as  it  were,  so  to  speak,  not  a  crumb 

Would  be  left,  if  we  didn't  keep  carefully  mum, 

And,  to  make  a  clean  breast,  that  'tis  perfectly  plain 

That  all  kinds  of  wisdom  are  somewhat  profane  ; 

Now  P.'s  creed  than  this  may  be  lighter  or  darker, 

But  in  one  thing,  'tis  clear,  he  has  faith,  namely — Parker ; 

And  this  is  what  makes  him  the  crowd-drawing  preacher, 

There's  a  background  of  god  to  each  hard-working  feature, 

Every  word  that  he  speaks  has  been  fierily  furnaced 

In  the  blast  of  a  life  that  has  struggled  in  earnest: 

There  he  stands,  looking  more  like  a  ploughman  than  priest, 

If  not  dreadfully  awkward,  not  graceful  at  least, 

His  gestures  all  downright  and  same,  if  you  will, 

As  of  brown-fisted  Hobnail  in  hoeing  a  drill, 

But  his  periods  fall  on  you,  stroke  after  stroke, 

Like  the  blows  of  a  lumberer  felling  an  oak, 

You  forget  the  man  wholly,  you're  thankful  to  meet 

With  a  preacher  who  smacks  of  the  field  and  the  street, 

And  to  hear,  you're  not  over-particular  whence, 

Almost  Taylor's  profusion,  quite  Latimer's  sense. 

'  There  is  Bryant,  as  quiet,  as  cool,  and  as  dignified, 
Asa  smuoth,  silent  iceberg,  that  never  is  ignified, 
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Save  when  by  reflection  'tis  kindled  o'  nights 

With  a  semblance  of  flame  by  the  chill  Northern  Lights. 

He  may  rank  (Griswold  says  so)  first  bard  of  your  nation, 

(There's  no  doubt  that  he  stands  in  supreme  ice-olation,) 

Your  topmost  Parnassus  he  may  set  his  heel  on, 

But  no  warm  applauses  come,  peal  following  peal  on — 

He's  too  smooth  and  too  polished  to  hang  any  zeal  on  : 

Unqualified  merits,  I'll  grant,  if  you  choose,  he  has  Vm, 

But  he  lacks  the  one  merit  of  kindling  enthusiasm ; 

If  he  stir  you  at  all,  it  is  just,  on  my  soul, 

Like  being  stirred  up  with  the  very  North  Pole. 

'He  is  very  nice  reading  in  summer,  but  int< r 
Bus,  we  don't  want  extra  freezing  in  winter ; 
Take  him  up  in  the  depth  of  July,  my  advice  is, 
When  you  feel  an  Egyptian  devotion  to  ices. 
But,  deduct  all  you  can,  there's  enough  that's  right  good  in  him, 
He  has  a  true  soul  for  field,  river,  and  wood  in  him  ; 
And  his  heart,  in  the  midst  of  brick  walls,  or  where'er  it  is, 
Glows,  softens,  and  thrills  with  the  tenderest  charities, — 
To  you  mortals  that  delve  in  this  trade-ridden  planet  ? 
No,  to  old  Berkshire's  hills,  with  their  limestone  and  granite. 
If  you're  one  who  in  loco  (add/beo  here)  desi-pix. 
You  will  get  of  his  outermost  heart  (as  I  guess)  a  piece ; 
But  you'd  get  deeper  down  if  you  came  as  a  precipice. 
And  would  break  the  last  seal  of  its  inwardest  fountain, 
If  you  only  could  palm  yourself  off  for  a  mountain. 
Mr.  Quivis,  or  somebody  quite  as  discerning, 
Some  scholar  who's  hourly  expecting  his  learning. 
Calls  B.  the  American  Wordsworth  ;  but  Wordsworth 
Is  worth  near  as  much  as  your  whole  tuneful  herd's  worth. 
No,  don't  be  absurd,  he's  an  excellent  Bryant ; 
But,  my  friends,  you'll  endanger  the  life  of  your  client, 
By  attempting  to  stretch  him  up  into  a  giant : 
If  you  choose  to  compare  him,  I  think  there  are  two  per- 
-sons  fit  for  a  parallel — Thomson  and  Cowper  ;  * 
I  don't  mean  exactly, — there's  something  of  each, 
There's  T.'s  love  of  nature,  C.'s  penchant  to  preach ; 
Just  mix  up  their  minds  so  that  C.'s  spice  of  craziness 
Shall  balance  and  neutralize  T.'s  turn  for  laziness. 
And  it  gives  you  a  brain  cool,  quite  frictionless,  quiet. 
Whose  internal  police  nips  the  buds  of  all  riot, — 
A  brain  like  a  permanent  strait-jacket  put  on 

*  To  demonstrate  quickly  and  easily  how  per- 
-versely  absurd  'tis  to  sound  this  name  Cou-per', 
As  people  in  general  call  him  named  super, 
I  iust  add  that  lie  rhymes  it  himself  with  horse-trooper- 
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The  heart  which  strives  vainly  to  burst  off  a  button, — 

A  brain  which,  without  being  slow  or  mechanic, 

Does  more  than  a  larger  less  drilled,  more  volcanic ; 

He's  a  Cowper  condensed,  with  no  craziness  bitten, 

And  the  advantage  that  Wordsworth  before  him  has  written. 

'  But,  my  dear  little  bardlings,  don't  prick  up  your  ears, 
Nor  suppose  I  would  rank  you  and  Bryant  as  peers  ; 
If  I  call  him  an  iceberg,  I  don't  mean  to  say 
There  is  nothing  in  that  which  is  grand,  in  its  way ; 
He  is  almost  the  one  of  your  poets  that  knows 
How  much  grace,  strength,  and  dignity  lie  in  Eepose ; 
If  he  sometimes  fall  short,  he  is  too  wise  to  mar 
His  thought's  modest  fulness  by  going  too  far ; 
'Twould  be  well  if  your  authors  should  all  make  a  trial 
Of  what  virtue  there  is  in  severe  self-denial, 
And  measure  their  writings  by  Hesiod's  staff, 
Which  teaches  that  all  has  less  value  than  half. 

'  There  is  Whittier,  whose  swelling  and  vehement  heart 
Strains  the  strait-breasted  drab  of  the  Quaker  apart, 
And  reveals  the  live  Man,  still  supreme  and  erect, 
Underneath  the  bemummying  wrappers  of  sect ; 
There  was  ne'er  a  man  born  who  had  more  of  the  swing 
Of  the  true  lyric  bard  and  all  that  kind  of  thing  ; 
And  his  failures  arise,  (though  perhaps  he  don't  know  it,) 
From  the  very  same  cause  that  has  made  him  a  poet — 
A  fervour  of  mind  which  knows  no  separation 
'Twixt  simple  excitement  and  pure  inspiration, 
As  my  Pythoness  erst  sometimes  erred  from  not  knowing 
If  'twere  I  or  mere  wind  through  her  tripod  was  blowing ; 
Let  his  mind  once  get  head  in  its  favourite  direction 
And  the  torrent  of  verse  bursts  the  dams  of  reflection, 
While,  borne  with  the  rush  of  the  metre  along, 
The  poet  may  chance  to  go  right  or  go  wrong, 
Content  with  the  whirl  and  delirium  of  song  ; 
Then  his  grammar's  not  always  correct,  nor  his  rhymes, 
And  he's  prone  to  repeat  his  own  lyrics  sometimes, 
Not  his  best,  though,  for  those  are  struck  off  at  white-heats 
When  the  heart  in  his  breast  like  a  trip-hammer  beats, 
And  can  ne'er  be  repeated  again  any  more 
Than  they  could  have  been  carefully  plotted  before : 
Like  old  what's-his-name  there  at  the  battle  of  Hastings, 
(Who,  however,  gave  more  than  mere  rhythmical  bastings,) 
Our  Quaker  leads  off  metaphorical  fights 
For  reform  and  whatever  they  call  human  rights, 
Both  singing  and  striking  in  front  of  the  war 
And  hitting  his  foes  with  the  mallet  of  Thor ; 
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Anne  h<sc,  one  exclaims,  on  beholding  his  knocks, 

Vestisfilii  tui,  0,  leather-clad  Fox? 

Can  that  be  thy  son,  in  the  battle's  mid  din, 

Preaching  brotherly  love  and  then  driving  it  in 

To  the  brain  of  the  tough  old  Goliah  of  sin, 

With  the  smoothest  of  pebbles  from  Castaly's  spring 

Impressed  on  his  hard  moral  sense  with  a  sling? 

'  All  honour  and  praise  to  the  right-hearted  bard 
Who  was  true  to  The  Voice  when  such  service  was  hard, 
Who  himself  was  so  free  he  dared  sing  for  the  slave 
When  to  look  but  a  protest  in  silence  was  brave ; 
All  honour  and  praise  to  the  women  and  men 
Who  spoke  out  for  the  dumb  and  the  down-trodden  then ! 
I  need  not  to  name  them,  already  for  each 
I  see  History  preparing  the  statue  and  niche  ; 
They  were  harsh,  but  shall  you  be  so  shocked  at  hard  words 
Who  have  beaten  your  pruning-hooks  up  into  swords, 
Whose  rewards  and  hurrahs  men  are  surer  to  gain 
By  the  reaping  of  men  and  of  women  than  grain  ? 
Why  should  you  stand  aghast  at  their  fierce  wordy  war,  if 
You  scalp  one  another  for  Bank  or  for  Tariff? 
Your  calling  them  cut -throats  and  knaves  all  day  long 
Don't  prove  that  the  use  of  hard  language  is  wrong  ; 
While  the  World's  heart  beats  quicker  to  think  of  such  men 
As  signed  Tyranny's  doom  with  a  bloody  steel-pen, 
While  on  Fourth-of-Julys  beardless  orators  fright  one 
With  hints  at  Harmodius  and  Aristogeiton, 
You  need  not  look  shy  at  your  sisters  and  brothers 
Who  stab  with  sharp  words  for  the  freedom  of  others, — 
No,  a  wreath,  twine  a  wreath  for  the  loyal  and  true 
Who,  for  sake  of  the  many,  dared  stand  with  the  few, 
Not  of  blood-spattered  laurel  for  enemies  braved, 
But  of  broad,  peaceful  oak -leaves  for  citizens  saved  ! 

'  Here  comes  Dana,  abstractedly  loitering  along, 
Involved  in  a  paulo-post-future  of  song, 
Who'll  be  going  to  write  what'll  never  be  written 
Till  the  Muse,  ere  he  thinks  of  it,  gives  him  the  mitten, — 
Who  is  so  well  aware  of  how  things  should  be  done, 
That  his  own  works  displease  him  before  they're  begun, — 
Who  so  well  all  that  makes  up  good  poetry  knows, 
That  the  best  of  his  poems  is  written  in  prose ; 
All  saddled  and  bridled  stood  Pegasus  waiting, 
He  was  booted  and  spurred,  but  he  loitered  debating, 
In  a  very  grave  question  his  soul  was  immersed, — 
Which  foot  in  the  stirrup  he  ought  to  put  first ; 
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And,  while  this  point  and  that  he  judicially  dwelt  on,, 

He,  somehow  or  other,  had  written  Paul  Felton, 

Whose  beauties  or  faults,  whichsoever  you  see  there, 

You'll  allow  only  genius  could  hit  upon  either. 

That  he  once  was  the  Idle  Man  none  will  deplore, 

But  I  fear  he  will  never  be  anything  more  ; 

The  ocean  of  song  heaves  and  glitters  before  him, 

The  depth  and  the  vastness  and  longing  sweep  o'er  him, 

He  knows  every  breaker  and  shoal  on  the  chart, 

He  has  the  Coast  Pilot  and  so  on  by  heart, 

Yet  he  spends  his  whole  life,  like  the  man  in  the  fable, 

In  learning  to  swim  on  his  library -table. 

'  There  swaggers  John  Neal,  who  has  wasted  in  Maine 
The  sinews  and  chords  of  his  piigilist  brain, 
Who  might  have  been  poet,  but  that,  in  its  stead,  he 
Preferred  to  believe  that  he  was  so  already ; 
Too  hasty  to  wait  till  Art's  ripe  fruit  should  drop, 
He  must  pelt  down  an  unripe  and  colicky  crop ; 
Who  took  to  the  law,  and  had  this  sterling  plea  for  it, 
It  required  him  to  quarrel,  and  paid  him  a  fee  for  it ; 
A  man  who's  made  less  than  he  might  have,  because 
He  always  has  thought  himself  more  than  he  was, — 
Who,  with  very  good  natural  gifts  as  a  bard, 
.Broke  the  strings  of  his  lyre  out  by  striking  too  hard, 
And  cracked  half  the  note*  of  a  truly  fine  voice, 
Because  song  drew  less  instant  attention  than  noise. 
Ah,  men  do  not  know  how  much  strength  is  in  poise, 
That  he  goes  the  farthest  who  goes  far  enough, 
And  that  all  beyond  that  is  just  bother  and  stuff. 
No  vain  man  matures,  he  makes  too  much  new  wood  ; 
His  blooms  are  too  thick  for  the  fruit  to  be  good ; 
'Tis  the  modest  man  ripens,  'tis  he  that  achieves, 
Just  what's  needed  of  sunshine  and  shade  he  receives  ; 
Grapes,  to  mellow,  require  the  cool  dark  of  their  leaves ; 
Neal  wants  balance ;  he  throws  his  mind  always  too  far, 
Whisking  out  flocks  of  comets,  but  never  a  star  ; 
He  has  so  much  muscle,  and  loves  so  to  show  it, 
That  he  strips  himself  naked  to  prove  lie's  a  poet, 
And,  to  show  he  could  leap  Art's  wide  ditch,  if  he  tried, 
Jumps  clean  o'er  it,  and  into  the  hedge  t'other  side. 
He  has  strength,  but  there's  nothing  about  him  in  keeping 
One  gets  surelier  onward  by  walking  than  leaping  ; 
He  has  used  his  own  sinews  himself  to  distress^ 
And  had  done  vastly  more  had  he  done  vastly  less ; 
In  letters,  too  soon  is  as  bad  as  too  late, 
Could  he  only  have  waited  he  might  have  been  great, 
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But  he  plumped  into  Helicon  up  to  the  waist, 
And  muddied  the  stream  ere  he  took  his  first  taste. 

'  There  is  Hawthorne,  with  genius  so  shrinking  and  rare 
That  you  hardly  at  first  see  the  strength  that  is  there ; 
A  frame  so  robust,  with  a  nature  so  sweet, 
So  earnest,  so  graceful,  so  solid,  so  fleet, 
Is  worth  a  descent  from  Olympus  to  meet ; 
Tis  as  if  a  rough  oak  that  for  ages  had  stood, 
With  his  gnarled  bony  branches  like  ribs  of  the  wood, 
Should  bloom,  after  cycles  of  struggle  and  scathe, 
With  a  single  anemone  trembly  and  rathe ; 
His  strength  is  so  tender,  his  wildness  so  meek, 

That  a  suitable  parallel  sets  one  to  seek, - 

He's  a  John  Bunyan  Fouque,  a  Puritan  Tieck  • 
When  nature  was  shaping  him,  clay  was  not  granted 
For  making  so  full-sized  a  man  as  she  wanted, 
So,  to  fill  out  her  model,  a  little  she  spared 
From  some  finer-grained  stuff  for  a  woman  prepared 
And  she  could  not  have  hit  a  more  excellent  plan 
For  making  him  fully  and  perfectly  man. 
The  success  of  her  scheme  gave  her  so  much  delight, 
That  she  tried  it  again,  shortly  after,  in  Dwight : 
Only,  while  she  was  kneading  and  shaping  the  clay 
She  sang  to  her  work  in  her  sweet  childish  way, 
And  found,  when  she'd  put  the  last  touch  to  his  soul 
That  the  music  had  somehow  got  mixed  with  the  whole. 

'  Here's  Cooper,  who's  written  six  volumes  to  show 
He's  as  good  as  a  lord :  well,  let's  grant  that  he's  so  • 
It^a  person  prefer  that  description  of  praise, 
Why,  a  coronet's  certainly  cheaper  than  bays  ; 
But  he  need  take  no  pains  to  convince  us  he's' not 
(As  his  enemies  say)  the  American  Scott. 
Choose  any  twelve  men,  and  let  C.  read  aloud 
That  one  of  his  novels  of  which  he's  most  proud 
And  I'd  lay  any  bet  that,  without  ever  quitting  ' 
Their  box,  they'd  be  all,  to  a  man,  for  acquitting 
He  lias  drawn  you  one  character,  though,  that  if  new 
One  wildflower  he's  plucked  that  is  wet  with  the  dew' 
01  this  fresh  Western  world,  and,  the  thing  not  to  mince 
He  has  done  naught  but  copy  it  ill  ever  since ; 
His  Indians,  with  proper  respect  be  it  said 
Are  just  Natty  Bumpo  daubed  over  with  red 
And  hie  very  Long  Toms  are  the  same  useful  Nat 
Bagged  up  in  duck  pants  and  a  sou' -wester  hat 
(Though  once  in  a  Coffin,  a  good  chance  was  found 
To  have,  sbpt  the  old  fellow  away  underground.) 
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All  his  other  men-figures  are  clothes  upon  sticks,  ; 

The  dernier  chemise  of  a  man  in  a  fix, 

(As  a  captain  besieged,  when  his  garrison's  small, 

Sets  up  caps  upon  poles  to  be  seen  o'er  the  wall ;) 

And  the  women  he  draws  from  one  model  don't  vary, 

All  sappy  as  maples  and  flat  as  a  prairie. 

When  a  character's  wanted,  he  goes  to  the  task 

As  a  cooper  would  do  in  composing  a  cask  ; 

He  picks  out  the  staves,  of  their  qualities  heedful, 

Just  hoops  them  together  as  tight  as  is  needful, 

And,  if  the  best  fortune  should  crown  the  attempt,  he 

Has  made  at  the  most  something  wooden  and  empty. 

'  Don't  suppose  I  would  underrate  Cooper's  abilities, 
If  I  thought  you'd  do  that,  I  should  feel  very  ill  at  ease  ; 
The  men  who  have  given  to  one  character  life 
And  objective  existence,  are  not  very  rife, 
Yon  may  number  them  all,  both  prose-writers  and  singers, 
Without  overrunning  the  bounds  of  your  fingers, 
And  Natty  won't  go  to  oblivion  quicker 
Than  Adams  the  parson  or  Primrose  the  vicar. 

'  There  is  one  thing  in  Cooper  I  like,  too,  and  that  is 
That  on  manners  he  lectures  his  coimtrymen  gratis, 
Not  precisely  so  either,  because,  for  a  rarity, 
He  is  paid  for  his  tickets  in  unpopularity. 
Now  he  may  overcharge  his  American  pictures, 
But  you'll  grant  there's  a  good  deal  of  truth  in  his  strictures 
And  I  honour  the  man  who  is  willing  to  sink 
Half  his  present  repute  for  the  freedom  to  think, 
And,  when  he  has  thought,  be  his  cause  strong  or  weak, 
Will  risk  t'other  half  for  the  freedom  to  speak, 
Caring  naught  for  what  vengeance  the  mob  has  in  store, 
Let  that  mob  be  the  upper  ten  thousand  or  lower. 

'  There  are  truths  you  Americans  need  to  be  told, 
And  it  never'll  refute  them  to  swagger  and  scold ; 
John  Bull,  looking  o'er  the  Atlantic,  in  choler 
At  your  aptness  for  trade,  says  you  worship  the  dollar ; 
But  to  scorn  such  i-dollar-try's  what  very  few  do, 
And  John  goes  to  that  church  as  often  as  you  do. 
No  matter  what  John  says,  don't  try  to  outcrow  him, 
'Tis  enoiigh  to  go  quietly  on  and  outgrow  him  ; 
Like  most  fathers,  Bull  hates  to  see  Number  One 
Displacing  himself  in  the  mind  of  his  son, 
And  detests  the  same  faults  in  himself  he'd  neglected 
When  he  sees  them  again  in  his  child's  glass  reflected : 
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To  love  one  another  you're  too  like  by  half, 

If  he  is  a  bull,  you're  a  pretty  stout  calf, 

And  tear  your  own  pasture  for  nought  but  to  show 

What  a  nice  pair  of  horns  you're  beginning  to  grow. 

'  There  are  one  or  two  things  I  should  just  like  to  hint, 
For  you  don't  often  get  the  truth  told  you  in  print ; 
The  most  of  you  (this  is  what  strikes  all  beholders) 
Have  a  mental  and  physical  stoop  in  the  shoulders ; 
Though  you  ought  to  be  free  as  the  winds  and  the  waves, 
You've  the  gait  and  the  manners  of  runaway  slaves  ; 
Tho'  you  brag  of  your  New  World,  you  don't  half  believe  in  it, 
And  as  much  of  the  Old  as  is  possible  weave  in  it ; 
Your  goddess  of  freedom,  a  tight,  buxom  girl, 
With  lips  like  a  cherry  and  teeth  like  a  pearl, 
With  eyes  bold  as  Here's,  and  hair  floating  free, 
And  full  of  the  sun  as  the  spray  of  the  sea, 
Who  can  sing  at  a  husking  or  romp  at  a  shearing, ' 
Who  can  trip  through  the  forests  alone  without  fearing, ' 
Who  can  drive  home  the  cows  with  a  song  through  the  grass, 
Keeps  glancing  aside  into  Europe's  cracked  glass, 
Hides  her  red  hands  in  gloves,  pinches  up  her  lithe  waist, 
And  makes  herself  wretched  with  transmarine  taste  ; 
She  loses  her  fresh  country  charm  when  she  takes 
Any  mirror  except  her  own  rivers  and  lakes. 

'  You  steal  Englishmen's  books  and  think  Englishmen's 

thought, 

With  their  salt  on  her  tail  your  wild  eagle  is  caught 
Your  literature  suits  its  each  whisper  and  motion 
To  what  will  be  thought  of  it  over  the  ocean  ; 
The  cast  clothes  of  Europe  your  statesmanship  tries 
And  mumbles  again  the  old  blarneys  and  lies  ; — 
Forget  Europe  wholly,  your  veins  throb  with  blood, 
To  which  the  dull  current  in  hers  is  but  mud ;' 
Let  her  sneer,  let  her  say  your  experiment  fails, 
In  her  voice  there's  a  tremble  e'en  now  while  she  rails, 
And  your  shore  will  soon  be  in  the  nature  of  things 
Covered  thick  with  gilt  driftwood  of  runaway  kings, 
Where  alone,  as  it  were  in  a  Longfellow's  Waif, 
Her  fugitive  pieces  will  find  themselves  safe. 
0,  my  friends,  thank  your  God,  if  you  have  one,  that  He 
Twixt  the  Old  World  and  you  set  the  gulf  of  a  sea  ; 
Be  strong-backed,  brown-handed,  upright  as  your  pines, 
By  the  scale  of  a  hemisphere  shape  your  designs, 
Be  true  to  yourselves  and  this  new  nineteenth  age, 
As  a  statue  by  Powers/or  a  picture  by  Page, 
15 
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Plough,  sail,  forge,  build,  carve,  paint,  all  things  make  new, 
To  your  own  New- World  instincts  contrive  to  be  true  ; 
Keep  your  ears  open  wide  to  the  Future's  first  call, 
Be  whatever  you  will,  but  yourselves  first  of  all ; 
Stand  fronting  the  dawn  on  Toil's  heaven-scaling  peaks, 
And  become  my  new  race  of  more  practical  Greeks. — 
Hem  !  your  likeness  at  present,  I  shudder  to  tell  o't, 
Is  that  you  have  your  slaves,  and  the  Greek  had  his  helot.' 

Here  a  gentleman  present,  who  had  in  his  attic 
More  pepper  than  brains,  shrieked — '  The  man's  a  fanatic, 
I'm  a  capital  tailor  with  warm  tar  and  feathers, 
And  will  make  him  a  suit  that'll  serve  in  all  weathers : 
But  we'll  argue  the  point  first,  I'm  willing  to  reason't, 
Palaver  before  condemnation's  but  decent, 
So,  through  my  humble  person,  Humanity  begs 
Of  the  friends  of  true  freedom  a  loan  of  bad  eggs.' 
But  Apollo  let  one  such  a  look  of  his  show  forth 
As  when  tfie  VUKTI  eoiKc&s,  and  so  forth, 
And  the  gentleman  somehow  slunk  out  of  the  way, 
But,  as  he  was  going,  gained  courage  to  say — 
'  At  slavery  in  the  abstract  my  whole  soul  rebels, 
I  am  as  strongly  opposed  to't  as  any  one  else.' 
'  Ay,  no  doubt,  but  whenever  I've  happened  to  meet 
With  a  wrong  or  a  crime,  it  is  always  concrete,' 
Answered  Phoebus  severely ;  then  turning  to  us, 
'  The  mistake  of  such  fellows  as  just  made  the  fuss 
Is  only  in  taking  a  great  busy  nation 
For  a  part  of  their  pitiful  cotton-plantation. — 
But  there  comes  Miranda,  Zeus  !  where  shall  I  flee  to  ? 
She  has  such  a  penchant  for  bothering  me  too  ! 
She  always  keeps  asking  if  I  don't  observe  a 
Particular  likeness  'twixt  her  and  Minerva ; 
She  tells  me  my  efforts  in  verse  are  quite  clever ; — 
She's  been  travelling  now,  and  will  be  worse  than  ever ; 
One  would  think,  though,  a  sharp-sighted  noter  she'd  be 
Of  all  that's  worth  mentioning  over  the  sea, 
For  a  woman  must  surely  see  well,  if  she  try, 
The  whole  of  whose  being's  a  capital  I : 
She  will  take  an  old  notion,  and  make  it  her  own, 
By  saying  it  o'er  in  her  Sibylline  tone, 
Or  persuade  you  'tis  something  tremendously  deep, 
By  repeating  it  so  as  to  put  you  to  sleep  ; 
And  she  well  may  defy  any  mortal  to  see  through  it, 
When  once  she  has  mixed  up  her  infinite  me  through  it. 
There  is  one  thing  she  owns  in  her  own  single  right, 
It  is  native  and  genuine — namely,  her  spite  : 
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Though,  when  acting  as  censor,  she  privately  blow? 
A  censor  of  vanity  'neath  her  own  nose.' 

Here  Miranda  came  up  and  said,  '  Phoebus !  you  know 
That  the  infinite  Soul  has  its  infinite  woe, 
As  I  ought  to  know,  having  lived  cheek  by  jowl, 
Since  the  day  I  was  born,  with  the  Infinite  Soul ; 
I  myself  introduced,  I  myself,  I  alone, 
To  my  Land's  better  life  authors  solely  my  own, 
"Who  the  sad  heart  of  earth  on  their  shoulders  have  taken, 
"Whose  works  sound  a  depth  by  Life's  quiet  unshaken, 
Such  as  Shakespeare,  for  instance,  the  Bible,  and  Bacon, 
Not  to  mention  my  own  works  ;  Time's  nadir  is  fleet, 
And,  as  for  myself,  I'm  quite  out  of  conceit ' — 

'  Quite  out  of  conceit !  I'm  enchanted  to  hear  it/ 
Cried  Apollo  aside ;  '  Who'd  have  thought  she  was  near  it  ? 
To  be  sure  one  is  apt  to  exhaust  those  commodities 
He  uses  too  fast,  yet  in  this  case  as  odd  it  is 
As  if  Neptune  should  say  to  his  turbots  and  whitings, 
"  I'm  as  much  out  of  salt  as  Miranda's  own  writings," 
(Which,  as  she  in  her  own  happy  manner  has  said, 
Sound  a  depth,  for  'tis  one  of  the  functions  of  lead.) 
She  often  has  asked  me  if  I  could  not  find 
A  place  somewhere  near  me  that  suited  her  mind  ; 
I  know  but  a  single  one  vacant,  which  she, 
WTith  her  rare  talent  that  way,  would  fit  to  a  T. 
And  it  would  not  imply  any  pause  or  cessation 
In  the  work  she  esteems  her  peculiar  vocation — 
She  may  enter  on  duty  to-day,  if  she  chooses, 
And  remain  Tiring-woman  for  life  to  the  Muses.' 

(Miranda  meanwhile  has  succeeded  in  driving 
Up  into  a  corner,  in  spite  of  their  striving, 
A  small  flock  of  terrified  victims,  and  there, 
With  an  I-turn-the-crank-of-the-Universe  air 
And  a  tone  which,  at  least  to  my  fancy,  appears 
Not  so  much  to  be  entering  as  boxing  your  ears, 
Is  unfolding  a  tale  (of  herself,  I  surmise), 
For  'tis  dotted  as  thick  as  a  peacock's  with  I's.) 
Apropos  of  Miranda,  I'll  rest  on  my  oars 
And  drift  through  a  trifling  digression  on  bores, 
For,  though  not  wearing  ear-rings  in  more  major-urn, 
Our  ears  are  kept  bored  just  as  if  we  still  wore  'em 
There  was  one  feudal  custom  worth  keeping,  at  least, 
Roasted  bores  made  a  part  of  each  well-ordered  feast, 
And  of  all  quiet  pleasures  the  very  tie  plus 
Was  in  hunting  wild  bores  as  the  tame  ones  hunt  us. 
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Archfieologians,  I  know,  who  have  personal  fears 

Of  this  wise  application  of  hounds  and  of  spears, 

Have  tried  to  make  out,  with  a  zeal  more  than  wonted, 

'T\vas  a  kind  of  wild  swine  that  our  ancestors  hunted  ; 

But  I'll  never  believe  that  the  age  which  has  strewn 

Europe  o'er  with  cathedrals,  and  otherwise  shown 

That  it  knew  what  was  what,  could  by  chance  not  have  known 

(Spending,  too,  its  chief  time  with  its  buff  on,  no  doubt), 

Winch  beast  'twould  improve  the  world  most  to  thin  out. 

I  divide  bores  myself,  in  the  manner  of  rifles, 

Into  two  great  divisions,  regardless  of  trifles  ; — 

There's  your  smooth-bore  and  screw-bore,  who  do  not  much 

vary 

In  the  weight  of  cold  lead  they  respectively  carry. 
The  smooth-bore  is  one  in  whose  essence  the  mind 
Not  a  corner  nor  cranny  to  cling  by  can  find ; 
You  feel  as  in  nightmares  sometimes,  when  you  slip 
Down  a  steep  slated  roof  where  there's  nothing  to  grip, 
You  slide  and  you  slide,  the  blank  horror  increases, 
You  had  rather  by  far  be  at  once  smashed  to  pieces, 
You  fancy  a  whirlpool  below  white  and  frothing, 
And  finally  drop  off  and  light  upon — nothing. 
The  screw-bore  has  twists  in  him,  faint  predilections 
For  going  just  wrong  in  the  tritest  directions  ; 
When  he's  wrong  he  is  flat,  when  he's  right  he  can't  show  it, 
He'll  tell  you  what  Snooks  said  about  the  new  poet,* 
Or  how  Fogrum  was  outraged  by  Tennyson's  Princess ; 
He  has  spent  all  his  spare  time  and  intellect  since  his 
Birth  in  perusing,  on  each  art  and  science, 
Just  the  books  in  which  no  one  puts  any  reliance, 
And  though  nemo,  we're  told,  horis  omnibus  sapit, 
The  rule  will  not  fit  him,  however  you  shape  it, 
For  he  has  a  perennial  foison  of  sappiness  ; 
He  has  just  enough  force  to  spoil  half  your  day's  happiness, 
And  to  make  him  a  sort  of  mosquito  to  be  with, 
But  just  not  enough  to  dispute  or  agree  with. 

These  sketches  I  made  (not  to  be  too  explicit) 
From  two  honest  fellows  who  made  me  a  visit, 
And  broke,  like  the  tale  of  the  Bear  and  the  Fiddle, 
My  reflections  on  Halleck  short  off  by  the  middle ; 
I  shall  not  now  go  into  the  subject  more  deeply, 
For  I  notice  that  some  of  my  readers  look  sleep'ly, 
I  will  barely  remark  that,  'mongst  civilised  nations, 
There's  none  that  displays  more  exemplary  patience 

*  (If  you  call  Snooks  an  owl,  he  will  show  by  his  looks 
That  lie's  morally  certain  you're  jealous  of  Snooks.) 
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Under  all  sorts  of  boring,  at  all  sorts  of  hours, 

From  all  sorts  of  desperate  persons,  than  ours. 

Not  to  speak  of  our  papers,  our  State'legislatures, 

And  other  such  trials  for  sensitive  natures, 

Just  look  for  a  moment  at  Congress — appalled, 

My  fancy  shrinks  back  from  the  phantom  it  called ; 

Why,  there's  scarcely  a  member  unworthy  to  frown 

'Neath  what  Fourier  nicknames  the  Boreal  crown  ; 

Only  think  what  that  infinite  bore-power  could  do 

If  applied  with  a  utilitarian  view ; 

Suppose,  for  example,  we  shipped  it  with  care 

To  Sahara's  great  desert  and  let  it  bore  there, 

If  they  held  one  short  session  and  did  nothing  else, 

They'd  fill  the  whole  waste  with  Artesian  wells. 

But  'tis  time  now  with  pen  phonographic  to  follow 

Through  some  more  of  his  sketches  our  laughing  Apollo  :  — 

'  There  comes  Harry  Franco,  and  as  he  draws  near, 
You  find  that's  a  smile  which  you  took  for  a  sneer ; 
One-half  of  him  contradicts  t'other,  his  wont 
Is  to  say  very  sharp  things  and  do  very  blunt ; 
His  manner's  as  hard  as  his  feelings  are  tender, 
And  a  sortie  he'll  make  when  he  means  to  surrender  f 
He's  in  joke  half  the  time  when  he  seems  to  be  sternest, 
When  he  seems  to  be  joking,  be  sure  he's  in  earnest ; 
He  has  common  sense  in  a  way  that's  uncommon, 
Hates  humbug  and  cant,  loves  his  friends  like  a  woman, 
Builds  his  dislikes  of  cards  and  his  friendships  of  oak, 
Loves  a  prejudice  better  than  aught  but  a  joke, 
Is  half  upright  Quaker,  half  downright  Gome-outer, 
Loves  Freedom  too  well  to  go  stark  mad  about  her, 
Quite  artless  himself,  is  a  lover  of  Art, 
Shuts  you  out  of  his  secrets  and  into  his  heart, 
And  though  not  a  poet,  yet  all  must  admire 
In  his  letters  of  Pinto  his  skill  on  the  liar. 

'  There  comes  Poe,  with  his  raven,  like  Barnaby  Eiuljjc, 
Three-fifths  of  him  genius  and  two-fifths  sheer  fudge, 
Who  talks  like  a  book  of  iambs  and  pentameters, 
In  a  way  to  make  people  of  common  sense  damn  metres, 
Who  has  written  some  things  quite  the  best  of  their  kind, 
But  the  heart  somehow  seems  all  squeezed  out  by  the  min.l. 
Who — but  hey-day!    What's  this?    Messieurs  Mathews  and 

Poe, 

You  mustn't  fling  mud-balls  at  Longfellow  so, 
Does  it  make  a  man  worse  that  his  character's  such 
As  to  make  his  friends  love  him  (as  you  think)  too  much '.' 
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Why,  there  is  not  a  bard  at  this  moment  alive 

More  willing  than  he  that  his  fellows  should  thrive ; 

While  you  are  abusing  him  thus,  even  now 

He  would  help  either  one  of  you  out  of  a  slough  ; 

You  may  say  that  he's  smooth  and  all  that  till  you're  hoarse, 

But  remember  that  elegance  also  is  force  ; 

After  polishing  granite  as  much  as  you  will, 

The  heart  keeps  its  tough  old  persistency  still ; 

Deduct  all  you  can  that  still  keeps  you  at  bay — 

Why,  he'll  live  till  men  weary  of  Collins  and  Gray. 

I'm  not  over-fond  of  Greek  metres  in  English, 

To  me  rhyme's  a  gain,  so  it  be  not  too  jinglish, 

And  your  modern  hexameter  verses  are  no  more 

Like  Greek  ones  than  sleek  Mr.  Pope  is  like  Homer  ; 

As  the  roar  of  the  sea  to  the  coo  of  a  pigeon  is, 

So,  compared  to  your  moderns,  sounds  old  Melesigenes  ; 

I  may  be  too  partial,  the  reason,  perhaps,  o't  is 

That  I've  heard  the  old  blind  man  recite  his  own  rhapsodies, 

And  my  ear  with  that  music  impregnate  may  be, 

Like  the  poor  exiled  shell  with  the  soul  of  the  sea, 

Or  as  one  can't  bear  Strauss  when  his  nature  is  cloven 

To  its  deeps  within  deeps  by  the  stroke  of  Beethoven  ; 

But,  set  that  aside,  and  'tis  truth  that  I  speak, 

Had  Theocritus  written  in  English,  not  Greek, 

I  believe  that  his  exquisite  sense  would  scarce  change  a  line 

In  that  rare,  tender,  virgin-like  pastoral  Evangeline. 

That's  not  ancient  nor  modern,  its  place  is  apart 

Where  time  has  no  sway,  in  the  realm  of  pure  Art, 

'Tis  a  shrine  of  retreat  from  Earth's  hubbub  and  strife 

As  quiet  and  chaste  as  the  author's  own  life. 

'  There  comes  Philothea,  her  face  all  a-glow, 
She  has  just  been  dividing  some  poor  creature's  woe. 
And  can't  tell  which  pleases  her  most,  to  relieve 
His  want,  or  his  story  to  hear  and  believe  ; 
No  doubt  against  many  deep  griefs  she  prevails, 
For  her  ear  is  the  refuge  of  destitute  tales ; 
She  knows  well  that  silence  is  sorrow's  best  food, 
And  that  talking  draws  off  from  the  heart  it's  black  blood  ; 
So  she'll  listen  with  patience  and  let  you  unfold 
Your  bundle  of  rags  as  'twere  pure  cloth  of  gold, 
Which,  indeed,  it  all  turns  to  as  soon  as  she's  touched  it, 
And  (to  borrow  a  phrase  from  the  nursery)  mucked  it, 
She  has  such  a  musical  taste,  she  will  go 
Any  distance  to  hear  one  who  draws  a  long  bow ; 
She  will  swallow  a  wonder  by  mere  might  and  main 
And  thinks  it  geometry's  fault  if  she's  fain 
To  consider  things  flat,  inasmuch  as  they're  plain  ; 
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Facts  with  her  are  accomplished,  as  Frenchmen  would  say, 

They  will  prove  all  she  wishes  them  to — either  way, 

And,  as  fact  lies  on  this  side  or  that,  we  must  try, 

If  we're  seeking  the  truth,  to  find  where  it  don't  lie  ; 

I  was  telling  her  once  of  a  marvellous  aloe 

That  for  thousands  of  years  had  looked  spindling  and  sallow, 

And,  though  nursed  by  the  fruit-fullest  powers  of  mud, 

Had  never  vouchsafed  e'en  so  much  as  a  bud, 

Till  its  owner  remarked  (as  a  sailor,  you  know, 

Often  will  in  a  calm)  that  it  never  would  blow, 

For  he  wished  to  exhibit  the  plant,  and  designed 

That  its  blowing  should  help  him  in  raising  the  wind  ; 

At  last  it  was  told  him  that  if  he  should  water 

Its  roots  with  the  blood  of  his  unmarried  daughter 

(Who  was  born,  as  her  mother,  a  Calvinist  said, 

With  a  Baxter's  effectual  caul  on  her  head), 

It  would  blow  as  the  obstinate  breeze  did  when  by  a 

Like  decree  of  her  father  died  Iphigenia  ; 

At  fir^t  he  declared  he  himself  would  be  blowed 

Ere  his  conscience  with  such  a  foul  crime  he  would  load, 

But  the  thought,  coming  oft,  grew  less  dark  than  before, 

And  he  mused,  as  each  creditor  knocked  at  his  door, 

If  this  were  but  done  they  would  dun  me  no  more  ; 

I  told  Philothea  his  struggles  and  doubts, 

And  how  he  considered  the  ins  and  the  outs 

Of  the  visions  he  had,  and  the  dreadful  dyspepsy, 

How  he  went  to  the  seer  that  lives  at  Po'keepsie, 

How  the  seer  advised  him  to  sleep  on  it  first 

And  to  read  his  big  volume  in  case  of  the  worst. 

And  further  advised  he  should  pay  him  five  dollars 

For  writing  $^unt,  l^ttnt,  on  his  wristbands  and  collars  ; 

Three  years  and  ten  days  these  dark  words  he  had  studied 

When  the  daughter  was  missed,  and  the  aloe  had  budded  ; 

I  told  how  he  watched  it  grow  large  and  more  large, 

And  wondered  how  much  for  the  show  he  should  charge — 

She  had  listened  with  utter  indifference  to  this,  till 

I  told  how  it  bloomed,  and  discharging  its  pistil 

With  an  aim  the  Eumenides  dictated,  shot 

The  botanical  filicide  dead  on  the  spot ; 

It  had  blown,  but  he  reaped  not  his  horrible  gains, 

For  it  blew  with  such  force  as  to  blow  out  his  brains, 

And  the  crime  was  blown  also,  because  on  the  wad, 

Which  was  paper,  was  writ  "  Visitation  of  God," 

As  well  as  a  thrilling  account  of  the  deed 

Which  the  coroner  kindly  allowed  me  to  read. 

'  Well,  my  friend  took  this  story  up  just,  to  be  sure, 
As  one  might  a  poor  foundling  that's  laid  at  one's  door  ; 
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She  combed  it,  and  washed  it.  and  clothed  it,  and  fed  it, 
And  as  if  'twere  her  own  child  most  tenderly  bred  it, 
Laid  the  scene  (of  the  legend,  I  mean)  far  away  a 
-mong  the  green  rales  underneath  Himalaya. 
And  by  artist-like  touches,  laid  on  here  and  there, 
Made  the  whole  thing  so  touching,  I  frankly  declare 
I  have  read  it  all  thrice,  and,  perhaps  I  am  weak, 
But  I  found  every  time  there  were  tears  on  my  check. 

'  The  pole,  science  tells  us,  the  magnet  controls, 
But  she  is  a  magnet  to  emigrant  Poles, 
And  folks  with  a  mission  that  nobody  knows, 
Throng  thickly  about  her  as  bees  round  a  rose ; 
She  can  fill  up  the  carets  in  such,  make  their  scope 
Converge  to  some  focus  of  rational  hope, 
And,  with  sympathies  fresh  as  the  morning,  their  gall 
Can  transmute  into  honey — but  this  is  not  all ; 
Not  only  for  those  she  has  solace,  oh,  say, 
Vice's  desperate  mirsling  adrift  in  Broadway, 
Who  clingest,  with  all  that  is  left  of  thee  human, 
To  the  last  slender  spar  from  the  wreck  of  the  woman, 
Hast  thou  not  found  one  shore  where  those  tired  drooping  feet 
Could  reach  firm  mother-earth,  one  full  heart  on  whose  beat 
The  soothed  head  in  silence  reposing  could  hear 
The  chimes  of  far  childhood  throb  back  on  the  ear  ? 
Ah,  there's  many  a  beam  from  the  fountain  of  day 
That  to  reach  iis  uncloiided,  must  pass,  on  its  way, 
Through  the  soul  of  a  woman,  and  hers  is  wide  ope 
To  the  influence  of  Heaven  as  the  blue  eyes  of  Hope  ; 
Yes,  a  great  soul  is  Hers,  one  that  dares  to  go  in 
To  the  prison,  the  slave-hut,  the  alleys  of  sin, 
And  to  bring  into  each,  or  to  find  there  some  line 
Of  the  never  completely  out-trampled  divine  ; 
If  her  heart  at  high  floods  swamps  her  brain  now  and  then, 
'Tis  but  richer  for  that  when  the  tide  ebbs  agen, 
As,  after  old  Nile  has  sxibsided,  his  plain 
Overflows  with  a  second  broad  deluge  of  grain  ; 
What  a  wealth  would  it  bring  to  the  narrow  and  sour 
Could  they  be  as  a  Child  but  for  one  little  hour ! 

'  What !  Irving  ?  thrice  welcome,  warm  heart  and  fine  brain, 
You  bring  back  the  happiest  spirit  from  Spain, 
And  the  gravest  sweet  humour,  that  ever  were  there 
Since  Cervantes  met  death  in  his  gentle  despair ; 
Nay,  don't  be  embarrassed,  nor  look  so  beseeching — 
I  shan't  run  directly  against  my  own  preaching, 
And,  having  justjlaughed  at  their  Eaphaels  and  Dantes, 
Go  to  setting  you  up  beside  matchless  Cervantes ; 
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But  allow  me  to  speak  what  I  honestly  feel — 

To  a  true  poet-heart  add  the  fun  of  Dick  Steele, 

Throw  in  all  of  Addison,  minus  the  chill, 

With  the  whole  of  that  partnership's  stock  and  goodwill, 

Mix  well,  and  while  stirring,  hum  o'er,  as  a  spell, 

The  fine  old  English  Gentleman,  simmer  it  well, 

Sweeten  just  to  your  own  private  liking,  then  strain, 

That  only  the  finest  and  clearest  remain, 

Let  it  stand  out  of  doors  till  a  soul  it  receives 

From  the  warm  lazy  sun  loitering  down  through  green  leaves, 

And  you'll  find  a  choice  nature,  not  wholly  deserving 

A  name  either  English  or  Yankee — -just  Irving. 

'  There  goes — but  stet  nominis  umbra — his  name 
You'll  be  glad  enough,  some  day  or  other,  to  claim, 
And  will  all  crowd  about  him  and  swear  that  you  knew  him 
If  some  English  hack-critic  should  chance  to  review  him 
The  old  porcos  ante  ne  projiciatis 
MAKGARITAS,  for  him  you  have  verified  gratis  ; 
What  matters  his  name  ?     Why,  it  may  be  Sylvester, 
Judd,  Junior,  or  Junius,  Ulysses,  or  Nestor, 
For  aught  /know  or  care ;  'tis  enough  that  I  look 
On  the  author  of  "  Margaret,"  the  first  Yankee  book 
With  the  soul  of  Down  East  in't,  and  things  farther  East, 
As  far  as  the  threshold  of  morning,  at  least, 
Where  awaits  the  fair  dawn  of  the  simple  and  true, 
Of  the  day  that  comes  slowly  to  make  all  things  new. 
'T  has  a  smack  of  pine  woods,  of  bare  field  and  bleak  hill 
Such  as  only  the  breed  of  the  Mayflower  could  till ; 
The  Puritan's  shown  in  it,  tough  to  the  core, 
Such  as  prayed,  smiting  Agag  on  red  Marston  Moor ; 
With  an  unwilling  humour,  half-choked  by  the  drouth 
In  brown  hollows  about  the  inhospitable  mouth ; 
With  a  soul  full  of  poetry,  though  it  has  qualms 
About  finding  a  happiness  out  of  the  Psalms  ; 
Full  of  tenderness,  too,  though  it  shrinks  in  the  dark, 
Hamadryad-like,  under  the  coarse,  shaggy  bark ; 
That  sees  visions,  knows  wrestlings  of  God  with  the  Will, 
And  has  its  own  Sinais  and  thunderings  still.' 

Here — '  Forgive  me,  Apollo,'  I  cried,  '  while  I  pour 
My  heart  out  to  my  birthplace :  0,  loved  more  and  more 
Dear  Baystate,  from  whose  rocky  bosom  thy  sons 
Should  suck  milk,  strongwill-giving,  brave,  such  as  runs 
In  the  veins  of  old  Graylock — who  is  it  that  dares 
Call  thee  pedler,  a  soul  wrapt  in  bank-books  and  shares  ? 
It  is  false !     She's  a  poet !     I  see,  as  I  write. 
Along  the  far  railroad  the  steam-snake  glide  white, 
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The  cataract-throb  of  her  mill-hearts  I  hear, 

The  swift  strokes  of  trip-hammers  weary  my  ear, 

Sledges  ring  upon  anvils,  through  logs  the  saw  screams, 

Blocks  swing  to  their  place,  beetles  drive  home  the  beams  : — 

It  is  songs  such  as  these  that  she  croons  to  the  din 

Of  her  fast-flying  shuttles,  year  out  and  year  in, 

While  from  earth's  farthest  corner  there  comes  not  a  breeze 

But  wafts  her  the  buzz  of  her  gold-gleaning  bees : 

What  though  those  horn  hands  have  as  yet  found  small  time 

For  painting  and  sculpture  and  music  and  rhyme? 

These  will  come  in  due  order,  the  need  that  pressed  sorest 

Was  to  vanquish  the  seasons,  the  ocean,  the  forest, 

To  bridle  and  harness  the  rivers,  the  steam, 

Making  that  whirl  her  mill-wheels,  this  tug  in  her  team, 

To  vassalise  old  tyrant  Winter,  and  make 

Him  delve  surlily  for  her  on  river  and  lake  ; — 

When  this  New  World  was  parted,  she  strove  not  to  shirk 

Her  lot  in  the  heirloom,  the  tough,  silent  Work, 

The  hero-share  ever,  from  Herakles  down 

To  Odin,  the  Earth's  iron  sceptre  and  crown ; 

Yes,  thou  dear,  noble  Mother  !  if  ever  men's  praise 

Could  be  claimed  for  creating  heroical  lays, 

Thou  hast  won  it ;  if  ever  the  laurel  divine 

Crowned  the  Maker  and  Builder,  that  glory  is  thine  ! 

Thy  songs  are  right  epic,  they  tell  how  this  rude 

Kock-rib  of  our  earth  here  was  tamed  and  subdued; 

Thou  hast  written  them  plain  on  the  face  of  the  planet 

In  brave,  deathless  letters  of  iron  and  granite ; 

Thou  hast  printed  them  deep  for  all  time ;  they  are  set 

From  the  same  runic  type-fount  and  alphabet 

With  thy  stout  Berkshire  hills  and  the  arms  of  thy  Bay — 

They  are  staves  from  the  burly  old  Mayflower  lay. 

If  the  drones  of  the  Old  World,  in  querulous  ease, 

Ask  thy  Art  and  thy  Letters,  point  proudly  to  these, 

Or,  if  they  deny  these  are  Letters  and  Art, 

Toil  on  with  the  same  old  invincible  heart ; 

Thou  art  rearing  the  pedestal  broad-based  and  grand 

Whereon  the  fair  shapes  of  the  Artist  shall  stand, 

And  creating,  through  labours  undaunted  and  long, 

The  theme  for  all  Sculpture  and  Painting  and  Song  I 

'  But  my  good  mother  Baystate  wants  no  praise  of  mine, 
She  learned  from  her  mother  a  precept  divine 
About  something  that  butters  no  parsnips,  her  forte 
In  another  direction  lies,  work  is  her  sport 
(Though  she'll  curtsey  and  set  her  cap  straight,  that  she  will, 
If  you  talk  about  Plymouth  and  one  Bunker's  hill). 
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Dear,  notable  goodwife  !  by  this  time  of  night, 

Her  hearth  is  swept  clean,  and  her  fire  burning  bright, 

And  she  sits  in  a  chair  (of  home  plan  and  make)  rocking, 

Musing  much,  all  the  while,  as  she  darns  on  a  stocking, 

Whether  turkeys  will  come  pretty  high  next  Thanksgiving, 

Whether  flour'll  be  so  dear,  for,  as  sure  as  she's  living, 

She  will  use  rye-and-injun  then,  whether  the  pig 

By  this  time  ain't  got  pretty  tolerable  big, 

And  whether  to  sell  it  outright  will  be  best, 

Or  to  smoke  hams  and  shoulders  and  salt  down  the  rest — 

At  this  minute,  she'd  swop  all  my  verse's,  ah,  cruel ! 

For  the  last  patent  stove  that  is  saving  of  fuel  ; 

So  I'll  just  let  Apollo  go  on,  for  his  phiz 

Shows  Tve  kept  him  awaiting  too  long  as  it  is.' 

'  If  our  friend,  there,  who  seems  a  reporter,  is  done 
With  his  burst  of  emotion,  why,  /  will  go  on,' 
Said  Apollo  ;  some  smiled,  and,  indeed,  I  must  own 
There  was  something  sarcastic,  perhaps,  in  his  tone  : — 

'  There's  Holmes,  who  is  matchless  among  you  for  wit; 
A  Leyden-jar  always  full-charged,  from  which  flit 
The  electrical  tingles  of  hit  after  hit ; 
In  long  poems  'tis  painful  sometimes  and  invites 
A  thought  of  the  way  the  new  Telegraph  writes, 
AVhich  pricks  down  its  little  sharp  sentences  spitefully 
As  if  you  got  more  than  you'd  title  to  rightfully, 
And  you  find  yourself  hoping  its  wild  father  Lightning 
Would  flame  in  for  a  second  and  give  you  a  fright'ning.        % 
He  has  perfect  sway  of  what  7  call  a  sham  metre, 
But  many  admire  it,  the  English  pentameter, 
And  Campbell,  I  think,  wrote  most  commonly  worse, 
With  less  nerve,  swing,  and  fire  in  the  same  kind  of  verse, 
Nor  e'er  achieved  aught  in't  so  worthy  of  praise 
As  the  tribute  of  Holmes  to  the  Grand  Marseillaise. 
You  went  crazy  last  year  over  Bulwer's  New  Timon ; — 
Why,  if  B.,  to  the  day  of  his  dying,  should  rhyme  on, 
Heaping  verses  on  verses  and  tomes  upon  tomes, 
He  could  ne'er  reach  the  best  point  and  vigour  of  Holmes. 
His  are  just  the  fine  hands,  too,  to  weave  you  a  lyric 
Full  of  fancy,  fun,  feeling,  or  spiced  with  satiric 
In  a  measure  so  kindly,  you  doubt  if  the  toes 
That  are  trodden  upon  are  your  own  or  your  foes.' 

'  There's  Lowell,  who's  striving  Parnassus  to  climb 
With  a  whole  bale  of  isms  tied  together  with  rhyme, 
He  might  get  on  alone,  spite  of  brambles  and  boulders, 
But  he  can't  with  that  bundle  he  has  on  his  shoulders. 
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The  top  of  the  hill  he  will  ne'er  come  nigh  reaching 

Till  he  learns  the  distinction  'twixt  singing  and  preaching : 

His  lyre  has  some  chords  that  would  ring  pretty  well, 

But  he'd  rather  by  half  make  a  drum  of  the  shell, 

And  rattle  away  till  he's  old  as  Methusalem, 

At  the  head  of  a  march  to  the  last  new  Jerusalem. 

'There  goes  Halleck,  whose  Fanny's  a  pseudo  Don  Juan, 
With  the  wickedness  out  that  gave  salt  to  the  true  one, 
He's  a  wit,  though,  I  hear,  of  the  very  first  order, 
And  once  made  a  pun  on  the  words  soft  Kecorder ; 
More  than  this,  he's  a  very  great  poet,  I'm  told, 
And  has  had  his  works  published  in  crimson  and  gold, 
With  something  they  call  "Illustrations,"  to  wit, 
Like  those  with  which  Chapman  obscured  Holy  Writ,* 
Which  are  said  to  illustrate,  because,  as  I  view  it, 
Like  Lucus  a  non,  they  precisely  don't  do  it ; 
Let  a  man  who  can  write  what  himself  understands 
Keep  clear,  if  he  can,  of  designing  men's  hands, 
Who  bury  the  sense,  if  there's  any  worth  having, 
And  then  very  honestly  call  it  engraving. 
But,  to  quit  badinage,  which  there  isn't  much  wit  in, 
Halleck's  better,  I  doubt  not,  than  all  he  has  written  ; 
In  his  verse  a  clear  glimpse  you  will  frequently  find, 
If  not  of  a  great,  of  a  fortunate  mind, 
Which  contrives  to  be  true  to  its  natural  loves 
In  a  world  of  back-offices,  ledgers,  and  stoves. 
When  his  heart  breaks  away  from  the  brokers  and  banks, 
'And  kneels  in  its  own  private  shrine  to  give  thanks, 
There's  a  genial  manliness  in  him  that  earns 
Our  sincerest  respect  (read,  for  instance,  his  "Burns"), 
And  we  can't  but  regret  (seek  excuse  where  we  may) 
That  so  much  of  a  man  has  been  peddled  away. 

'  But  what's  that  ?  a  mass-meeting  ?   No,  there  come  in  lots 
The  American  Disraelis,  Bulwers,  and  Scotts, 
And  in  short  the  American  everything-elses, 
Each  charging  the  others  with  envies  and  jealousies; — 
By  the  way,  'tis  a  fact  that  displays  what  profusions 
Of  all  kinds  of  greatness  bless  free  institutions, 
That  while  the  Old  World  has  produced  barely  eight 
Of  such  poets  as  all  men  agree  to  call  great, 
And  of  other  great  characters  hardly  a  score 
(One  might  safely  say  less  than  that  rather  than  more), 
With  you  every  year  a  whole  crop  is  begotten, 
They're  as  much  of  a  staple  as  corn  is,  or  cotton  ; 

*  (Cuts  rightly  called  wooden,  as  all  must  admit.) 
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Why,  there's  scarcely  a  huddle  of  log  huts  and  shanties 

That  has  not  brought  forth  its  own  Miltons  and  Dantcs  ; 

I  myself  know  ten  Byrons,  one  Coleridge,  three  Shelleys, 

Two  Raphaels,  six  Titians  (I  think),  one  Apelles, 

Leonardos  and  Eubenses  plenty  as  lichens, 

One  (but  that  one  is  plenty)  American  Dickens, 

A  whole  flock  of  Lambs,  any  number  of  Tennysons  — 

In  short,  if  a  man  has  the  luck  to  have  any  sons, 

He  may  feel  pretty  certain  that  one  out  of  twain 

Will  be  some  very  great  person  over  again. 

There  is  one  inconvenience  in  all  this  which  lies 

In  the  fact  that  by  contrast  we  estimate  size,* 

And,  where  there  are  none  except  Titans,  great  stature 

Is  only  a  simple  proceeding  of  nature, 

What  puff  the  strained  sails  of  your  praise  shall  you  furl  at,  if 

The  calmest  degree  that  you  know  is  superlative  ? 

At  Home,  all  whom  Charon  took  into  his  wherry  must, 

As  a  matter  of  course,  be  well  immused  and  errimused, 

A.  Greek,  too,  could  feel,  while  in  that  famous  boat  he  tost, 

That    his    friends    would  take    care   he    was    to-rosed    and 


And  formerly  we,  as  through  graveyards  we  past, 
Thought  the  world  went  from  bad  to  worse  fearfully  fast 
Let  us  glance  for  a  moment,  'tis  well  worth  the  pains, 
And  note  what  an  average  graveyard  contains  ; 
There  lie  levellers  levelled,  duns  done  lip  themselves, 
There  are  booksellers  finally  laid  on  their  shelves, 
Horizontally  there  lie  xipright  politicians, 
Dose-a-dose  with  their  patients  sleep  faultless  physicians, 
There  are  slave-drivers  quietly  whipt  underground, 
There  bookbinders,  done  up  in  boards,  are  fast  bound, 
There  card-players  wait  till  the  last  trump  be  played, 
There  all  the  choice  spirits  get  finally  laid, 
There  the  babe  that's  unborn  is  supplied  with  a  berth, 
There  men  without  legs  get  their  six  feet  of  earth, 
There  lawyers  repose,  each  wrapt  up  in  his  case, 
There  seekers  of  office  are  sure  of  a  place, 
There  defendant  and  plaintiff  get  equally  cast, 
There  shoemakers  quietly  stick  4o  the  last, 
There  brokers  at  length  become  silent  as  stocks, 
There  stage-drivers  sleep  without  quitting  their  box, 
And  so  forth  and  so  forth  and  so  forth  and  so  on, 
With  this  kind  of  stuff  one  might  endlessly  go  on  ; 

*  That  is  in  most  cases  we  do,  but  not  all, 
Past  a  doubt,  there  are  men  who  are  innately  small. 
Such  as  Blank,  who,  without  being  'minished  a  tittle 
Might  stand  for  a  type  of  the  Absolute  Little. 
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To  come  to  the  point,  I  may  safely  assert  you 

Will  find  in  each  yard  every  cardinal  virtue ;  *' 

Each  has  six  truest  patriots :  four  discoverers  of  ether, 

Who  never  had  thought  on't  nor  mentioned  it  either : 

Ten  poets,  the  greatest  who  ever  wrote  rhyme  : 

Two  hundred  and  forty  first  men  of  their  time  : 

One  person,  whose  portrait  just  gave  the  least  hint 

Its  original  had  a  most  horrible  squint : 

One  critic,  most  (what  do  they  call  it?)  reflective, * 

Who  never  had  used  the  phrase  ob-  or  subjective  : 

Forty  fathers  of  Freedom,  of  whom  twenty  bred 

Their  sons  for  the  rice-swamps,  at  so  much  a  head. 

And  their  daughters  for — faugh !  thirty  mothers  of  Gracchi : 

Non-resistants  who  gave  many  a  spiritual  black-eye  : 

Eight  true  friends  of  their  kind,  one  of  whom  was  a  jailer: 

Four  captains  almost  as  astounding  as  Taylor  : 

Two  dozen  of  Italy's  exiles  who  shoot  us  his 

Kaisership  daily,  stern  pen-and-ink  Brutuses, 

Who,  in  Yankee  back-parlours,  with  crucified  smile,  f 

Mount  serenely  their  country's  funereal  pile : 

Ninety-nine  Irish  heroes,  ferocious  rebellers 

'Gainst  the  Saxon  in  cis-marine  garrets  and  cellars, 

Who  shake  their  dread  fists  o'er  the  sea  and  all  that — 

As  long  as  a  copper  drops  into  the  hat : 

Nine  hundred  Teutonic  republicans  stark 

From  Vaterland's  battles  just  won — in  the  Park, 

Who  the  happy  profession  of  martyrdom  take 

Whenever  it  gives  them  a  chance  at  a  steak : 

Sixty -two  second  Washingtons :  two  or  three  Jacksons : 

And  so  many  everythings  else  that  it  racks  one's 

Poor  memory  too  much  to  continue  the  list, 

Especially  now  they  no  longer  exist — 

I  would  merely  observe  that  you've  taken  to  giving 

The  puffs  that  belong  to  the  dead  to  the  living, 

And  that  somehow  your  trump-of-contemporary-doom's  tones, 

Is  tuned  after  old  dedications  and  tombstones.' 

Here  the  critic  came  in  and  a  thistle  presented  J — • 
From  a  frown  to  a  smile  the  god's  features  relented, 
As  he  stared  at  his  envoy,  who,  swelling  with  pride, 
To  the  god's  asking  look,  nothing  daunted,  replied, 


*  (And  at  this  just  conclusion  will  surely  arrive, 
That  the  goodness  of  earth  is  more  dead  than  alive.) 

t  Not  forgetting  their  tea  and  their  toast,  though,  the  while. 

J  Turn  back  now  to  page— goodness  only  knows  what— 
And  take  a  fresh  hold  on  the  thread  of  my  plot. 
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'  You're  surprised,  I  suppose,  I  was  absent  so  long, 
But  your  godship  respecting  the  lilies  was  wrong ; 
I  hunted  the  garden  from  one  end  to  t'other, 
And  got  no  reward  but  vexation  and  bother, 
Till,  tossed  out  with  weeds  in  a  corner  to  wither, 
This  one  lily  I  found  and  made  haste  to  bring  hither.' 

'  Did  he  think  I  had  given  him  a  book  to  review  ? 
I  ought  to  have  known  what  the  fellow  would  do,' 
Muttered  Phoebus  aside,  « for  a  thistle  will  pass 
Beyond  doubt  for  the  queen  of  all  flowers  with  an  ass 
He  has  chosen  in  just  the  same  way  as  he'd  choose 
His  specimens  out  of  the  books  he  reviews  ; 
And  now  as  this  offers  an  excellent  text, 
I'll  give  'em  some  brief  hints  on  criticism  next.' 
So,  musing  a  moment,  he  turned  to  the  crowd, 
And.  clearing  his  voice,  spoke  as  follows,  aloud — 

'  My  friends,  in  the  happier  days  of  the  muse, 
We  were  luckily  free  from  such  things  as  reviews ; 
Then  nought  came  between  with  its  fog  to  make  clearer 
The  heart  of  the  poet  to  that  of  his  hearer  ; 
Then  the  poet  brought  heaven  to  the  people,  and  they 
Felt  that  they,  too,  were  poets  in  hearing-  his  lay  ; 
Then  the  poet  was  prophet,  the  past  in  his  soul 
Pre-created  the  future,  both  parts  of  one  whole  ; 
Then  for  him  there  was  nothing  too  great  or  too  small, 
For  one  natural  deity  sanctified  all ; 
Then  the  bard  owned  no  clipper  and  meter  of  moods 
Save  the  spirit  of  silence  that  hovers  and  broods 
O'er  the  seas  and  the  mountains,  the  rivers  and  woods; 
He  asked  not  earth's  verdict,  forgetting  the  clods, 
His  soul  soared  and  sang  to  an  audience  of  gods ; 
?Twas  for  them  that  he  measured  the  thought  and  the  line, 
And  shaped  for  their  vision  the  perfect  design, 
With  as  glorious  a  foresight,  a  balance  as  true, 
As  swung  out  the  worlds  in  the  infinite  blue  : 
Then  a  glory  and  greatness  invested  man's  heart, 
The  universal,  which  now  stands  estranged  and  apart, 
In  the  free  individual  moulded,  was  Art ; 
Then  the  forms  of  the  Artist  seemed  thrilled  with  desire 
For  something  as  yet  unattained,  fuller,  higher, 
As  once  with  her  lips,  lifted  hands,  and  eyes  listening, 
And  her  whole  upward  soul  in  her  countenance  glistening, 
Eurydice  stood — like  a  beacon  unfired,        t 
Which,  once  touch'd  with  flame,  will  leap  heav'nward inspired— 
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And  waited  with  answering  kindle  to  mark 

The  first  gleam  of  Orpheus  that  pained  the  red  Dark. 

Then  painting,  song,  sculpture,  did  more  than  relieve 

The  need  that  men  feel  to  create  and  believe, 

And  as,  in  all  .beauty,  who  listens  with  love, 

Hear  these  words  oft  repeated — '  beyond  and  above ;  ' 

So  these  seemed  to  be  but  the  visible  sign 

Of  the  grasp  of  the  soul  after  things  more  divine ; 

They  were  ladders  the  Artist  erected  to  climb 

O'er  the  narrow  horizon  of  space  and  of  time, 

And  we  see  there  the  footsteps  by  which  men  had  gained 

To  the  one  rapturous  glimpse  of  the  never-attained, 

As  shepherds  could  erst  sometimes  trace  in  the  sod 

Tli3  last  spurning  print  of  a  sky-cleaving  god. 

'  But  now,  on  the  poet's  dis-privacied  moods 
With  do  this  and  do  that  the  pert  critic  intrudes 
While  he  thinks  he's  been  barely  fulfilling  his  duty 
To  interpret  'twixt  men  and  their  own  sense  of  beauty, 
And  has  striven,  while  others  sought  honour  or  pelf, 
To  make  his  kind  happy  as  he  was  himself, 
He  finds  he's  been  guilty  of  horrid  offences 
In  all  kinds  of  moods,  numbers,  genders,  and  tenses  ; 
He's  been  ob  and  subjective,  what  Kettle  calls  Pot, 
Precisely,  at  all  events,  what  he  ought  not. 
You  have  done  this,  says  one  judge;  done  that,  says  another; 
You  should  have  done  this,  grumbles  one  ;  that,  says  t'other ; 
Never  mind  what  he  toiiches,  one  shrieks  out  Taboo  > 
And  while  he  is  wondering  what  he  shall  do, 
Since  each  suggests  opposite  topics  for  song, 
They  all  shout  together  you're  right!  and  you're  wrong  ! 

'  Nature  fits  all  her  children  with  something  to  do, 
He  who  would  write  and  can't  write,  can  surely  review, 
Can  set  up  a  small  booth  as  critic  and  sell  us  his 
Petty  conceit  and  his  pettier  jealousies ; 
Thus  a  lawyer's  apprentice,  just  out  of  his  teens, 
Will  do  for  the  Jeffrey  of  six  magazines  ; 
Having  read  Johnson's  lives  of  the  poets  half  through, 
There's  nothing  on  earth  he's  not  competent  to  ; 
He  reviews  with  as  much  nonchalance  as  he  whistles- 
He  goes  through  a  book  and  just  picks  out  the  thistles, 
It  matters  not  whether  he  blame  or  commend, 
If  he's  bad  as  a  foe,  he's  far  worse  as  a  friend ; 
Let  an  author  but  write  what's  above  his  poor  scope, 
And  he'll  go  to  \fork  gravely  and  twist  up  a  rope, 
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And,  inviting  the  world  to  see  punishment  done. 

Hang  himself  up  to  bleach  in  the  wind  and  the  sun ; 

Tis  delightful  to  see,  when  a  man  comes  along 

Who  has  anything  in  him  peculiar  and  strong, 

Every  cockboat  that  swims  clear  its  fierce  (pop)  gundeck  at  him 

And  make  as  he  passes  its  ludicrous  Peck  at  him,' —  . 

Here  Miranda  came  up  and  began,  '  As  to  that,' — 
Apollo  at  once  seized  his  gloves,  cane,  and  hat, 
And,  seeing  the  place  getting  rapidly  cleared, 
I,  too,  snatched  my  notes  and  forthwith  disappeared. 
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TO  HOX.  GEORGE  P.  MARSH, 

UNITED  STATES  MINISTER  EESIDENT  AT 
CONSTANTINOPLE. 

DEAR  SIR, — 

I  DEDICATE  this  little  Volume  to  you,  not  in  your 
capacity  as  the  honoured  Representative  of  your 
country  at  a  Foreign  Court,  nor  yet  in  your  higher 
character,  as  one  of  the  foremost  scholars  of  the  age ; 
but  rather,  as  is  more  befitting,  in  token  of  my  ^steem 
for  your  private  virtues,  and  in  grateful  acknowledg 
ment  of  your  personal  friendship.  I  hesitate  less  to 
avail  mysjlf  of  your  kind  permission  to  use  your 
name  in  this  place,  since  it  was  greatly  owing  to  your 
nattering  judgment  of  my  first  elaborate  essay  at 
verse  writing  that  other  pieces  were  subsequently 
undertaken,  and  that  these  are  now  here  collected. 
In  christening  the  book,  I  have  chosen,  for  several 
reasons,  to  conform  to  the  customary  nomenclature 
which  allows  every  kind  of  literature  to  be  '  Poetry' 
that  is  not  written  in  the  fashion  of  prose;  yet  I 
have  no  quarrel  with  that  nicer  rule  of  modern  criti 
cism  which  assigns  to  all  metrical  compositions  of  a 
mainly  facetious  or  satirical  character  a  place  rather 
on  the  border  than  fairly  within  the  domain  of  legiti- 
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mate  poesy.  If  I  have  excluded  several  trifles  which 
some  of  my  friends  would  like  to  have  seen  with  the 
rest,  it  was  because  I  could  not  afford  to  make  the 
volume  larger  at  any  risk  of  making  it  worse.  Should 
the  verses  which  I  have  ventured  to  retain  receive,  in 
their  present  form,  the  favour  which  has  been  accorded 
to  most  of  the  poems  separately,  I  am  very  sure  no 
one  will  be  more  gratified  than  yourself, — except  it  be 

Your  sincere  friend  and  humble  servant, 

JOHN  GODFEEY  SAXE. 

Burlington,  Vermont,  1849. 


CAUTION,  BEWARE,  AND  ALL   THAT 
SORT  OF  THING. 

A  NY  publisher  desirous  of  reprinting  this  book  is 
•**•  hereby  informed  that  not  only  has  one  note,  which 
there  is  no  reason  to  believe  is  either  accurate  or  in 
genious,  been  added  hereto  by  the  original  English  pub 
lisher  of  "'  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin/  but  that  many  changes, 
alterations,  and  emendations  requiring,  as  may  be 
imagined,  much  scholarship  and  industry  have  also 
been  made  in  the  (N)  orth-ography  of  the  American 
author.  As  an  example  of  the  immensity  of  the  work 
done,  it  may  be  stated  that  in  as  many  as  six  different 
poems  the  refined  word  deuse  (which  the  United 
States-men  thus  spell)  has  been  changed  to  deuce. 
Also,  although  Englishmen  have  been  taught  to  love 
their  neighboz^rs  as  themselves,  it  has  seemed  difficult 
to  the  British  publisher  to  do  as  much  for  your  neigh 
bors.  It  is  an  instance  where  u  way  be  said  to  be  of 
great  importance ;  and  we  might  tell  our  American 
Cousins  that  a  Neighbor  may  do  well  enough  for  U.S. 
but  won't  do  for  US.  The  same  additional  vowel  has 
been  restored  to  its  accustomed  niche  in  valour ;  their 
valor  is  not  the  same  as  ours — see  u.  The  definite 
article  (whiskey  is  not  meant)  was  also  used  by  Mr. 
Saxe,  in  his  poem  on  '  The  Times,'  in  referring  to  the 
Irish  wit ;  it  was  thought  he  was  wrong,  and  therefore 
when  wrong  is  done  even  in  word,  it  seems  to  us — so 
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noble  and  generous  are  we — that  we  should  remain, 
if  not  definite,  at  least  not  dumb  in  it.  (The  power 
of  speech  is  great — ask  ye  the  Stump.)  "  Classic 
Keightly"  (so  the  American  printer  printed  him  ;  see 
the  poem  '  The  Times')  would  be  better  pleased,  we 
thought,  to  see  his  name  with  the  right  number  of  e's; 
to  rob  a  man,  even  in  name,  of  his  e's  is  hardly  kind. 
The  public  will  judge,  from  these  examples,  what  labour 
has  been  achieved  by  us  in  putting  to  press  this  volume; 
and  no  brother  publisher  will,  after  this  exposition  of 
our  Herculean  toil,  think  of  taking  advantage  of  what 
we  have  done,  and  be  so  dead  to  all  feelings  of  right 
and  copyright  as  to  issue  a  reprint  of  this  American 
book.  Another  warning  we  have  to  add  :  the  Arrange 
ment  of  the  Poems  has  been  slightly  altered,  and  tho 
title,  which  is  in  the  original  *  Poems  by  John  G. 
Saxe,'  has  been  changed  to  what  it  is  here.  This  has 
been  done  with  the  odious  intention  of  securing  a  more 
attractive  title.  Therefore — Beware,  all  ye  from  Dan 
to  Beersheba,  from  Paternoster  Eow  to  Piccadilly, 
how  you  enter  on  Preserves,  though  they  be  originally 
Plundered,  Pirated,  and  Poached. 

S.  0.  B. 
248,  STEAND,  W.C. 
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NOTES 


THE  TIMES. 

1   POE1I    EEAD    BEFOEE   THE    BOSTON    MEECANTILE 
LIBEAEY   ASSOCIATION,    NOV.    14,    1849. 

THE  Muses  once — so  sacred  myths  declare — 
(See  classic  Keightley,  Cruzer,  or  Lempriere,)— - 
On  cleft  Parnassus  held  a  lofty  seat, 
Where,  in  the  quiet  of  their  calm  retreat, 
With  sweet  accord  they  spent  the  rosy  hours, 
And  wove  bright  garlands  of  perennial  flowers ; 
Nine  blooming  sisters,  each  with  separate  aim, 
Yet  all  rejoicing  in  the  common  fame, 
Alone  attentive  to  their  high  behests, 
No  jealous  cares  disturbed  their  tender  breasts, 
For  Phoebus,  watchful  of  the  sacred  Nine, 
Warned  off  intruders  with  a  magic  sign  ! — 
You've  seen  the  like  in  Lowell  mills,  where  scores, 
In  gold  or  ochre,  guard  the  inner  doors  j 
A  frequent  sight  in  any  factory  town, 
Where  idle  cit,  or  curious  country  clown, 
Reads,  at  a  glance,  in  letters  large  and  clear, 
The  startling  caution — '  No  admittance  here !' 

What  amorous  bard,  the  hidden  Nine  to  view, 
First  scaled  the  wall,  or  forced  a  passage  through  — 
What  *  gay  Lothario'  found  at  length  a  way 
To  win  the  maids  and  lead  them  all  astray — 
Is  yet  unknown: — this  only  can  be  told, 
Some  curst  intruder  broke  Apollo's  fold, 
And  all-remorseless  for  the  grave  abuse, 
In  Phoebus'  spite  let  all  the  Muses  loose ! 
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Far  from  their  old  Parnassian  groves  to  roam- 
To  grace,  instead,  some  airy  garret-home, 
(Where,  free  from  bailiffs,  poetasters  rhyme, 
And,  thankless,  waste  their  tapers  and  their  time, 
While  through  the  night  they  fondly  toil  for  naught, 
Angling  in  inkstands  for  some  gudgeon-thought.) 
Nor  this  the  worst  that  sprang  from  such  a  cause. 
Released  at  once  from  chaste  Diana's  laws, 
All  moral  canons  eager  now  to  waive, 
Save  only  those  that  wanton  Nature  gave, 
The  Nine  are  grown  a  thousand ! — and  the  Earth 
Hails  every  morning  yet  another  birth ! 

What  hinders  then,  when  every  youth  may  choose, 
As  Fancy  bids,  a  musket  or  a  Muse, 
And  throw  his  lead  among  his  fellow-men, 
From  the  dark  muzzle  of  a  gun  or  pen  ; 
When  blooming  school-girls,  who  absurdly  think 
That  naught  but  drapery  can  be  spoiled  with  ink, 
Ply  ceaseless  quills,  that,  true  to  early  use, 
Keep  the  old  habit  of  the  pristine  goose, 
While  each,  a  special  Sappho  in  her  teens, 
Shines  forth  a  goddess  in  the  magazines; 
When  waning  spinsters,  happy  to  rehearse 
Their  maiden  griefs  in  doubly  grievous  verse, 
Write  doleful  ditties,  or  distressful  strains, 
To  wicked  rivals,  or  unfaithful  swains, 
Or  serenade,  at  night's  bewitching  noon, 
The  mythic  man  whose  home  is  in  the  moon ; 
When  pattern  wives  no  thrifty  arts  possess, 
Save  that  of  weaving — fustian  for  the  Press, 
Write  Lyrics,  heedless  of  their  scorching  buns, 
Dress  up  their  Sonnets,  but  neglect  their  sons, 
Make  dainty  doughnuts  from  Parnassian  wheat, 
And  fancy-stockings  for  poetic  feet — 
While  husbands — those  who  love  their  colicc  hot, 
And  like  no  '  fire'  that  doesn't  boil  the  pot — 
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Wish  old  Apollo,  just  to  plague  his  life, 
Had,  for  his  own,  a  literary  wife  ! 

What  hinders  then  that  I,  a  sober  elf, 
Who,  like  the  others,  keep  a  Muse  myself, 
Should  venture  here,  as  kind  occasion  lends 
A  fitting  time  to  please  these  urgent  friends, 
To  waive  at  once  my  modest  Muse's  doubt, 
And,  jockey-like,  to  trot  the  lady  out  ? — 

An  honest  creature,  I  am  bound  to  say, 
Who  does  her  duty  in  a  roguish  way ; 
A  laughing  jade,  of  not  ungentle  mould, 
Although,  in  sooth,  she's  something  apt  to  scold, 
And,  like  some  worthy  people  you  have  seen, 
Who're  always  talking  sharper  than  they  mean, 
A  genuine  Sphinx  as  ever  poet  sung, 
With  much  good-nature  and  a  shrewish  tongue  ! 

Yet,  like  your  neighbour,  be  it  understood, 
She  never  censures  but  for  public  good, 
And  like  her,  too,  would  feel  herself  unsexed 
Jf  voted  angry  when  she's  only  vexed  ! 

Don't  let  me  rouse  unreasonable  fears, 
While  I,  like  Brutus,  ask  you  for  your  ears ; 
Bear  as  you  can  the  transient  twinge  of  pain, 
In  half  an  hour  you'll  have  them  back  again. 

We're  a  vast  people — that's  beyond  a  doubt — 
And  nothing  loth  to  let  the  secret  out ! 
Vain  were  his  labours  who  should  now  begin 
To  stop  our  growth,  or  fence  the  country  in ! 
Let  the  bold  sceptic  who  denies  our  worth 
Just  hear  it  proved  on  any  *  Glorious  Fourth,' 
When  patriot  tongues  the  thrilling  tale  rehearse 
In  grand  orations,  or  resounding  verse ; 
When  poor  John  Bull  beholds  his  navies  sink 
Before  the  blast,  in  swelling  floods  of  ink, 
And  vents  his  wrath  till  all  around  is  blue, 
To  see  his  armies  yearly  flogged  anew ; 
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"While  honest  Dutchmen, round  the  speakers'  stand, 

Forget,  for  once,  their  dearer  fatherland, 

And  thrifty  Caledonians  bless  the  fate 

That  gives  them  freedom  at  so  cheap  a  rate, 

And  a  clear  right  to  celebrate  the  day, 

And  not  a  baubee  for  the  boon  to  pay  ; 

And  Gallia's  children  prudently  relieve 

Their  bursting  bosoms,  with  as  loud  a  '  Vive* 

For  '  I'Amerique'  as  when  their  voices  swell 

With  equal  loudness  for  '  la  bagatelle ;' 

And  ardent  sons  of  Erin's  blessed  Isle 

Grow  patriotic  in  the  Celtic  style, 

And,  all  for  friendship,  bruise  each  other's  eyes, 

As  when  Saint  Patrick  claims  the  sacrifice ; 

While  thronging  Yankees,  all  intent  to  hear, 

As  if  the  speaker  were  an  auctioneer, 

Swell  with  the  theme,  till  every  mother's  son 

Feels  all  his  country's  magnitude  his  own ! 

You'll  hear  about  that  sturdy  little  flock 
Who  landed  once  on  Plymouth's  barren  rock. 
Daring  the  dangers  of  the  angry  main, 
For  civil  freedom  and  for  godly  gain  ; 
An  honest,  frugal,  hardy,  dauntless  band, 
Who  sought  a  refuge  in  this  Western  land, 
Where — (if  their  own  quaint  language  I  may  use 
That  carried  back  the  first  Colonial  news) — 
*  Where  all  the  saints  may  worship  as  they  ivish, 
And  catch  abundance  of  the  finest  fish  !' 

You'll  hear,  amazed,  the  hardships  they  endured, 
To  what  untold  privations  were  inured — 
What  wondrous  feats  of  stout,  herculean  toil, 
Ere  they  subdued  the  savage  and  the  soil, 
And  drave,  at  last,  the  intruding  heathen  out, 
Till  Witches,  Quakers,  all  were  put  to  rout ! 

Here  grant  the  Muse  one  moment  to  explain, 
Lest  you  accuse  her  of  a  mocking  strain. 
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I  love  the  Puritan  ;  and  from  my  youth 
Was  taught  to  admire  his  valour  and  his  truth. 
The  veriest  caviller  must  acknowledge  still 
His  honest  purpose,  and  his  manly  will. 
I  own  I  reverence  that  peculiar  race 
Who  valued  steeples  less  than  Christian  grace, 
Preferred  a  hut  where  frost  and  freedom  reigned 
To  sumptuous  halls  at  freedom's  cost  obtained, 
And,  proudly  scorning  all  that  royal  knaves, 
For  bartered  conscience,  sold  to  cringing  slaves, 
Gave  up  their  homes  for  rights  respected  more 
Than  all  the  allurements  of  their  native  shore, 
In  stranger  lands  their  tattered  flag  unfurled, 
And  taught  this  doctrine  to  a  startled  world : 
'  Mitres  and  thrones  are  man-created  things — 
We  own  no  master,  save  the  King  of  kings !' 

'Tis  little  marvel  that  their  honoured  name 
Bears,  as  it  must,  some  maculae  of  shame ; 
'Tis  only  pity  that  they  e'er  forgot 
The  golden  lessons  their  experience  taught ; 
Thought  '  Toleration'  due  to  '  saints  alone,' 
And  '  Rights  of  Conscience'  only  meant  their  own, 
Enforcing  laws,  concocted  to  their  need, 
On  all  nonjurors  to  the  ruling  creed, 
Till  Baptists  groaned  beneath  their  iron  heel, 
And  Quakers  quaked  with  unaccustomed  zeal ! 

And  when  I  hear,  as  oft  the  listener  may 
In  song  and  sermon  on  a  festal  day, 
Their  virtues  lauded  to  the  wondering  skies, 
As  none  were  e'er  so  great,  or  good,  or  wise, 
I  straight  bethink  me  of  an  Irish  wit, 
(Oh !  Erin,  famed  for  many  a  ready  hit,) 
Who,  sitting  once,  and  rather  ill  at  ease, 
To  hear,  in  prose,  such  huge  hyperboles, 
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Gave  for  a  toast,  to  chide  the  fulsome  tone, 

*  Old  Plymouth  Rock — the  Yankee  Blarney-stone !' 

But  to  resume, — as  other  preachers  say, 

Led  by  their  twentieth  episode  astray, 

And  thus  recal  their  pristine  theme  anew, 

Lost  in  the  mazes  of  the  shifting  view, — 

But  to  resume  :  these  hardy  pioneers 

Grow,  in  the  flight  of  scarce  a  hundred  years, 

Till,  where  a  few  weak  colonies  were  seen, 

Thrive  in  their  strength  '  the  glorious  Old  Thirteen  ;' 

And  these,  anon,  released  from  British  rule, 

Swarm  like  the  pupils  of  a  parish  school ; 

And  still  they  flourish  at  a  wondrous  rate, 

Towns  follow  towns,  and  state  succeeds  to  state, 

Until,  at  last,  among  its  crimson  bars, 

Our  country's  banner,  crowded  full  of  stars, 

O'er  Freedom's  sons  in  happy  triumph  waves, 

Some  twenty  millions, — not  to  count  the  slaves ! 

We're  fond  of  Missions,  and  rejoice  to  lend 
Our  ready  aid  the  Gospel  light  to  send 
To  chase  the  gloom  that  clouds  the  Pagan's  soul, 
And  haply  make  his  broken  spirit  whole ; 
To  take  the  wanderer  led  by  sin  astray, 
And  win  his  footsteps  to  the  better  way. 
No  cavilling  voice  at  schemes  like  this  I  raise, — 
All  this  is  well,  and  to  the  nation's  praise. 
Still  let  the  work  with  growing  force  proceed, 
That  kindly  answers  to  the  Heathen's  need. 
But  Oh  that  some  brave  proselyte  would  come 
And  preach  good  morals  to  the  folks  at  home ! 
Oh  that  the  next  Australian  whom  they  get 
Safe  in  the  meshes  of  the  Gospel  net, 
Straight  to  our  country  may  be  kindly  brought, 
With  all  the  Christian  doctrine  he  has  got, 
That  he  may  teach  it,  uncorrupt,  and  clear 
01  all  perversion,  to  our  Heathen  here  ! 
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Accursed  War,  and  deadly  lust  of  Gold, 
These  and  their  horrors  let  his  eyes  behold, 
Now, — in  the  moral  summer  of  the  days, — 
Here, — in  the  focus  of  the  Gospel  blaze, — 
How  would  he  beg  the  doctors  to  explain, 
And  solve  the  puzzle  ere  it  turned  his  brain  ! 
And  when  their  best  excuses  he  had  heard, 
How  would  his  breast  with  honest  zeal  be  stirred 
To  teach -our  graduates  in  the  Christian  school 
The  simple  lessons  of  the  Golden  Eule  ! 
And  how,  the  while  he  spoke  with  pleasure  true, 
As  one  unfolding  something  good  and  new, 
How  would  the  wings  of  his  amazement  soar 
To  find  their  ears  had  heard  it  all  before ! 

0  murderous  War !  how  long  shall  History  choose 
Thee  for  the  favourite  topic  of  her  Muse  ? 
As  if  the  real  business  of  mankind, 
The  noblest  purpose  of  the  immortal  mind, 
Were  shown  in  him  who  has  the  greatest  skill 
In  that  old  mystery — the  art  to  kill ! 
And  he  adorned  with  most  heroic  grace, 
Who  deals  the  largest  slaughter  to  the  race ! 

A  neighbouring  people  rich  in  landed  spoils, 
But  weak  with  ignorance  and  domestic  broils ; 
A  haughty  nation,  full  of  pride  for  what 
Their  fathers  were,  although  themselves  are  net  j 
A  people  fond  of  pageants  and  parade, 
Replete  at  once  with  gas  and  gasconade, 
With  all  the  vapour  of  the  Spanish  sire, 
Without  a  nicker  of  Castilian  fire, — 
A  race  like  this— Oh  tell  it  not  in  Gath  !— 
Excites  our  avarice  and  provokes  our  wrath, 
And  so  we  loose  the  fiendish  dogs  of  war, 
And  ply  our  stripes  to  gain  another  star. 
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Tell  not,  ye  Rabbies  of  the  Whiggish  creed, 
Who  trim  your  doctrines  to  your  party's  need, 
And  let  your  lips  with  fluent  phrases  move 
To  censure  measures  which  your  acts  approve, — 
Tell  not,  except  to  credulous  marines, 
How  you  abhor  our  recent  warlike  scenes, 
And  don't  again  repeat  that  precious  joke 
Which  gives  the  odium  all  to  Colonel  Polk, 
For  he  may  find,  who  probes  the  matter  well, 
At  least  a  dozen  Colonels  in  the  shell ! 
Pray  just  review  the  leaders  of  the  bands, 
And,  as  you  pass  them,  let  them  raise  their  hands; 
Count  well  the  blades  that  glitter  in  the  sun, 
And  mark  their  gallant  bearers,  one  by  one, — 
For  every  Whig  whose  sword  your  eye  may  catch 
You'll  scarcely  find  a  '  Loco-foco'  match  ! 

We're  all  alike, — no  thinking  man  defines 
The  people's  temper  by  their  party  lines. 
With  bright  exceptions,  few  and  far  between, 
Like  spots  of  verdure  in  a  winter  scene, 
From  Rio  Grande  to  Penobscot's  flood, 
The  whole  vast  nation  loves  the  smell  of  blood  ! 

But  wars  cost  money  ;  and  though  fond  of  wars, 
We  worship  Mammon  quite  as  much  as  Mars, 
And  so  consent  the  battle  to  forego, 
And  wait  till  Interest  justifies  the  blow. 
Meantime,  though  Mars  upon  the  shelf  is  laid, 
We  yet  can  summon  Draco  to  our  aid. 
The  cockpit's  vulgar  ;  and  the  pleasant  game 
Of  baiting  bears  is  reckoned  much  the  same ; 
*  The  manly  ring'  is  held  improper,  too; 
The  duel's  wicked,  and  will  never  do  ; 
'Tis  plain  to  see  as  any  comet's  tail, 
That  war's  immoral  on  so  small  a  scale ! 
But  Draco's  grave,  decorous,  and  discreet, 
And  gives  diversions  in  a  mode  so  neat, 
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'  The  most  fastidious' — in  the  showman  phrase — 

Can't  be  offended  with  his  bloody  ways. 

For,  like  the  doctors,  though  he  cut  and  bleed, 

He  shows  a  broad  diploma  for  the  deed  ! 

As  boys  expend  their  zoologic  rage 

On  annual  tigers  in  a  travelling  cage, 

So,  by  the  strictest  pathologic  rule, 

A  monthly  hanging  keeps  the  nation  cool. 

The  public  right  to  guard  the  common  weal 
From  thief  and  ruffian,  naught  but  maniac  zeal 
Will  e'er  deny,  while  every  worthy  cause 
Rests  in  the  proper  sanction  of  the  laws. 
But  when  will  men  the  Christian  lesson  learn, 
That  'tis  not  theirs  to  throttle  or  to  burn 
Their  brother  sinner  to  his  mortal  hurt, 
Only  because  they  deem  it  his  desert  ? 
If  no  stern  need,  with  loud  imperious  call, 
Demand  the  forfeit,  be  it  great  or  small, 
Let  not  your  heart  usurp  the  sacred  throne 
Of  Him  who  said  that  vengeance  was  his  own ! 
In  meek  submission  drop  the  uplifted  rod, 
And  leave  the  sinner  to  the  sinner's  God. 

In  vain  we  boast  the  freedom  Nature  gave : 
Alas  !  the  Ethiop's  not  the  only  slave  ! 
When  from  their  chains  shall  Saxon  minds  be  freed, 
The  slaves  to  lust,  to  party,  and  to  creed  ? 

Slaves  to  their  Clique,  who  favour  or  oppose, 
As  crafty  leaders  pull  the  party-nose  ; 
While  the  *  dear  country,'  as  the  reader  learns,1 
Is  saved  or  ruined  in  quadrennial  turns  ! 

Slaves  to  the  Mode,  who  pinch  the  aching  waist, 
And  mend  God's  image  to  the  Gallic  taste  ; 
Who  sell  their  comfort  for  a  narrow  boot, 
Nor  heed  the  '  corn-laws'  of  the  suffering  foot! 
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Slaves  to  the  ruling  Sentiment,  whose  choice 
Is  but  the  echo  of  the  public  voice, 
While  their  own  thoughts  the  wretches  fear  to  speak,2 
Not  Sundays  only,  but  throughout  the  week ! 

Slaves  to  Antiquity,  who  put  their  trust 
In  mouldy  dogmas,  mummies,  moth,  and  rust : 
Who  buy  old  nothings  at  the  highest  cost, 
And  deem  no  art  worth  having  till  it's  lost ! 

Slaves  to  their  Sect,  who  deem  all  heavenly  light 
Through  one  small  taper  cheers  the  moral  night, — 
Which,  should  it  fail  to  throw  its  radiant  spark, 
Would  leave  the  hapless  nations  in  the  dark ! 

Slaves  to  Consistency  and  prudent  fears, 
As  if  mistakes  grew  sacred  with  their  years  ! 
Fearful  of  change,  and  much  ashamed  to  show 
They're  wiser  now  than  twenty  years  ago, 
Because,  forsooth,  'twould  make  the  matter  plain 
They  once  were  wrong,  and  may  be  so  again ! 

Slaves  to  Ambition  and  the  lust  of  fame. 
Who  sell  their  substance  for  a  shadowy  name, 
And  barter  happy  years  for  one  brief  hour 
Of  courtly  dalliance  with  the  harlot,  Power  ! 

Bond  slaves  to  Avarice,  who  perversely  soil 
Their  willing  hands  with  hard,  unceasing  toil, 
For  no  reward  except  the  menial  strife, 
As  knaves  turn  tread-mills  in  a  convict  life  ! 

But  lest  the  Muse  should  give  her  hearers  pain 
By  overstraining  her  heroic  strain, — 
A  metre  strong  and  well  contrived,  in  sooth, 
To  bear  full  measures  of  satiric  truth, 
But  rather  grave,  and  something  apt  to  tire 
Those  ears  perverse  that  love  an  easy  lyre,— 
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She'll  drop  the  proud  heroic  for  a  while 
For  a  new  topic;  and  a  nimbler  style, 
And,  just  for  change,  endeavour  to  unfold 
The  sliming  treasures  of  the  Land  of  Gold  J 
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Hurrah  for  the  land  where  the  moor  and  the  moun 
tain 

Are  sparkling  with  treasures  no  language  hath  told, 
Where  the  wave  of  the  river  and  spray  of  the  foun 
tain 

Are  bright  with  the  glitter  of  genuine  gold ! 
Who  cares  for  the  pleasures  and  duties  of  home, 

And  all  the  refinements  that  grow  in  its  bowers  ? 
To  the  happy  Dorado  away  we  will  roam, — 

'Twill  be  time  to  *  refine'  when  the  metal  is  ours  ! 

II. 

Hurrah  for  the  country  where  Mercury  and  Mammon 

Are  the  rulers  enthroned  in  the  Capitol-seat ; 
Where  Order  is  chaos,  and  Justice  is  gammon, 

And  yet  there's  no  Bacon  to  read  or  to  eat ! 
Let  famine  stalk  gaunt  and  ungainly  around, 

So  thin  that  his  features  you  scarce  can  behold, — 
Who'd  live  upon  bread  at  an  ounce  for  a  pound  ? 

Or  exchange  for  potatoes  his  carats  of  gold  P 

in. 

Hurrah  for  the  country  where  Ceres  and  Hymen 
Are  driven  abashed  from  the  bountiful  soil. 

And  Music's  unheard,  save  the  musical  chiming 
Of  pickaxe  and  pan  in  the  clatter  of  toil. 
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Who  cares  for  your  dull  academical  lore  ? 

Or  would  seek  for  a  single  philosopher's  stone, 
When  out  of  the  heaps  of  auriferous  ore 

He  can  fill  up  his  pockets  with  '  rocks'  of  his  own  ? 

IV. 

Hurrah  for  the  country  where  Plutus  is  chief, 

And  where,  for  a  wonder  especially  odd, 
His  worshippers  freely  avow  their  belief, 

And  are  never  ashamed  to  acknowledge  their  god  ! 
Where  the  currency's  ruled  by  a  natural  law, 

And  Biddies  and  Barings  are  voted  no  thanks, — 
Where,  in  spite  of  the  heavy,  perpetual  draw, 

There's  always  abundance  of  gold  in  the  Banks  ! 

v. 

If  a  brother,  seduced  by  our  precious  estate, 

Arid  mad  with  the  frenzy  that  lucre  inspires, 
Should  hit  us,  some  day,  on  the  back  of  the  pate, 

With  a  heartier  thump  than  affection  requires, 
And  our  bodies  be  hid  in  the  glittering  dust, — 

What  matters  the  incident  ? — why  should  we  care  ? 
To  die  very  rich  is  the  national  lust, 

To  be  '  buried  in  gold'  is  the  popular  prayer ! 

VI. 

Then  away  with  all  doubting  and  fanciful  ills, 

Away  with  impressions  that  duty  would  print, 
The  Pactolian  drops  that  affection  distils 

Can  never  be  coined  into  drops  of  the  mint ! 
So  hurrah  for  the  land  where  the  moor  and  the  moun 
tain 

Are  sparkling  with  treasures  no  tongue  can  unfold, 
Where  the  wave  of  the  river  and  spray  of  the  fountain 

Are  bright  with  the  glitter  of  genuine  gold  ! 
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Let  others,  dazzled  by  the  shining  ore, 
Delve  in  the  dirt  to  gather  golden  store, 
Let  others,  patient  of  the  menial  toil 
And  daily  suffering,  seek  the  precious  spoil ; 
While  most  shall  struggle  through  the  weary  years 
With  nought  of  Midas  save  his  ample  ears  ! 
No  hero  I,  in  such  a  cause  to  brave 
Hunger  and  pain,  the  robber  and  the  grave. 
I'll  work  instead,  exempt  from  hate  and  harm, 
The  fruitful  '  placers'  of  my  mountain -farm, 
Where  the  bright  ploughshare  opens  richest  veins, 
From  whence  shall  issue  countless  golden  grains, 
Which  in  the  fulness  of  the  year  shall  come, 
In  bounteous  sheaves,  to  bless  my  harvest-home ! 

But,  haply,  good  may  come  of  mining  yet : 
'Twill  help  to  pay  the  nation's  foreign  debt ; 
'Twill  further  liberal  arts ;  plate  rings  and  pins, 
Gild  books  and  coaches,  mirrors,  signs,  and  sins ; 
'Twill  cheapen  pens  and  pencils,  and  perchance 
May  give  us  honest  dealing  for  Finance, 
(That  magic  art,  unknown  to  darker  times 
When  fraud  and  falsehood  were  reputed  crimes, 
Whose  curious  laws  with  nice  precision  teach 
How  whole  estates  are  made  from  parts  of  speech  ; 
How  lying  rags  for  honest  coin  shall  pass, 
And  foreign  gold  be  paid  in  native  brass  !) 
'Twill  save,  perhaps,  each  deep-indebted  State 
From  all  temptation  to  '  repudiate,' 
Till  time  restore  our  precious  credit  lost, 
And  hush  the  wail  of  Peter  Plymley's  ghost  !3 

But  lest,  0  Muse,  thy  weary  friends  complain 
Thou  lov'st  o'ermuch  the  harsh,  satiric  strain, 
Perversely  pleased  with  hateful  themes  alone, 
And  ever  singing  in  a  scolding  tone, 
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E'en  change  the  note,  and  dedicate  thy  lays 
For  one  brief  moment  to  discerning  praise. 

While  drones  and  dreaming  optimists  protest, 
The  worst  is  well,  and  all  is  for  the  best ;' 
And  sturdy  croakers  chant  the  counter  song, 
That  '  man  grows  worse,  and  everything  is  wrong ;' 
Truth,  as  of  old,  still  loves  a  golden  mean, 
And  shuns  extremes  to  walk  erect  between ! 
The  world  improves ;  with  slow,  unequal  pace, 
*  The  Good  Time's  coming'  to  our  hapless  race. 
The  general  tide  beneath  the  refluent  surge 
Rolls  on,  resistless,  to  its  destined  verge ! 
Unfriendly  hills  no  longer  interpose4 
As  stubborn  walls  to  geographic  foes, 
Nor  envious  streams  run  only  to  divide 
The  hearts  of  brethren  ranged  on  either  side. 
Promethean  Science,  with  untiring  eye 
Searching  the  mysteries  of  the  earth  and  sky ; 
And  cunning  Art,  with  strong  and  plastic  hand 
To  work  the  marvels  Science  may  command ; 
And  broad-winged  Commerce,  swift  to  carry  o'er 
Earth's  countless  blessings  to  her  farthest  shore, — 
These,  arid  no  German  nor  Genevan  sage, 
These  are  the  great  reformers  of  the  age ! 

See  Art,  exultant  in  her  stately  car, 
On  Nature's  Titans  wage  triumphant  war ! 
While  e'en  the  Lightnings  by  her  wondrous  skill 
Are  tamed  for  heralds  of  her  sovereign  will ! 
Old  Ocean's  breast  a  new  invader  feels, 
And  heaves  in  vain  to  clog  her  iron  wheels ; 
In  vain  the  Forests  marshal  all  their  force, 
And  Mountains  rise  to  stay  her  onward  course ; 
From  out  her  path  each  bold  opposer  hurl'd, 
She  throws  her  girdle  round  the  captive  world ! 
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I've  kept  my  promise.     Of  a  prosy  song 
Men  want  but  little,  nor  that  little  long  ; 
Yet  even  dulness  may  afford  relief 
On  some  occasions,  if  it's  only  brief; 
As  transient  cloudlets  soothe  the  aching  sight, 
Blind  with  the  dazzle  of  untemperecl  light ! 
Tis  something  that  my  Pegasus,  though  slow, 
Don't  stand  curvetting  when  he's  bid  to  go ; 
And,  clear  at  least  of  one  egregious  fault, 
Knows  like  a  Major  when  and  where  to  halt. 
If  in  his  flight  he  ventured  not  to  soar 
Where  Helios'  son,  too  rashly,  went  before, 
(A  pregnant  hint  for  feeble  bards  who  dare 
The  awful  heights  beyond  their  native  air,) 
'Twas  no  dull  spirit  held  the  nag  in  check, 
But  only  mercy  for  his  rider's  neck, — 
Whom,  were  he  lost  among  the  fogs  that  lie 
Between  the  empyrean  and  the  nether  sky, 
And  headlong  hurled  to  some  Boeotian  deep, 
No  pitying  nymphs  had  gathered  round  to  weep  !5 
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CYRUS*  AND  THE  TELEGRAPH. 

A  BALLAD. 

COME,  listen  all  unto  my  song, 

It  is  no  silly  fable ; 
"Tis  all  about  the  mighty  cord 

They  call  the  Atlantic  Cable. 

Bold  Cyrus  Field,  he  said,  says  he, 

I  have  a  pretty  notion 
That  I  can  run  a  telegraph 

Across  the  Atlantic  Ocean. 

Then  all  the  people  laughed,  and  said, 

They'd  like  to  see  him  do  it ; 
He  might  get  half-seas-over,  but 

He  never  could  go  through  it; 

To  carry  out  his  foolish  plan 

He  never  would  be  able ; 
He  might  as  well  go  hang  himself 

With  his  Atlantic  Cable ! 

But  Cyrus  was  a  valiant  man, 

A  fellow  of  decision  ; 
And  heeded  not  their  mocking  words, 

Their  laughter  and  derision. 

*  A  secret.    Cyrus  Field  is  here  referred  to.     He  was, 
la,  and  ever  will  be  on  the  staff  of  the  Telegraph  (Atlantic). 
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Twice  did  his  bravest  efforts  fail, 

And  yet  his  mind  was  stable ; 
He  wa'n't  the  man  to  break  his  heart 

Because  he  broke  his  cable. 

'  Once  more,  my  gallant  boys  !'  he  cried  ; 

'  Three  times  ! — you  know  the  fable, — 
(I'll  make  it  thirty,'  muttered  he, 

'  But  I  will  lay  the  cable  !') 

Once  more  they  tried, — hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 

What  means  this  great  commotion? 
The  Lord  be  praised  !  the  cable's  laid 

Across  the  Atlantic  Ocean  ! 

Loud  ring  the  bells — for,  flashing  through 

Six  hundred  leagues  of  water, 
Old  Mother  England's  benison 

Salutes  her  eldest  daughter ! 
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O'er  all  the  land  the  tidings  speed, 

And  soon,  in  every  nation, 
They'll  hear  about  the  cable  with 

Profoundest  admiration ! 

Now  long  live  James,  and  long  live  Vic., 
And  long  live  gallant  Cyrus; 

And  may  his  courage,  faith,  and  zeal 
With  emulation  fire  us; 

And  may  we  honour  evermore 
The  manly,  bold,  and  stable ; 

And  tell  our  sons,  to  make  them  brave, 
How  Cyrus  laid  the  cable ! 
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THE  COCKNEY. 

IT  was  ill  my  foreign  travel, 

At  a  famous  Flemish  inn, 
That  I  met  a  stoutish  person 

With  a  very  ruddy  skin; 
And  his  hair  was  something  sandy, 

And  was  done  in  knotty  curls, 
And  was  parted  in  the  middle, 

In  the  manner  of  a  girl's. 

He  was  clad  in  checkered  trousers, 

And  his  coat  was  of  a  sort 
To  suggest  a  scanty  pattern, 

It  was  bobbed  so  very  short; 
And  his  cap  was  very  little, 

Such  as  soldiers  often  use; 
And  he  wore  a  pair  of  gaiters, 

And  extremely  heavy  shoes. 

I  addressed  the  man  in  English, 

And  he  answered  in  the  same, 
Though  he  spoke  it  in  a  fashion 

That  I  thought  a  little  lame ; 
For  the  aspirate  was  missing 

Where  the  letter  should  have  been, 
But  where'er  it  wasn't  wanted, 

He  was  sure  to  put  it  in! 

When  I  spoke  with  admiration 
Of  St.  Peter's  mighty  dome, 

He  remarked:  '  'Tis  really  nothing 
To  the  sights  we  'ave  at  'ome !' 
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And  declared  upon  his  honour, — 

Though,  of  course,  'twas  very  queer, — 

That  he  doubted  if  the  Romans 
'Ad  the  kaxt  of  making  beer  ! 

When  I  named  the  Colosseum, 

He  observed,  '  'Tis  very  fair; 
I  mean,  ye  know,  it  would  be, 

If  they'd  put  it  in  repair; 
But  what  progress  or  /^improvement 

Can  those  curst  .ZZItalians  'ope 
While  they're  /sunder  the  dominion 

Of  that  blasted  muff,  the  Pope  ?' 

Then  we  talked  of  other  countries, 

And  he  said  that  he  had  heard 
That  -ZZamericans  spoke  .ZZmglish, 

But  he  deemed  it  quite  ^absurd ; 
Yet  he  felt  the  deepest  ^interest 

In  the  missionary  work, 
And  would  like  to  know  if  Georgia 

Was  in  Boston  or  New  York  ! 

When  I  left  the  man-in-gaiters, 

He  was  grumbling  o'er  his  gin, 
At  the  charges  of  the  hostess 

Of  that  famous  Flemish  inn; 
And  he  looked  a  very  Briton 

(So,  methinks,  I  see  him  still), 
As  he  pocketed  the  candle 

That  was  mentioned  in  the  bill ! 
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PEOGEESS: 

A   SATIEE. 

IN  this,  our  happy  and  '  progressive'  age, 
When  all  alike  ambitious  cares  engage; 
When  beardless  boys  to  sudden  sages  grow, 
And  'Miss'  her  nurse  abandons  for  a  beau; 
When  for  their  dogmas  ISTon-Eesistants  fight, 
When  dunces  lecture,  and  when  dandies  write; 
When,  martial  honours  to  the  children  thrown, 
Each  five-foot  minor  is  a  '  Major'  grown; 
When  matrons,  seized  with  oratorio  pangs, 
Give  happy  birth  to  masculine  harangues, 
And  spinsters,  trembling  for  the  nation's  fate, 
Neglect  their  stockings  to  preserve  the  State; 
When  critic-wits  their  brazen  lustre  shed 
On  golden  authors  whom  they  never  read, 
With  parrot  praise  of '  Eoman  grandeur'  speak, 
And  in  bad  English  eulogize  the  Greek  ;— 
When  facts  like  these  no  reprehension  bring, 
May  not,  tmcensured,  an  Attorney  sing  ? 
In  sooth  he  may  ;  and  though  '  unborn'  to  climb 
Parnassus'  heights,  and  '  build  the  lofty  rhyme,' 
Though  FLACCUS  fret,  and  warningly  advise 
That '  middling  verses  gods  and  men  despise,' 
Yet  will  he  sing,  to  Yankee  licence  true, 
In  spite  of  Horace  and  '  Minerva'  too ! 

My  theme  is  PEOGEESS, — never-tiring  theme 
Of  prosing  dulness,  and  poetic  dream; 
Beloved  of  Optimists,  who  still  protest 
Whatever  happens  happens  for  the  best; 
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Who  prate  of  '  evil'  as  a  thing  unknown, 

A  fancied  colour,  or  a  seeming  tone, 

A  vague  chimera  cherished  by  the  dull, 

The  empty  product  of  an  emptier  skull. 

Expert  logicians  they  ! — to  show  at  will, 

By  ill  philosophy,  that  naught  is  ill ! 

Should  some  sly  rogue,  the  city's  constant  curse, 

Deplete  your  pocket  and  relieve  your  purse, 

Or  if,  approaching  with  ill-omened  tread, 

Some  bolder  burglar  break  your  house  and  head, 

Hold,  friend,  thy  rage !  nay,  let  the  rascal  flee; 

No  evil  has  been  done  the  world  or  thee : 

Here  comes  Philosophy,  will  make  it  plain 

Thy  seeming  loss  is  universal  gain ! 

'  Thy  heap  of  gold  was  clearly  grown  too  great, — 

'Twere  best  the  poor  should  share  thy  large  estate  ; 

While  misers  gather,  that  the  knaves  should  steal, 

Is  most  conducive  to  the  general  weal ; 

Thus  thieves  the  wrongs  of  avarice  efface, 

And  stand  the  friends  and  stewards  of  the  race  j 

Thus  every  moral  ill  but  serves,  in  fact, 

Some  other  equal  ill  to  counteract.' 

Sublime  Philosophy! — benignant  light! 

Which  sees  in  every  pair  of  wrongs,  a  right ; 

Which  finds  no  evil  or  in  sin  or  pain, 

And  proves  that  decalogues  are  writ  in  vain! 

Hail,  mighty  PEOGEESS! — loftiest  we  find 
Thy  stalking  strides  in  science  of  the  mind. 
What  boots  it  now  that  LOCKE  was  learned  and  wise  ? 
What  boots  it  now  that  men  have  ears  and  eyes  ? 
*  Pure  Reason'  in  their  stead  now  hears  and  sees, 
Arid  walks  apart  in  stately  scorn  of  these ; 
Laughs  at  '  experience,'  spurns  '  induction'  hence, 
Scouting  '  the  senses,'  and  transcending  sense. 
No  more  shall  flippant  ignorance  inquire, 
'  If  German  breasts  may  feel  poetic  fire,' 
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Nor  German  dulness  write  ten  folios  full, 

To  show,  for  once,  that  Dutchmen  are  not  dull.6 

Tor  here  Philosophy,  acute,  refined, 

Sings  all  the  marvels  of  the  human  mind 

In  strains  so  passing  '  dainty  sweet'  to  hear, 

That  e'en  the  nursery  turns  a  ravished  ear ! 

Here  Wit  and  Fancy  in  scholastic  bowers 

Twine  beauteous  wreaths  of  metaphysic  flowers; 

Here  Speculation  pours  her  dazzling  light, 

Here  grand  Invention  wings  a  daring  flight, 

And  soars  ambitious  to  tlie  lofty  moon, 

Whence,  haply,  freighted  with  some  precious  boon. 

Some  old  '  Philosophy'  in  fog  incased, 

Or  new  '  Religion'  for  the  changing  taste, 

She  straight  descends  to  Learning's  blest  abodes, 

Just  simultaneous  with  the  Paris  modes  J 

Here  PLATO'S  dogmas  eloquently  speak, 

Not  as  of  yore,  in  grand  and  graceful  Greek, 

But,  (quite  beyond  the  dreaming  sage's  hope 

Of  future  glory  in  his  fancy's  scope,) 

Translated  doivn,  as  by  some  wizard  touch, 

Find  '  immortality'  in  good  high  Dutch  ! 

Happy  the  youth,  in  this  our  golden  age, 
Condemned  no  more  to  con  the  prosy  page 
Of  LOCKE  and  BACON,  antiquated  fools, 
Now  justly  banished  from  our  moral  schools. 
By  easier  modes  philosophy  is  taught, 
Than  through  the  medium  of  laborious  thought. 
Imagination  kindly  serves  instead, 
And  saves  the  pupil  many  an  aching  head. 
Room  for  the  sages ! — hither  comes  a  throng 
Of  blooming  Platos  trippingly  along. 
In  dress  how  fitted  to  beguile  the  fair ! 
What  intellectual,  stately  heads — of  hair ! 
Hark  to  the  Oracle ! — to  Wisdom's  tone 
Breathed  in  a  fragrant  zephyr  of  Cologne. 
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That  boy  in  gloves,  the  leader  of  the  van, 
Talks  of  the  '  outer'  and  the  '  inner  man,' 
And  knits  his  girlish  brow  in  stout  resolve 
Some  mountain-sized  '  idea'  to  '  evolve.' 
Delusive  toil ! — thus  in  their  infant  days, 
When  children  mimic  manly  deeds  in  plays, 
Long  will  they  sit,  and  eager  '  bob  for  whale' 
Within  the  ocean  of  a  water-pail ! 
The  next,  whose  looks  unluckily  reveal 
The  ears  portentous  that  his  locks  conceal, 
Prates  of  the  '  orbs'  with  such  a  knowing  frown, 
You  deem  he  puffs  some  lithographic  town 
In  Western  wilds,  where  yet  unbroken  ranks 
Of  thrifty  beavers  build  unchartered  '  banks,' 
And  prowling  panthers  occupy  the  lots 
Adorned  with  churches  on  the  paper  plots  ! 
But  ah !  what  suff'ring  harp  is  this  we  hear  ? 
What  jarring  sounds  invade  the  wounded  ear  ? 
Who  o'er  the  lyre  a  hand  spasmodic  flings, 
And  grinds  harsh  discord  from  the  tortured  strings  ? 
The  Sacred  Muses,  at  the  sound  dismayed, 
Retreat  disordered  to  their  native  shade, 
And  PHCEBUS  hastens  to  his  high  abode, 
And  OEPHEUS  -frowns  to  hear  an  *  Orphic  ode' ! 

Talk  not,  ye  jockeys,  of  the  wondrous  speed 
That  marks  your  Northern  or  your  Southern  steed  ; 
See  Progress  fly  o'er  Education's  course ! 
Not  far-famed  Derby  owns  a  fleeter  horse ! 
On  rare  Improvement's  '  short  and  easy'  road, 
How  swift  her  flight  to  Learning's  blest  abode ! 
In  other  times — 'twas  many  years  ago — 
The  scholar's  course  was  toilsome,  rough,  and  slow  j 
The  fair  Humanities  were  sought  in  tears, 
And  came,  the  trophy  of  laborious  years. 
Now  Learning's  shrine  each  idle  youth  may  st^k, 
And,  spending  there  a  chilling  and  a  week, 
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(At  lightest  cost  of  study,  cash,  and  lungs), 

Come  back,  like  Rumour,  with  a  hundred  tongues ! 

What  hoots  such  progress,  when  the  golden  load 
From  heedless  haste  is  lost  upon  the  road  ? 
When  each  great  science,  to  the  student's  pace, 
Stands  like  the  wicket  in  a  hurdle  race, 
Which  to  o'erleap  is  all  the  courser's  mind, 
And  all  his  glory  that  'tis  left  behind ! 

Nor  less,  0  Progress,  are  thy  newest  rules 
Enforced  and  honoured  in  the  '  Ladies'  Schools ;' 
Where  Education,  in  its  nobler  sense, 
Gives  place  to  Learning's  shallowest  pretence ; 
Where  hapless  maids,  in  spite  of  wish  or  taste, 
On  vain  '  accomplishments'  their  moments  waste ; 
By  cruel  parents  here  condemned  to  wrench 
Their  tender  throats  in  mispronouncing  French ; 
Here  doomed  to  force,  by  unrelenting  knocks, 
Reluctant  music  from  a  tortured  box ; 
Here  taught,  in  inky  shades  and  rigid  lines, 
To  perpetrate  equivocal  '  designs  ;' 
'  Drawings'  that  prove  their  title  plainly  true, 
By  showing  nature  '  drawn'  and  '  quartered'  too  ! 
In  ancient  times,  I've  heard  my  grandam  tell, 
Young  maids  were  taught  to  read,  and  write,  and 

spell ; 

(Neglected  arts !  once  learned  by  rigid  rules, 
As  prime  essentials  in  the  *  common  schools ;') 
Well  taught  beside  in  many  a  useful  art 
To  mend  the  manners  and  improve  the  heart ; 
Nor  yet  unskilled  to  turn  the  busy  wheel, 
To  ply  the  shuttle,  and  to  twirl  the  reel, 
Could  thrifty  tasks  with  cheerful  grace  pursue, 
Themselves  '  accomplished,'  and  their  duties  too. 
Of  tongues,  each  maiden  had  but  one,  'tis  said, 
(Enough,  'twas  thought,  to  serve  a  lady's  head,) 
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But  that  was  ENGLISH,  great  and  glorious  tongue 
That  CHATHAM  spoke,  and  MILTON,  SIIAKSPEAEE, 

sung! 

Let  thoughts  too  idle  to  be  fitly  dressed 
In  sturdy  Saxon,  be  in  French  expressed ; 
Let  lovers  breathe  Italian, — like,  in  sooth, 
Its  singers,  soft,  emasculate,  and  smooth ; 
But  for  a  tongue  whose  ample  powers  embrace 
Beauty  and  force,  sublimity  and  grace, 
Ornate  or  plain,  harmonious,  yet  strong, 
And  formed  alike  for  eloquence  and  song, 
Give  me  the  ENGLISH, — aptest  tongue  to  paint 
A  sage  or  dunce,  a  villain  or  a  saint, 
To  spur  the  slothful,  counsel  the  distressed, 
To  lash  the  oppressor,  and  to  soothe  the  oppressed, 
To  lend  fantastic  Humour  freest  scope 
To  marshal  all  his  laughter-moving  troop, 
Give  Pathos  power,  and  Fancy  lightest  wings, 
And  Wit  his  merriest  whirns  and  keenest  stings  ! 

The  march  of  Progress  let  the  Muse  explore 
In  pseudo-science  and  empiric  lore. 
0  sacred  Science !  how  art  thou  profaned, 
When  shallow  quacks  and  vagrants,  unrestrained, 
Flaunt  in  thy  robes,  and  vagabonds  are  known 
To  brawl  thy  name,  who  never  wrote  their  own  ; 
When  crazy  theorists  their  addled  schemes 
(Unseemly  product  of  dyspeptic  dreams) 
Impute  to  thee  ! — as  courtezans  of  yore 
Their  spurious  bantlings  leit  at  Mars's  door  ; 
When  each  projector  of  a  patent  pill, 
Or  happy  founder  of  a  coifee-mill, 
Invokes  thine  aid  to  celebrate  his  wares, 
And  crown  with  gold  his  philanthropic  cares ; 
Thus  Islam's  hawkers  piously  proclaim 
Their  figs  and  pippins  in  tho  Prophet's  name  ! 
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Some  sage  Physician,  studious  to  advance 
The  art  of  healing,  and  its  praise  enhance, 
By  observation  *  scientific'  finds 
(What  else  were  hidden  from  inferior  minds) 
That  WATER'S  useful  in  a  thousand  ways, 
To  cherish  health,  and  lengthen  out  our  days : 
A  mighty  solvent  in  its  simple  scope, 
And  quite  'specific'  with  Castilian  soap! 
The  doctor's  labours  let  the  thoughtless  scorn, 
See !  a  new  '  science'  to  the  world  is  born  ; 
'  Disease  is  dirt !  all  pain  the  patient  feels 
Is  but  the  soiling  of  the  vital  wheels  ; 
To  wash  away  all  particles  impure, 
And  cleanse  the  system,  plainly  is  to  cure  !' 
Thus  shouts  the  doctor,  eloquent,  and  proud 
To  teach  his  '  science'  to  the  gaping  crowd ; 
Like  *  Father  Mathew,'  eager  to  allure 
Afflicted  mortals  to  his  '  water-cure  !' 

'Tis  thus  that  modern  'sciences'  are  made, 
By  bold  assumption,  puffing,  and  parade. 
Take  three  stale  'truths;'  a  dozen  '  facts'  assumed; 
Two  known  '  effects,'  and  fifty  more  presumed  j 
'  Affinities'  a  score,  to  sense  unknown, 
And,  just  as  '  lucus,  non  lucendo'  shown, 
Add  but  a  name  of  pompous  Anglo-Greek, 
And  only  not  impossible  to  speak, 
The  work  is  done;  a  '  science'  stands  confest, 
And  countless  welcomes  greet  the  queenly  guest. 

In  closest  girdle,  0  reluctant  Muse, 
In  scantiest  skirts,  and  lightest-stepping  shoes/    ' 
Prepare  to  follow  FASHION'S  gay  advance, 
And  thread  the  mazes  of  her  motley  dance  ; 
And,  marking  well  each  momentary  hue, 
And  transient  form,  that  meets  the  wondering  view, 
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In  kindred  colours,  gentle  Muse,  essay 
Her  Protean  phases  fitly  to  portray. 
To-day,  she  slowly  drags  a  cumbrous  trail, 
And  '  Ton'  rejoices  in  its  length  of  tail  j 
To-morrow,  changing  her  capricious  sport, 
She  trims  her  flounces  just  as  much  too  short: 
To-day,  right  jauntily,  a  hat  she  wears 
That  scarce  attbrds  a  shelter  to  her  ears ; 
To-morrow,  haply,  searching  long  in  vain, 
You  spy  her  features  down  a  Leghorn  lane  : 
To-day,  she  glides  along  with  queenly  grace, 
To-morrow  ambles  in  a  mincing  pace. 
To-day,  erect,  she  loves  a  martial  air, 
And  envious  train-bands  emulate  the  fair ; 
To-morrow,  changing  as  her  whim  may  serve, 
'  She  stoops  to  conquer'  in  a  '  Grecian  curve.'8 
To-day,  with  careful  negligence  arrayed 
In  scanty  folds,  of  woven  zephyrs  made, 
She  moves  like  Dian  in  her  woody  bowers, 
Or  Flora  floating  o'er  a  bed  of  flowers ; 
To-morrow,  laden  with  a  motley  freight, 
Of  startling  bulk  and  formidable  weight, 
She  waddles  forth,  ambitious  to  amaze 
The  vulgar  crowd,  who  giggle  as  they  gaze ! 

Despotic  Fashion  !  potent  is  her  sway, 
Whom  half  the  world  full  loyally  obey ; 
Kings  bow  submissive  to  her  stern  decrees, 
And  proud  Republics  bend  their  necks  and  knees ; 
Where'er  we  turn  the  attentive  eye,  is  seen 
The  worshipped  presence  of  the  modish  queen ; 
In  Dress,  Philosophy,  Religion,  Art, 
Whate'er  employs  the  head,  or  hand,  or  heart. 

Is  some  line  lady  quite  o'eruome  with  woes, 
Fxom  an  unyielding  pimple  on  her  nose, — 
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Some  unaccustomed  '  buzzing  in  her  ears,* 

Or  other  marvel  to  alarm  her  fears  ? 

Fashion,  with  skill  and  judgment  ever  nice, 

At  once  advises  *  medical  advice ;' 

Then  names  her  doctor,  who,  arrived  in  haste 

Proceeds  accordant  with  the  laws  of  taste. 

If  real  ills  afflict  the  modish  dame, 

Her  blind  idolatry  is  still  the  same ; 

Less  grievous  far,  she  deems  it,  to  endure 

Genteel  malpractice,  than  a  vulgar  cure. 

If,  spite  of  gilded  pills  and  golden  fees, 

Her  dear  dyspepsia  grows  a  dire  disease, 

And  Doctor  DAPPER  proves  a  shallow  rogue, 

The  world  must  own  that  both  were  much  in  vogue 

What  impious  mockery,  when,  with  soulless  art, 
Fashion,  intrusive,  seeks  to  rule  the  heart ; 
Directs  how  grief  may  tastefully  be  borne  ; 
Instructs  Bereavement  just  how  long  to  mourn ; 
Shows  Sorrow  how  by  nice  degrees  to  fade, 
And  marks  its  measure  in  a  ribbon's  shade ! 
More  impious  still,  when,  through  her  wanton  laws, 
She  desecrates  Religion's  sacred  cause ; 
Shows  how  '  the  narrow  road'  is  easiest  trod, 
And  how,  genteelest,  worms  may  worship  God  ; 
How  sacred  rites  may  bear  a  worldly  grace, 
And  self-abasement  wear  a  haughty  face  ; 
How  sinners,  long  in  Folly's  mazes  whirled, 
With  pomp  and  splendour  may  *  renounce  the  world ;' 
How  '  with  all  saints  hereafter  to  appear,' 
Yet  quite  escape  the  vulgar  portion  here ! 

Imperial  Fashion  !  her  impartial  care 
Things  most  momentous,  and  most  trivial,  share. 
Now  crushing  conscience  (her  invet'rate  foe), 
And  now  a  waist,  and  now,  perchance,  a  toe ; 
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At  once  for  pistols  and  the  '  Polka'  votes, 
And  shapes  alike  our  characters  and  coats ; 
The  gravest  question  which  the  world  divides, 
And  lightest  riddle,  in  a  breath  decides : 
*  If  wrong  may  not,  by  circumstance,  be  right,' — 
'  If  black  cravats  be  more  genteel  than  white,' — 
'  If  by  her  "  bishop,"  or  her  "  grace,"  alone, 
A  genuine  lady,  or  a  church,  is  known ;' — 
Problems  like  these  she  solves  with  graceful  air, 
At  once  a  casuist  and  a  connoisseur  ! 

Does  some  sleek  knave,  whom  magic  money-bags 
Have  raised  above  his  fellow-knaves  in  rags, 
Some  willing  minion  of  unblushing  Vice, 
Who  boasts  that  '  Virtue  ever  has  her  price,' — 
Does  he,  unpitying,  blast  thy  sister's  fame, 
Or  doom  thy  daughter  to  undying  shame, 
To  bow  her  head  beneath  the  eye  of  scorn, 
And  droop  and  wither  in  her  maiden  morn  ? 
Fashion  '  regrets,'  declares  '  'twas  very  wrong,* 
And,  quite  dejected,  hums  an  opera  song ! 
Impartial  friend !  your  cause  to  her  appealed, 
Yourself  and  foe  she  summons  to  the  field, 
Where  Honour  carefully  the  case  observes, 
And  nicely  weighs  it  in  a  scale  of  nerves  ! 
Despotic  rite  !  whose  fierce  vindictive  reign 
Boasts,  unrebuked,  its  countless  victims  slain, 
While  Christian  rulers,  recreant,  support 
The  pagan  honours  of  thy  bloody  court, 
And  '  Freedom's   champions  '    spurn  their  hallo  vcJ 

trust, 
Kneel  at  thy  nod,  aud  basely  lick  the  dust ! 

Degraded  Congress  !  once  the  honoured  scene 

Of  patriot  deeds  ;  where  men  of  solemn  mien, 

In  virtue  strong,  in  understanding  clear, 

Earnest,  though  courteous,and,  though  smooth,  sincere, 
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To  gravest  counsels  lent  the  teeming  hours, 

And  gave  their  country  all  their  mighty  powers. 

But  times  are  changed ;  a  rude,  degenerate  race 

Usurp  the  seats,  and  shame  the  sacred  place. 

Here  plotting  demagogues,  with  zeal  defend 

The  '  people's  rights/ — to  gain  some  private  end  ! 

Here  Southern  youths,  on  Folly's  surges  tost, 

Their  fathers'  wisdom  eloquently  boast ; 

(So  dowerless  spinsters  proudly  number  o'er 

The  costly  jewels  that  their  grandams  wore.) 

Here  would-be  TULLYS  pompously  parade 

Their  tumid  tropes  for  simple  '  Buncombe3  made,9 

Full  on  the  chair  the  chilling  torrent  shower, 

And  work  their  word-pumps  through  the  allotted  hour. 

Deluded  '  Buncombe  !'  while,  with  honest  praise, 

She  notes  each  grand  and  patriotic  phrase, 

And,  much  rejoicing  in  her  hopeful  son, 

Deems  all  her  own  the  laurels  he  has  won, 

She  little  dreams  how  brother  members  fled, 

And  left  the  house  as  vacant  as  his  head  ! 

Here  rural  CHATHAMS,  eager  to  attest 

The  '  growing  greatness  of  the  mighty  West,' 

To  make  the  plainest  proposition  clear, 

Crack  PHISCIAN'S  head,  and  Mr.  SPEAKEE'S  ear ; 

Then,  closing  up  in  one  terrific  shout, 

Pour  all  their  '  wild-cats'  furiously  out ! 

Here  lawless  boors  with  ruffian  bullies  vie, 

Who  last  shall  give  the  rude,  insulting  '  lie,' 

While  '  Order  !  order !'  loud  the  chairman  calis, 

And  echoing  '  Order  !'  every  member  bawls; 

Till  rising  high  in  rancorous  debate, 

And  higher  still  in  fierce  envenomed  hate,10 

Retorted  blows  the  scene  of  riot  crown, 

And  big  LYCUEGUS  knocks  the  lesser  down ! 

Ye  honest  dames  in  frequent  proverbs  named. 
For  finest  fish  and  foulest  English  famed, 
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Whose  matchless  tongues,  'tis  said,  were  never  heard 

To  speak  a  flattering  or  a  feeble  word, — 

Here  all  your  choice  invective  ye  might  urgo 

Our  lawless  Sol.ons  fittingly  to  scourge  ; 

Here,  in  congenial  company,  might  rail 

Till,  quite  worn  out,  your  creaking  voices  fail, — 

Unless,  indeed,  for  once  compelled  to  yield 

In  wordy  strife,  ye  vanquished  quit  the  field  ! 

Hail,  Social  Progress  !  each  new  moon  is  life 
With  some  new  theory  of  social  life, 
Some  matchless  scheme  ingeniously  designed 
From  half  their  miseries  to  free  mankind ; 
On  human  wrongs  triumphant  war  to  wage, 
And  bring  anew  the  glorious  golden  age. 
'  Association'  is  the  magic  word 
From  many  a  social  '  priest  and  prophet'  heard, 
'  Attractive  Labour'  is  the  angel  given, 
To  render  earth  a  sublunary  Heaven ! 
*  Attractive  Labour !'  ring  the  changes  round, 
And  labour  grows  attractive  in  the  sound ; 
And  many  a  youthful  mind,  where  haply  lurk 
Unwelcomed  fancies  at  the  name  of  '  work,' 
Sees  pleasant  pastime  in  its  longing  \:iew 
Of  '  toil  made  easy'  and  '  attractive'  too, 
And,  fancy-rapt,  with  joyful  ardour,  turns 
Delightful  grindstones  and  seductive  churns. 
'  Men  are  not  bad,'  these  social  sages  preach, 
'  Men  are  not  what  their  actions  seem  to  teach  j 
No  moral  ill  is  natural  or  fixed, — 
Men  only  err  by  being  badly  mixed  !' 
To  them  the  world  a  huge  plum-pudding  seems, 
Made  up  of  richest  viands,  fruits,  and  creams, 
Which  of  all  choice  ingredients  partook, 
And  then  was  ruined  by  a  blundering  cook. 
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Inventive  France !  what  wonder-working  schemes 
Astound  the  world  whene'er  a  Frenchman  dreams ; 
What  fine-spun  theories, — Ingenious,  new, 
Sublime,  stupendous,  everything  but  true. 
One  little  favour,  0,  '  Imperial  France  !' 
Still  teach  the  world  to  cook,  to  dress,  to  dance ; 
Let,  if  thou  wilt,  thy  boots  and  barbers  roam, 
But  keep  thy  morals  and  thy  creeds  at  home. 

0  might  the  Muse  prolong  her  flowing  rhyme, 
(Too  closely  cramped  by  unrelenting  Time, 
Whose  dreadful  scythe  swings  heedlessly  along, 
And,  missing  speeches,  clips  the  thread  of  song,) 
How  would  she  strive,  in  fitting  verse,  to  sing 
The  wondrous  Progress  of  the  Printing  King ! 
Bibles  and  Novels,  Treatises  and  Songs, 
Lectures  on  '  Rights,'  and  Strictures  upon  Wrongs ; 
Verse  in  all  metres,  Travels  in  all  clirnes, 
Khymes  without  reason,  Sonnets  without  rhymes  ; 
'  Translations  from  the  French/  so  vilely  done, 
The  wheat  escaping  leaves  the  chaff  alone  j 
Memoirs,  where  dunces  sturdily  essay 
To  cheat  Oblivion  of  her  certain  prey ; 
Critiques,  where  pedants  vauntingly  expose 
Unlicensed  verses,  in  unlawful  prose ; 
Lampoons,  whose  authors  strive  in  vain  to  throw 
Their  headless  arrows  from  a  nerveless  bow ; 
Poems  by  youths,  who,  crossing  Nature's  will, 
Harangue  the  landscape  they  were  born  to  till ; 
Huge  tomes  of  Law,  that  lead  by  rugged  routes 
Through  ancient  dogmas  down  to  modern  doubts ; 
Where  Judges  oft,  with  well-affected  ease, 
Give  learned  reasons  for  absurd  decrees, 
Or,  more  ingenious  still,  contrive  to  found 
Some  just  decision  on  fallacious  ground, 
Or  blink  the  point,  and  haply  in  its  place, 
Moot  and  decide  some  hypothetic  case ; 
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Smart  Epigrams,  all  sadly  out  of  joint, 

And  pointless, — save  the  '  exclamation  point/ 

Which  stands  in  state,  with  vacant  wonder  fraught, 

The  pompous  tombstone  of  some  pauper  thought ; 

Ingenious  systems  based  on  doubtful  facts, 

*  Tracts  for  the  Times,'  and  most  untimely  tracts  j 

Polemic  Pamphlets,  Literary  Toys, 

And  Easy  Lessons  for  uneasy  boys ; 

Hebdomadal  Gazettes,  and  Daily  News, 

Gay  Magazines,  and  Quarterly  Eeviews ; — 

Small  portion  these,  of  all  the  vast  array 

Of  darkened  leaves  that  cloud  each  passing  day, 

And  pour  their  tide  unceasingly  along, 

A  gathering,  swelling,  overwhelming  throng. 

Cease,  0  my  Muse,  nor,  indiscreet,  prolong 
To  epic  length  thy  unambitious  song. 
Good  friends,  be  gentle  to  a  maiden  Muse, 
Her  errors  pardon,  and  her  faults  excuse. 
Not  uninvited  to  her  task  she  came,11 
To  sue  for  favour,  not  to  seek  for  fame. 
Be  this,  at  least,  her  just  though  humble  praise: 
No  stale  excuses  heralded  her  lays, 
No  singer's  trick, — conveniently  to  bring 
A  sudden  cough,  when  importuned  to  sing  ;la 
No  deprecating  phrases,  learned  by  rote, — 
'  She'd  quite  forgot,'  or  '  never  knew  a  note,' — 
But  to  her  task,  with  ready  zeal,  addressed 
Her  earnest  care,  and  aimed  to  do  her  best ; 
Strove  to  be  just  in  each  satiric  word, 
To  doubtful  wit  undoubted  truth  preferred, 
To  please  and  profit  equally  has  aimed, 
Nor  been  ill-natured  even  when  she  blamed. 


34 


THE  PROUD  MISS  MAC  BKIDE: 

A   LEGEND    OF    GOTHAM. 
I. 

0,  TERRIBLY  proud  was  Miss  Mac  Bride, 
The  very  personification  of  Pride, 
As  she  minced  along  in  Fashion's  tide, 
Adown  Broadway — on  the  proper  side — 

When  the  golden  sun  was  setting ; 
There  was  pride  in  the  head  she  carried  so  high, 
Pride  in  her  lip,  and  pride  in  eye, 
And  a  world  of  pride  in  the  very  sigh 

That  her  stately  bosom  was  fretting  ; 

II. 

A  sigh  that  a  pair  of  elegant  feet, 
Sandalled  in  satin,  should  kiss  the  street,— 
The  very  same  that  the  vulgar  greet 
In  common  leather  not  over  '  neat/ — 

For  such  is  the  common  booting ; 
(And  Christian  tears  may  well  be  shed, 
That  even  among  our  gentlemen  bred, 
The  glorious  day  of  Morocco  is  dead, 
And  Day  and  Martin  are  raining  instead, 

On  a  much  inferior  footing !) 

in. 

O,  terribly  proud  was  Miss  Mac  Bride, 
Proud  of  her  beauty,  and  proud  of  her  pride, 
And  proud  of  fifty  matters  beside 
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That  wouldn't  have  borne  dissection ; 
Proud  of  her  wit,  and  proud  of  her  walk, 
Proud  of  her  teeth,  and  proud  of  her  talk, 
Proud  of  '  knowing  cheese  from  chalk/ 

On  a  very  slight  inspection  ! 

IV. 

Proud  abroad,  and  proud  at  home, 

Proud  wherever  she  chanced  to  come, 

When  she  was  glad,  and  when  she  was  glum  ; 

Proud  as  the  head  of  a  Saracen 
Over  the  door  of  a  tippling-shop  ! — 
Proud  as  a  duchess,  proud  as  a  fop, 
'  Proud  as  a  boy  with  a  bran-new  top,' 

Proud  beyond  comparison ! 

v. 

It  seems  a  singular  thing  to  say, 
But  her  very  senses  led  her  astray 

Eespecting  all  humility; 
In  sooth,  her  dull  auricular  drum 
Could  find  in  Humble  only  a  '  hum,' 
And  heard  no  sound  of  '  gentle'  come, 

In  talking  about  gentility. 

VI. 

What  Lowly  meant  she  didn't  know, 
For  she  always  avoided  '  everything  low, 

With  care  the  most  punctilious, 
And  queerer  still,  the  audibls  sound 
Of '  super-silly'  she  never  had  found 

In  the  adjective  supercilious  ! 

VII. 

The  meaning  of  MeeJc  she  never  knew, 
But  imagined  the  phrase  had  something  to  do 

3— c 
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With.  '  Moses/ — a  peddling  German  Jew, 
Who,  like  all  hawkers  the  country  through, 

Was  a  person  of  no  position  ; 
And  it  seemed  to  her  exceedingly  plain, 
If  the  word  was  really  known  to  pertain 
To  a  vulgar  German,  it  wasn't  germane 

To  a  lady  of  high  condition. 

VIII. 

Even  her  graces, — not  her  grace, 
For  that  was  in  the  '  vocative  case,'— 
Chilled  with  the  touch  of  her  icy  face, 

Sat  very  stiffly  upon  her ; 
She  never  confessed  a  favour  aloud, 
Like  one  of  the  simple,  common  crowd, 
But  coldly  smiled,  and  faintly  bowed, 
As  who  should  say,  *  You  do  me  proud, 

And  do  yourself  an  honour !' 

IX. 

And  yet  the  pride  of  Miss  Mac  Bride, 
Although  it  had  fifty  hobbies  to  ride, 

Had  really  no  foundation ; 
But,  like  the  fabrics  that  gossips  devise,— 
Those  single  stories  that  often  arise 
And  grow  till  they  reach  a  four-story  size, — 

Was  merely  a  fancy  creation  ! 

x. 

'Tis  a  curious  lact  as  ever  was  known 
In  human  nature,  but  often  shown 

Alike  in  castle  and  cottage, 
That  pride,  like  pigs  of  a  certain  breed, 
Will  manage  to  live  and  thrive  on  '  feed' 

As  poor  as  a  pauper's  pottage ! 
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XI. 

That  her  wit  should  never  have  made  her  vain 
Was,  like  her  face,  sufficiently  plain ; 

And  as  to  her  musical  powers, 
Although  she  sang  until  she  was  hoarse, 
And  issued  notes  with  a  Banker's  force, 
They  were  just  such  notes  as  we  never  indorse 

For  any  acquaintance  of  ours  ! 

XII. 

Her  birth,  indeed,  was  uncommonly  high, 
For  Miss  Mac  Bride  first  opened  her  eye 
Through  a  skylight  dim,  on  the  light  of  the  sky; 

But  pride  is  a  curious  passion, 
And  in  talking  about  her  wealth  and  worth, 
She  always  forgot  to  mention  her  birth 

To  people  of  rank  and  fashion  ! 

XIII. 

Of  all  the  notable  things  on  earth, 
The  queerest  one  is  pride  of  birth, 

Among  our  '  fierce  Democracie  !* 
A  bridge  across  a  hundred  years, 
Without  a  prop  to  save  it  from  sneers, — 
Not  even  a  couple  of  rotten  Peers, — 
A  thing  for  laughter,  fleers,  and  jeers, 

Is  American  aristocracy ! 

XIV. 

English  and  Irish,  French  and  Spanish, 
German,  Italian,  Dutch  and  Danish, 
Crossing  their  veins  until  they  vanish 

In  one  conglomeration  ! 
So  subtle  a  tangle  of  Blood,  indeed, 
No  heraldry-Harvey  will  ever  succeed 

In  finding  the  circulation  ! 
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XV. 

Depend  upon  it,  my  snobbish  friend, 
Your  family  thread  you  can't  ascend, 
Without  good  reason  to  apprehend 
You  may  find  it  waxed  at  the  farther  end 

By  some  plebeian  vocation. 
Or,  worse  than  that,  your  boasted  Line 
May  end  in  a  loop  of  stronger  twine, 

That  plagued  some  worthy  relation  1 

XVI. 

But  Miss  Mac  Bride  hath  something  beside 
Her  lofty  birth  to  nourish  her  pride, — 
For  rich  was  the  old  paternal  Mac  Bride, 

According  to  public  rumour ; 
And  he  lived  '  Up  Town/  in  a  splendid  Square, 
And  kept  his  daughter  on  dainty  fare, 
And  gave  her  gems  that  were  rich  and  rare, 
And  the  finest  rings  and  things  to  wear, 

Arid  feathers  enough  to  plume  her ! 

XVII. 

An  honest  mechanic  was  John  Mac  Bride, 
As  ever  an  honest  calling  plied, 

Or  graced  an  honest  ditty ; 
For  John  had  worked  in  his  early  day, 
In  '  Pots  and  Pearls,'  the  legends  say, 
And  kept  a  shop  with  a  ri-ch  array 
Of  things  in  the  soap  and  candle  way, 

In  the  lower  part  of  the  city. 

XVIII. 

Xo  rara  avis  was  honest  John, 
'That's  the  Latin  for  '  sable  swan/) 
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Though,  in  one  of  his  fancy  flashes, 
A  wicked  wag,  who  meant  to  deride, 
Called  honest  John  '  Old  Phoenix  Mac  Bride,' 

*  Because  he  rose  from  his  ashes  !' 

XIX. 

Little  by  little  he  grew  to  be  rich, 

By  saving  of  candle-ends  and  '  sich,' 

Till  he  reached,  at  last,  an  opulent  niche, — 

No  very  uncommon  affair  ; 
For  history  quite  confirms  the  law 
Expressed  in  the  ancient  Scottish  saw, 

A  MICKLE  may  come  to  be  May'r  1* 

xx. 

Alack  !  for  many  ambitious  beaux  ! 
She  hung  their  hopes  upon  her  nose, 

(The  figure  is  quite  Horatian  !f) 
Until  from  habit  the  member  grew 
As  queer  a  thing  as  ever  you  knew 

Turn  up  to  observation ! 

XXI. 

A  thriving  tailor  begged  her  hand, 
But  she  gave  '  the  fellow'  to  understand, 

By  a  violent  manual  action, 
She  perfectly  scorned  the  best  of  his  clan, 
And  reckoned  the  ninth  of  any  man 

An  exceedingly  Vulgar  Fraction ! 

XXII. 

Another,  whose  sign  was  a  golden  boot, 
Was  mortified  with  a  bootless  suit, 

*  Mickle  wi'  thrift  may  chance  to  be  mair. — Scotch  Pro* 
verb.    Andrew  Mickle,  formerly  Mayor  of  New  York. 
f  "  Omnia  suspendens  naso." 
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In  a,  way  that  was  quite  appalling; 
For  though  a  regular  sutor  by  trade, 
He  wasn't  a  suitor  to  suit  the  maid, 
Who  cut  him  off  with  a  saw, — and  bade 

'  The  cobbler  keep  to  his  calling-.' 

XXIII. 

(The  Muse  must  let  a  secret  out, — 
There  isn't  the  faintest  shadow  of  doubt, 
That  folks  who  oftenest  sneer  and  flout 

At  '  the  dirty,  low  mechanicals,' 
Are  they  whose  sires,  by  pounding  their  knees, 
Or  coiling  their  legs,  or  trades  like  these, 
Contrived  to  win  their  children  ease 

From  Poverty's  galling  manacles.) 

XXIV. 

A  rich  tobacconist  comes  and  sues, 
And,  thinking  the  lady  would  scarce  refuse 
A  man  of  his  wealth  and  liberal  views, 
Began,  at  once,  with  '  If  you  choose, — 

And  could  you  really  love  him — ' 
But  the  lady  spoiled  his  speech  in  a  huff, 
With  an  answer  rough  and  ready  enough, 
To  let  him  know  she  was  up  to  snuff, 

And  altogether  above  him  ! 

XXV. 

A  young  attorney  of  winning  grace, 
Was  scarce  allowed  to  '  open  his  face/ 
Ere  Miss  Mac  Bride  had  closed  his  case 

With  true  judicial  celerity; 
For  the  lawyer  was  poor,  and  '  seedy'  to  boot, 
And  to  say  the  lady  discarded  his  suit, 

Is  merely  a  double  verity. 
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XXVI. 

The  last  of  those  who  came  to  court 

Was  a  lively  beau  of  the  dapper  sort, 

*  Without  any  visible  mans  of  support,'— 

A  crime  by  no  means  flagrant 
In  one  who  wears  an  elegant  coat, 
But  the  very  point  on  which  they  vote 

A  ragged  fellow  '  a  vagrant.' 

XXVII. 

A  courtly  fellow  was  Dapper  Jim, 
Sleek  and  supple,  and  tall  and  trim, 
And  smooth  of  tongue  as  neat  of  limb  j 

And,  maugre  his  meagre  pocket, 
You'd  say,  from  the  glittering  tales  he  told, 
That  Jim  had  slept  in  a  cradle  of  gold, 

With  Fortunatus  to  rock  it ! 

XXVIII. 

Now  Dapper  Jim  his  courtship  plied, 

(I  wish  the  fact  could  be  denied,) 

With  an  eye  to  the  purse  of  the  old  Mac  Bride, 

And  really  '  nothing  shorter !' 
For  he  said  to  himself,  in  his  greedy  lust, 
*  Whenever  he  dies, — as  die  he  must,— 
And  yields  to  Heaven  his  vital  trust, 
He's  very  sure  to  "  come  down  with  his  dust," 

In  behalf  of  his  only  daughter.' 

XXIX. 

And  the  very  magnificent  Miss  Mac  Bride, 
Half  in  love  and  half  in  pride, 

Quite  graciously  relented ; 
And  tossing  her  head,  and  turning  her  back, 
No  token  of  proper  pride  to  lack, 
To  be  a  Bride  without  the  '  Mac,' 

With  much  disdain,  consented ! 
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XXX. 

Alas  !  that  people  who've  got  their  box 
Of  cash  beneath  the  best  of  locks, 
Secure  from  all  financial  shocks, 
Should  stock  their  fancy  with  fancy  stocks, 
And  madly  rush  upon  Wall- street  rocks, 

Without  the  least  apology  ! 
Alas  !  that  people  whose  money  affairs 
Are  sound  beyond  all  need  of  repairs, 
Should  ever  tempt  the  bulls  and  bears 

Of  Mammon's  fierce  Zoology  ! 

XXXI. 

Old  John  Mac  Bride,  one  fatal  day, 
Became  the  unresisting  prey 

Of  Fortune's  undertakers ; 
And  staking  his  all  on  a  single  die, 
His  foundered  bark  went  high  and  dry 

Among  the  brokers  and  breakers  ! 

XXXII. 

At  his  trade  again  in  the  very  shop 
Where,  years  before,  he  let  it  drop, 

He  follows  his  ancient  calling,— 
Cheerily,  too,  in  poverty's  spite, 
And  sleeping  quite  as  sound  at  night, 
As  when,  at  Fortune's  giddy  height, 
He  used  to  wake  with  a  dizzy  fright 

From  a  dismal  dream  of  falling. 

XXXIII. 

But  alas  for  the  haughty  Miss  Mac  Bride  I 
'Twas  such  a  shock  to  her  precious  pride ! 
She  couldn't  recover,  although  she  tried 
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Her  jaded  spirits  to  rally ; 
'Twas  a  dreadful  change  in  human  affairs 
From  a  Place  '  Up  Town/  to  a  nook  '  Up  Stairs/ 

From  an  Avenue  down  to  an  Alley ! 

xxxiv. 

'Twas  little  condolence  she  had,  God  wot, 
From  her  '  troops  of  friends/  who  hadn't  forgot 

The  airs  she  used  to  borrow ; 
They  had  civil  phrases  enough,  but  yet 
'Twas  plain  to  see  that  their  '  deepest  regret' 

Was  a  different  thing  from  Sorrow  ! 

XXXV. 

They  owned  it  couldn't  have  well  been  worse, 
To  go  from  a  full  to  an  empty  purse ; 
To  expect  a  reversion  and  get  a  '  reverse/ 

Was  truly  a  dismal  feature  ; 
But  it  wasn't  strange, — they  whispered, — at  all ; 
That  the  Summer  of  pride  should  have  its  Fall, 

Was  quite  according  to  Nature ! 

xxxvi. 

And  one  of  those  chaps  who  make  a  pun, — 
As  if  it  were  quite  legitimate  fun 
To  be  blazing  away  at  every  one, 
With  a  regular  double-loaded  gun, — 

Remarked  that  moral  trangression 
Always  brings  retributive  stings 
To  candle-makers  as  well  as  kings : 
And  making  light  of  cereous  things 

Was  a  very  wick-ed  profession  ! 

XXXVII. 

And  vulgar  people,  the  saucy  churls, 
Inquired  about '  the  price  of  Pearls/ 
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And  mocked  at  her  situation ; 
'  She  wasn't  ruined, — they  ventured  to  hope, — 
Because  she  was  poor,  she  needn't  mope, — 
Few  people  were  better  off  for  soap, 

And  that  was  a  consolation  !' 

XXXVIII. 

And  to  make  her  cup  of  woe  run  over, 
Her  elegant,  ardent,  plighted  lover 

Was  the  very  first  to  forsake  her ; 
'  He  quite  regretted  the  step,  'twas  true, — 
The  lady  had  pride  enough  "  for  two," 
But  that  alone  would  never  do 

To  quiet  the  butcher  and  baker !' 

XXXIX. 

And  now  the  unhappy  Miss  Mac  Bride, 
The  merest  ghost  of  her  early  pride, 

Bewails  her  lonely  position ; 
Cramped  in  the  very  narrowest  niche, 
Above  the  poor,  and  below  the  rich, 

Was  ever  a  worse  condition  ? 

MOEAL. 

Because  you  nourish  in  worldly  affairs, 
Don't  be  haughty,  and  put  on  airs, 

With  insolent  pride  of  station  ! 
Don't  be  proud,  and  turn  up  your  nose 
At  poorer  people  in  plainer  clo'es, 
But  learn,  for  the  sake  of  your  soul's  repose, 
That  wealth's  a  bubble,  that  comes — and  goes ! 
And  that  all  Proud  Flesh,  wherever  it  grows, 

Is  subject  to  irritation  ! 
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THE  BRIEFLESS  BARRISTER. 

A  BALLAD. 

AN  Attorney  was  taking  a  turn, 

In  shabby  habiliments  drest ; 
His  coat  it  was  shockingly  worn, 

And  the  rust  had  invested  his  vest. 

His  breeches  had  suffered  a  breach, 
His  linen  and  worsted  were  worse ; 

He  had  scarce  a  whole  crown  in  his  hat, 
And  not  half- a- crown  in  his  purse. 

And  thus  as  he  wandered  along, 
A  cheerless  and  comfortless  elf, 

He  sought  for  relief  in  a  song, 

Or  complainingly  talked  to  himself— 

'  Unfortunate  man  that  I  am  ! 

I've  never  a  client  but  grief; 
The  case  is,  I've  no  case  at  all, 

And  in  brief,  I've  ne'er  had  a  brief. 

'  I've  waited  and  waited  in  vain, 
Expecting  an  "opening"  to  find, 

Where  an  honest  young  lawyer  might  gain 
Some  reward  for  toil  of  his  mind. 

'  "Tis  not  that  I'm  wanting  in  law, 

Or  lack  an  intelligent  face, 
That  others  have  cases  to  plead, 

While  I  have  to  plead  for  a  case. 
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'  0,  how  can  a  modest  young  man 

E'er  hope  for  the  smallest  progression, — 

The  profession's  already  so  full 
Of  lawyers  so  full  of  profession  !' 

While  thus  he  was  strolling  around, 

His  eye  accidentally  fell 
On  a  very  deep  hole  in  the  ground, 

And  he  sighed  to  himself,  '  It  is  well !' 

To  curb  his  emotions,  he  sat 

On  the  curbstone  the  space  of  a  minute, 
Then  cried,  *  Here's  an  opening  at  last !' 

And  in  less  than  a  jiffy  was  in  it !    * 

Next  morning  twelve  citizens  came, 
('Twas  the  coroner  bade  them  attend,) 

To  the  end  that  it  might  be  determined 
How  the  man  had  determined  his  end ! 

'  The  man  was  a  lawyer,  I  hear,' 

Quoth  the  foreman  who  sat  on  the  corse. 

'  A  lawyer  ?     Alas  !'  said  another, 
'  Undoubtedly  died  of  remorse  !' 

A  third  said,  '  He  knew  the  deceased, 
An  attorney  well  versed  in  the  laws, 

And  as  to  the  cause  of  his  death, 

'Twas  no  doubt  for  the  want  of  a  cause.' 

The  jury  decided  at  length, 

After  solemnly  weighing  the  matter, 

'  That  the  lawyer  was  drown^ed,  because 
He  could  not  keep  his  head  above  water !' 
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RHYME  OP  THE  KAIL. 

SINGING  through  the  forests, 

Rattling  over  ridges, 
Shooting  under  arches, 

Rumbling  over  bridges, 
Whizzing  through  the  mountains, 

Buzzing  o'er  the  vale, — 
Bless  me  !  this  is  pleasant, 

Riding  on  the  Rail ! 

Men  of  different  '  stations' 

In  the  eye  of  Fame 
Here  are  very  quickly 

Coming  to  the  same. 
High  and  lowly  people, 

Birds  of  every  feather, 
On  a  common  level 

Travelling  together ! 

Gentleman  in  shorts, 

Looming  very  tall ; 
Gentleman  at  large, 

Talking  very  small ; 
Gentleman  in  tights, 

With  a  loose-ish  mien ; 
Gentleman  in  grey, 

Looking  rather  green 

Gentleman  quite  old, 

Asking  for  the  ne\vs ; 
Gentleman  in  black, 

In  a  fit  of  blues  , 
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Gentleman  in  claret, 

Sober  as  a  vicar ; 
Gentleman  in  tweed, 

Dreadfully  in  liquor ! 

Stranger  on  the  right, 

Looking  very  sunny, 
Obviously  reading 

Something  rather  funny. 
Now  the  smiles  are  thicker, 

Wonder  what  they  mean  ? 
Faith,  he's  got  the  KNICKEK- 

BOCKEB  Magazine ! 

Stranger  on  the  left, 

Closing  up  his  peepers ; 
Now  he  snores  amain, 

Like  the  Seven  Sleepers  j 
At  his  feet  a  volume 

Gives  the  explanation, 
How  the  man  grew  stupid 

From  '  Association.' 

Ancient  maiden  lady 

Anxiously  remarks, 
That  there  must  be  peril 

'Mong  so  many  sparks ; 
Koguish-looking  fellow, 

Turning  to  the  stranger, 
Says  it's  his  opinion 

She  is  out  of  danger ! 

Woman  with  her  baby, 

Sitting  vis-a-vis ; 
Baby  keeps  a  squalling, 

Woman  looks  at  me  j 
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Asks  about  the  distance, 

Says  it's  tiresome  talking, 
Noises  of  the  cars 

Are  so  very  shocking ! 

Market-woman,  careful 

Of  the  precious  casket, 
Knowing  eggs  are  eggs, 

Tightly  holds  her  basket; 
Feeling  that  a  smash, 

If  it  came,  would  surely 
Send  her  eggs  to  pot 

Rather  prematurely ! 

Singing  through  the  forests, 

Rattling  over  ridges, 
Shooting  under  arches, 

Rumbling  over  bridges, 
Whizzing  through  the  mountains, 

Buzzing  o'er  the  vale  ; 
Bless  me  !  this  is  pleasant, 

Riding  on  the  Rail ! 
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OB,   CAPTAIN   JONES'S    MISADVENTUEB. 


To  follow  the  line  of  Captain  JONES 
Back  to  the  old  ancestral  bones 

Were  surely  an  idle  endeavour  ; 
For  all  that  is  known  of  the  family  feats 
Is  that  his  sire,  as  a  paver  of  streets, 
Had  paved  his  way  in  a  manner  that  meets 

The  appellation  of  clever. 

II. 

'Twere  pleasant  enough  more  fully  to  trace 
The  various  steps  in  the  Captain's  race, 

If  the  records  of  heraldry  had  'em ; 
But  History  leaps  at  a  single  span 
From  the  primitive  pair  to  the  pavior-man, 

From  ADAM  down  to  MAC  ADAM. 

in. 

'Twas  rumoured  indeed,  hut  nobody  knows 
What  credit  to  give  to  such  rumours  as  those, 

His  grandpapa  was  a  cooper ; 
But  getting  fatigued  with  this  roundabout  mode 
Of  staving  through  life,  he  took  to  the  Eoad, 

As  a  kind  of  irregular  trooper. 

IV. 

But  soon,  although  a  fellow  of  pluck, 
By  a  singular  turn  in  the  wheel  of  luck, 


THE   RAPE   OF   THE   LOCK.  51 

He  met  with  a  mortal  miscarriage, 
13y  means  of  a  cord  that  was  dangling  loose, 
And  fell  over  his  head  in  a  dangerous  noose 

That  wasn't  at  all  like  Marriage. 

V. 

A  tale  invented  by  foes,  no  doubt, 
Which  idle  people  had  helped  about, 
Till  it  went  alone,  it  got  so  stout ; 

For  as  to  the  truth  of  the  story, 
I  scarcely  ought  to  have  named  it  here, 
It  seems  to  me  so  exceedingly  clear, 

The  fable  is  Newgate-ory. 


And  that's  the  pith  of  the  pedigree 
Of  Captain  JOSES,  whose  family  tree 
Was  a  little  shrub,  'tis  plain  to  see ; 

But  what  the  topers  mention 
Respecting  wine,  is  true  of  blood  : 
It  '  needs  no  bush  if  it's  only  good,' 
Much  less  a  tree  of  the  oldest  wood, 

To  warrant  the  world's  attention. 

VII. 

Now  Captain  JONES  was  a  five-feet  ten 
(The  height  of  CHESTEEFIELD'S  gentlemen), 

With  a  manly  breadth  of  shoulder ; 
And  Captain  JOXES  was  straight  and  trim, 
With  nothing  about  him  anywise  slim, 
And  had  for  a  leg  as  perfect  a  limb 

As  ever  astonished  beholder  ! 

VIII. 

With  a  calf  of  such  a  notable  size, 

'Twould  surely  have  taken  the  highest  prize* 

4  —  2 
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V 

At  any  fair  Fair  in  creation ; 
'Tvvas  just  the  leg  for  a  prince  to  sport 
Who  wished  to  stand  at  a  Royal  Court, 

At  the  head  of  Foreign  Leg-ation  I 

IX. 

And  Captain  JONES  had  an  elegant  foot, 
'Twas  just  the  thing  for  his  patent  boot, 

And  could  so  prettily  shove  it, 
'Tvvas  a  genuine  pleasure  to  see  it  repeat 
In  the  public  walks  the  Milonian  feat 

Of  bearing  the  calf  above  it ! 

x. 

Bat  the  Captain's  prominent  personal  charm 
Was  neither  his  foot,  nor  leg,  nor  arm, 

Nor  his  very  distingue  air  ; 
Nor  was  it,  although  you're  thinking  upon  't, 
The  front  of  his  head,  but  his  head  and  front 

Of  beautiful  coal-black  hair  ! 

XI. 

So  very  bright  was  the  gloss  they  had, 
'Twould  have  made  a  rival  raving  mad 

To  look  at  his  raven  curls  ; 
Wherever  he  went,  the  Captain's  hair 
Was  certain  to  fix  the  public  stare, 
And  the  constant  cry  was,  '  I  declare !' 
And  *  Did  you  ever  !'  and  '  Just  look  there !' 

Among  the  dazzled  girls. 

XII. 

Now  Caf,}sin  JONES  was  a  master  bold 

Of  a  merchant-ship  some  dozen  years  old, 

And  every  name  could  have  easily  told 

(And  never  confound  the  '  hull'  and  the  '  hold'), 
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Throughout  her  inventory ; 
And  he  had  travelled  in  foreign  parts, 
And  learned  a  number  of  foreign  arts, 
And  played  the  deuce  with  foreign  hearts, 

As  the  Captain  told  the  story. 

XIII. 

He  had  learned  to  chatter  the  French  and  Spanish, 
To  splutter  the  Dutch,  and  mutter  the  Danish, 

In  a  way  that  sounded  oracular ; 
Had  gabbled  among  the  Portuguese, 
And  caught  the  Tartar,  or  rather  a  piece 
Of '  broken  China,'  it  wasn't  Chinese, 

Any  more  than  his  own  vernacular ! 

XIV. 

How  Captain  JONES  was  wont  to  shine 
In  the  line  of  ships  (not  ships  of  the  line)  ! 
How  he'd  brag  of  the  water  over  his  wine, 

And  of  woman  over  the  water  ! 
And  then,  if  you  credit  the  Captain's  phrase, 
He  was  more  expert  in  such  queer  ways 
As  '  doubling  capes'  and  '  putting  in  stays,' 

Than  any  milliner's  daughter. 

xv. 

Now  the  Captain  kept  in  constant  pay 
A  single  Mate,  as  a  Captain  may 
(In  a  nautical,  not  in  a  naughty  way, 

As  'mates'  are  sometimes  carried); 
But  to  hear  him  prose  of  the  squalls  that  arose 
In  the  dead  of  the  night  to  break  his  repose, 
Of  white  caps  and  cradles  and  such  things  as  those, 
And  of  breezes  that  ended  in  regular  blows, 

You'd  have  sworn  the  Captain  was  married. 


54  THE   EAPE   OP   THE   LOCK. 

XVI. 

The  Captain's  morals  were  fair  enough, 
Though  a  sailor's  life  is  rather  rough, 

By  dint  of  the  ocean's  force  j 
And  that  one  who  makes  so  many,  in  ships, 
Should  make,  upon  shore,  occasional  *  trips,' 

Seems  quite  a  matter  of  course. 

XVII. 

And  Captain  JONES  was  stiff  as  a  post 
To  the  vulgar  fry,  but  among  the  most 
Genteel  and  polished  ruled  the  roast, 
As  no  professional  cook  could  boast 

That  ever  you  set  your  eye  on ; 
Indeed,  'twas  enough  to  make  him  vain, 
For  the  pretty  and  proud  confessed  his  reign, 
And  Captain  JONES,  in  manners  and  mane, 

Was  deemed  a  genuine  lion. 

XVIII. 

And  the  Captain  revelled  early  and  late, 
At  the  balls  and  routs  of  the  rich  and  great, 
And  seemed  the  veriest  child  of  fetes, 

Though  merely  a  minion  of  pleasure; 
And  he  laughed  with  the  girls  in  merry  sport, 
And  paid  the  mammas  the  civilest  court, 
And  drank  their  wine,  whatever  the  sort, 
By  the  nautical  rule  of  '  Any  port ' 

You  may  add  the  rest  at  leisure. 

XIX. 

Miss  SUSAN  BROWN  was  a  dashing  girl 
As  ever  revolved  in  the  waltz's  whirl, 
Or  twinkled  a  foot  in  the  polka's  twirl, 
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By  the  glare  of  spermaceti ; 
And  SUSAN'S  form  was  trim  and  slight, 
And  her  beautiful  skin,  as  if  in  spite 
Of  her  dingy  name,  was  exceedingly  white, 
And  her  azure  eyes  were  '  sparkling  and  bright,' 

And  so  was  her  favourite  ditty. 

xx. 

And  SUSAN  BROWN  had  a  score  of  names, 
Like  the  very  voluminous  Mr.  JAMES 
(Who  got  at  the  Font  his  strongest  claims 

To  be  reckoned  a  Man  of  Letters) ; 
But  thinking  the  task  will  hardly  please 
Scholars  who've  taken  the  higher  degrees, 
To  be  set  repeating  their  A,  B,  C's, 
I  choose  to  reject  such  fetters  as  these, 

Though  merely  nominal  fetters. 

XXI. 

The  patronymical  name  of  the  maid 
Was  so  completely  overlaid 

With  a  long  prsenominal  cover, 
That  if  each  additional  proper  noun 
Was  laid  with  additional  emphasis  down, 
Miss  SUSAN  was  done  uncommonly  BROWN, 

The  moment  her  christ'ning  was  over  ! 

XXII. 

And  SUSAN  was  versed  in  modern  romance, 

In  the  Modes  of  MURRAY  and  Modes  of  France, 

And  had  learned  to  sing  and  learned  to  dance, 

In  a  style  decidedly  pretty ; 
And  SUSAN  was  versed  in  classical  lore, 
In  the  works  of  HORACE,  and  several  more 
Whose  opera  now  would  be  voted  a  bore 

By  the  lovers  of  DONIZETTI. 
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XXIII. 

And  SUSAN  was  rich.     Her  provident  sire 
Had  piled  the  dollars  up  higher  and  higher, 

By  dint  of  his  personal  labours, 
Till  he  reckoned  at  last  a  sufficient  amount 
To  be  counted  himself  a  man  of  account 

Among  his  affluent  neighbours. 

XXI V. 

By  force  of  careful  culture  alone 

Old  BROWN'S  estate  had  rapidly  grown 

A  plum  for  his  only  daughter  ; 
And,  after  all  the  fanciful  dreams 
Of  golden  fountains  and  golden  streams, 
The  sweat  of  patient  labour  seems 

The  true  Pactolian  water. 

xxv. 

And  while  your  theorist  worries  his  mind 
In  hopes  '  the  magical  stone'  to  find 

By  some  alchemical  gammon, 
Practical  people,  J)y  regular  knocks, 
Are  filling  their  '  pockets  full  of  rocks' 

From  the  golden  mountain  of  Mammon. 

XXVI. 

With  charms  like  these,  you  may  well  suppose 
Miss  SUSAN  BEOWN  had  plenty  of  beaux, 

Breathing  nothing  but  passion  ; 
And  twenty  sought  her  hand  to  gain, 
And  twenty  sought  her  hand  in  vain, 
Were  '  cut,'  and  didn't  '  come  again,' 

In  the  Ordinary  fashion. 

XXVII. 

Captain  JONES,  by  the  common  voice, 

At  length  was  voted  the  mau  of  her  choice, 
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And  she  his  favourite  fair  ; 
It  wasn't  the  Captain's  manly  face, 
His  native  sense,  nor  foreign  grace, 
That  took  her  heart  from  its  proper  place 
And  put  it  into  a  tenderer  case, 

But  his  beautiful  coal-black  hair  ! 

XXVIII. 

Sow  it  is,  icTiy  it  is,  none  can  tell, 
But  all  philosophers  know  full  well, 

Though  puzzled  about  the  action, 
That  of  all  the  forces  under  the  sun 
You  can  hardly  find  a  stronger  one 

Than  capillary  attraction. 

XXIX. 

The  locks  of  canals  are  strong  as  rocks ; 
And  wedlock  is  strong  as  a  banker's  box ; 
And  there's  strength  in  the  locks  a  Cockney  cocks 
At  innocent  birds,  to  give  himself  knocks  ; 
In  the  locks  of  safes,  and  those  safety  locks 

They  call  the  Permutation ; 
But  of  all  the  locks  that  ever  were  made 
In  Nature's  shops,  or  the  shops  of  trade, 

The  subtlest  combination 
Of  beauty  and  strength  is  found  in  those 
Which  grace  the  heads  of  belles  and  beaux 

In  every  civilized  nation. 

XXX. 

The  gossips  whispered  it  through  the  town, 
That '  Captain  JONES  loved  SUSAN  BKOWN  j* 

But,  speaking  with  due  precision, 
The  gossips'  tattle  was  out  of  joint, 
For  the  lady's  '  blunt'  was  the  only  point 

That  dazzled  the  lover's  vision. 
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XXXI. 

And  the  Captain  begged,  in  his  smoothest  tones, 
Miss  SUSAN  BKOWN  to  be  Mistress  JONES, — 
Flesh  of  his  flesh  and  bone  of  his  bones, 

Till  death  the  union  should  sever ; 
For  these  are  the  words  employed,  of  course, 
Though  Death  is  cheated  sometimes  by  Divorce, 
A  fact  which  gives  an  equivocal  force 

To  that  beautiful  phrase,  *  for  ever !' 

XXXII. 

And  SUSAN  sighed  the  conventional '  Nay' 

In  such  a  bewitching,  affirmative  way, 

The  Captain  perceived  'twas  the  feminine  '  Ay,' 

And  sealed  it  in  such  commotion, 
That  no  '  lip-service*  that  ever  was  paid 
To  the  ear  of  a  god,  or  the  cheek  of  a  maid, 

Looked  more  like  real  devotion. 

XXXIII. 

And  SUSAN'S  Mamma  made  an  elegant  fete, 
And  exhibited  all  the  family  plate 

In  honour  of  SUSAN'S  lover ; 
For  now  'twas  settled — another  trip 
Over  the  sea  in  his  merchant-ship, 

And  his  bachelor-ship  was  over. 

xxxiv. 

There  was  an  Alderman,  well  to  do, 
Who  was  fond  of  talking  about  vertu, 
And  had,  besides,  the  genuine  gout, 

If  one  might  credit  his  telling ; 
And  the  boast  was  true  beyond  a  doubt, 
If  he  had  only  pronounced  it  '  gout,' 

According  to  English  spelling ! 
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XXXV. 

A  crockery- merchant  of  great  parade, 
Always  boasting  of  having  made 
His  large  estate  in  the  China  trade ; 

Several  affluent  tanners ; 
A  lawyer,  whose  most  important  '  case' 
Was  that  which  kept  his  books  in  place  j 
His  wife,  a  lady  of  matchless  grace, 
Who  bought  her  form,  and  made  her  face, 

Who  plainly  borrowed  her  manners  j 

XXXVI. 

A  druggist ;  an  tmdevout  divine  ; 
A  banker,  who'd  got  as  rich  as  a  mine 
*  In  the  cotton  trade  and  sugar  line/ 

Along  the  Atlantic  border ; 
A  doctor,  fumbling  his  golden  seals  ; 
And  an  undertaker  close  at  his  heels, 

Quite  in  the  natural  order. 

XXXVII. 

People  of  rank,  and  people  of  wealth, 
Plethoric  people  in  delicate  health, 
(Who  fast  in  public,  and  feast  by  stealth/ 

And  people  slender  and  hearty, 
Flocked  in  so  fast,  'twas  plain  to  the  eye 
Of  any  observer  standing  by, 
That  party-spirit  was  running  high, 

And  this  was  the  popular  party. 

XXXVIII. 

To  tell  what  griefs  and  woes  betide 
The  hapless  world,  from  female  pride, 

Were  a  long  and  dismal  story  ; 
Alas  for  SUSAN  and  womankind  ! 
A  sudden  ambition  seized  her  mind, 

In  the  height  of  her  party- glory, 
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XXXIX. 

To  pique  a  group  of  laughing  girls 
Who  stood  admiring  the  Captain's  curls, 

She  formed  the  resolution 
To  get  a  lock  of  her  lover's  hair, 
In  the  gaze  of  the  guests  assembled  there, 
By  some  expedient,  foul  or  fair, 

Before  the  party's  conclusion. 

XL. 

*  Only  a  lock,  dear  Captain, — no  more, 
"  A  lock  for  memory,"  I  implore !' 

But  JONES,  the  gayest  of  quizzers, 
Eeplied,  as  he  gave  his  eye  a  cock, 
'  'Tis  a  treacherous  memory  needs  a  lock,' 

And  dodged  the  envious  scissors. 

XLI. 

Alas,  that  Susan  couldn't  refrain, 
In  her  zeal  the  precious  lock  to  gain, 
From  laying  her  hand  on  the  lion's  mane ! 

To  see  the  cruel  mocking, 
And  hear  the  short,  affected  cough, 
The  general  titter,  and  chuckle,  and  scoff, 
When  the  Captain  s  Patent  Wig  came  off, 

Was  really  dreadfully  shocking. 

XLII. 

Of  SUSAN'S  swoon,  the  tale  is  told, 
That  long  before  her  earthly  mould 

Eegained  its  ghostly  tenant, 
Her  luckless,  wigless,  loveless  lover, 
Was  on  the  sea,  and  '  half-seas-over,' 
Dreaming  that  some  piratical  rover 

Had  carried  away  his  Pennant ! 
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THE  DOG-DAYS. 

"  Hot !  hot !— all  piping  hot."— City  Cries. 

HEAVEN  help  us  all  in  these  terrific  days  ! 

The  burning  sun  upon  the  earth  is  pelting 
With  his  directest,  fiercest,  hottest  rays, 

And  everything  is  melting. 

Fat  men,  infatuate,  fan  the  stagnant  air, 
In  rash  essay  to  cool  their  inward  glowing, 

While  with  each  stroke,  in  dolorous  despair, 
They  feel  the  fever  growing. 

The  lean  and  lathy  find  a  fate  as  hard  ; 

For,  all  a-dry,  they  burn  like  any  tinder 
Beneath  the  solar  blaze,  till  withered,  charred, 

And  crisped  away  to  cinder. 

E'en  Stoics  now  are  in  the  melting  mood, 
And  vestal  cheeks  are  most  unseemly  florid ; 

The  very  zone  that  girts  the  frigid  prude 
Is  now  intensely  torrid. 

The  dogs  lie  lolling  in  the  deepest  shade ; 

The  pigs  are  all  a-wallow  in  the  gutters, 
And  not  a  household  creature — cat  or  maid, 

But  querulously  mutters. 

'  'Tis  dreadful,  dreadful  hot !'  exclaims  each  one 

Unto  his  sweating,  sweltering,  roasting  neighbour, 

Then  mops  his  brow,  and  sighs,  as  he  had  done 
A  quite  herculean  labour. 
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And  friends  who  pass  each  other  in  the  town 
Say  no  good-morrows  when  they  come  together, 

But  only  mutter,  with  a  dismal  frown, 
*  What  horrid,  horrid  weather !' 

While  prudent  mortals  curb  with  strictest  care 
All  vagrant  curs,  it  seems  the  queerest  puzzle 

The  Dog-star  rages  rabid  through  the  air, 
Without  the  slightest  muzzle. 

But  Jove  is  wise  and  equal  in  his  sway, 

Howe'er  it  seems  to  clash  with  human  reason : 

His  fiery  dogs  will  soon  have  had  their  day, 
And  men  shall  have  a  season. 
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ON  AEECENT  CLASSIC  CONTROVERSY.* 

AN   EPIGEAM. 

NAY,  marvel  not  to  see  these  scholars  fight, 
In  brave  disdain  of  certain  scath  and  scar  j 

'Tis  but  the  genuine  old  Hellenic  spite, — 

'  When  Greek  meets  Greek,  then  comes  the  tug  of 
war.' 

AXOTHEB. 

QUOTH  David  to  Daniel,  *  Why  is  it  these  scholars 
Abuse  one  another  whenever  they  speak  ?' 

Quoth  Daniel  to  David,  '  It  nat'rally  toilers, 

Folks  come  to  hard  words  if  they  meddle  with 
Greek!' 

*  Regarding   Telegram    or  Telegraph,  Tweedledum    and 
Tweedledee,  I  mean. 


THE  GHOST-PLAYER. 

A   BALLAD. 

GOODWIN  was  an  actor-man, 
Old  Drury's  pride  and  boast 
In  all  the  light  and  sprite-ly  parts, 
Especially  the  Ghost. 

Now  Tom  was  very  fond  of  drink, 

Of  almost  every  sort, 
Comparative  and  positive, 

From  porter  up  to  port. 

But  grog,  like  grief,  is  fatal  stuff 

For  any  man  to  sup ; 
For  when  it  fails  to  pull  him  down, 

It's  sure  to  blow  him  up. 

And  so  it  fared  with  ghostly  Tom, 
Who  day  by  day  was  seen 

A-swelling,  till  (as  lawyers  say) 
He  fairly  lost  his  lean. 

At  length  the  manager  observed 
He'd  better  leave  his  post, 

And  said  he  played  the  very  deuce 
Whene'er  he  played  the  Ghost, 
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'Twas  only  t'other  night  he  saw 

A  fellow  swing  his  hat, 
And  heard  him  cry,  '  By  all  the  gods ! 

The  Ghost  is  getting  fat !' 

'Twould  never  do,  the  case  was  plain 

His  eyes  he  couldn't  shut ; 
Ghosts  shouldn't  make  the  people  laugh, 

And  Tom  was  quite  a  butt. 

Tom's  actor  iriends  said  ne'er  a  word 

To  cheer  his  drooping  heart ; 
Though  more  than  one  was  burning  up 

With  zeal  to  '  take  his  part.' 

Tom  argued  very  plausibly; 

He  said  he  didn't  doubt 
That  Hamlet's  father  drank  and  grew, 

In  years,  a  little  stout. 

And  so,  'twas  natural,  he  said, 

And  quite  a  proper  plan, 
To  have  his  spirit  represent 

A  portly  sort  of  man. 

'Twas  all  in  vain :  the  manager 

Said  he  was  not  in  sport, 
And,  like  a  gen'ral,  bade  poor  Tom 

Surrender  up  hia  forte. 

He'd  do  perhaps  in  heavy  parts, 

Might  answer  for  a  monk, 
Or  porter  to  the  elephant, 

To  carry  round  his  trunk; 
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But  in  the  Ghost  his  day  was  past, — 
He'd  never  do  for  that ; 

A  Ghost  might  just  as  well  be  dead 
As  plethoric  and  fat. 

Alas !  next  day  poor  Tom  was  found 

As  stiff  as  any  post ; 
For  he  had  lost  his  character, 

And  given  up  the  Ghost. 


ON  AN  ILL-KEAD  LAWYER. 

AN    EPIGEAM. 

AN  idle  attorney  besought  a  brother 

For  *  something  to  read — some  novel  or  other 

That  was  really  fresh  and  new.' 
*  Take  Chitty  !'  replied  his  legal  friend, 
'  There  isn't  a  book  that  I  could  lend 

Would  prove  more  "  novel"  to  you !' 
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A  BENEDICT'S  APPEAL  TO  A 
BACHELOR. 

"  Double !  double !" — Shakspeare. 

I. 

DEAR  CHARLES,  be  persuaded  to  wed, — 

For  a  sensible  fellow  like  you, 
It's  high  time  to  think  of  a  bed, 

And  muffins  and  coffee  for  two ! 
So  have  done  with  your  doubt  and  delaying, — 

With  a  soul  so  adapted  to  mingle, 
No  wonder  the  neighbours  are  saying 

'Tis  singular  you  should  be  single ! 

II. 

Don't  say  that  you  haven't  got  time, — 

That  business  demands  your  attention, — 
There's  not  the  least  reason  nor  rhyme 

In  the  wisest  excuse  you  can  mention. 
Don't  tell  me  about  '  other  fish,' — 

Your  duty  is  done  when  you  buy  'em, — 
And  you  never  will  relish  the  dish, 

Unless  you've  a  woman  to  fry  'em ! 

III. 

Don't  listen  to  querulous  stories 

By  desperate  damsels  related, 
Who  sneer  at  connubial  glories, 

Because  they've  known  couples  mismated. 

0 2 
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Such  people,  if  they  had  their  pleasure, 
Because  silly  bargains  are  made, 

Would  deem  it  a  rational  measure 
To  lay  an  embargo  on  trade ! 

IV. 

You  may  dream  of  poetical  fame, 

But  your  wishes  may  chance  to  miscarry, — 
The  best  way  of  sending  one's  name 

To  posterity,  Charles,  is  to  marry  I 
And  here  I  am  willing  to  own, 

After  soberly  thinking  upon  it, 
I'd  very  much  rather  be  known 

For  a  beautiful  son,  than  a  sonnet ! 

v. 

To  Procrastination  be  deaf, — 

(A  homily  sent  from  abov7e,) — 
The  scoundrel's  not  only  '  the  thief 

Of  time/  but  of  beauty  and  love  ! 
0  delay  not  one  moment  to  win 

A  ];;  !ze  that  is  truly  worth  winning,-— 
Celibacy,  Charles,  is  a  sin,  , 

And  sadly  prolific  of  sinning ! 

VI. 

Then  pray  bid  your  doubting  good-by, 

And  dismiss  all  fantastic  alarms, — 
I'll  be  sworn  you've  a  girl  in  your  eye 

'Tis  your  duty  to  have  in  your  arms ! 
Some  trim  little  maiden  of  twenty, 

A  beautiful,  azure- eyed  elf, 
With  virtues  and  graces  in  plenty, 

And  no  failing  but  loving  yourself  I 


A  BENEDICT'S  APPEAL  TO  A  BACHELOR.   69 

VII. 

Don't  search  for  'an  angel'  a  minute; 

For  granting  you  win  in  the  sequel, 
The  deuce,  after  all,  would  be  in  it, 

With  a  union  so  very  unequal. 
The  angels,  it  must  be  confessed, 

In  this  world  are  rather  uncommon ; 
And  allow  me,  dear  Charles,  to  suggest 

You'll  be  better  content  with  a  woman  " 

VIII. 

I  could  furnish  a  bushel  of  reasons 

For  choosing  a  conjugal  mate, — 
It  agrees  with  all  climates  and  seasons, 

And  gives  you  a  '  double  estate !' 
To  one's  parents  'tis  (gratefully)  due, — 

Just  think  what  a  terrible  thing 
'Twould  have  been,  sir,  for  me  and  for  you, 

If  ours  had  forgotten  the  ring ! 

IX. 

Then  there's  the  economy — clear, 

By  poetical  algebra  shown, — 
If  your  wife  has  a  grief  or  a  fear, 

One  half,  by  the  law,  in  your  own  ! 
And  as  to  the  joys — by  division, 

They  're  nearly  quadrupled,  'tis  said 
(Though  I  never  could  see  the  addition 

Quite  plain  in  the  item  of  bread). 

x. 

Remember,  I  do  not  pretend 

There's  anything  '  perfect'  about  it, 

But  this  I'll  aver  to  the  end, 
Life's  very  imperfect  without  it  ! 
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'Tis  not  that  there's  '  poetry'  in  it, — 
As,  doubtless,  there  may  be  to  those 

Endowed  with  a  genius  to  win  it, — 
But  I'll  warrant  you  excellent  prose ! 

XI. 

Then,  Charles,  be  persuaded  to  wed, — 

For  a  sensible  fellow  like  you, 
It's  high  time  to  think  of  a  bed, 

And  muffins  and  coffee  for  two ; 
So  have  done  with  your  doubt  and  delaying, — 

With  a  soul  so  adapted  to  mingle, 
No  wonder  the  neighbours  are  saying, 

'Tis  singular  you  should  be  single ! 
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BOYS. 

'  THE  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man,' — • 
The  most  perplexing  one,  no  doubt,  is  woman, 
The  subtlest  study  that  the  mind  can  scan, 
Of  all  deep  problems,  heavenly  or  human ! 

But  of  all  studies  in  the  round  of  learning, 
From  nature's  marvels  down  to  human  toys, 
To  minds  well  fitted  for  acute  discerning, 
The  very  queerest  one  is  that  of  boys  ! 

If  to  ask  questions  that  would  puzzle  Plato, 
And  all  the  schoolmen  of  the  Middle  Age — • 
If  to  make  precepts  worthy  of  old  Cato, 
Be  deemed  philosophy — your  boy's  a  sage ! 

If  the  possession  of  a  teeming  fancy, 
(Although,  forsooth,  the  younker  doesn't  know  it,) 
Which  he  can  use  in  rarest  necromancy, 
Be  thought  poetical,  your  boy's  a  poet ! 

If  a  strong  will  and  most  courageous  bearing, 
If  to  be  cruel  as  the  Roman  Nero  ; 
If  all  that's  chivalrous,  arid  all  that's  daring, 
Can  make  a  hero,  then  the  boy's  a  hero ! 

But  changing  soon  with  his  increasing  stature, 
The  boy  is  lost  in  manhood's  riper  age, 
And  with  him  goes  his  former  triple  nature— 
No  longer  Poet,  Hero,  now,  nor  Sage ! 


WOMAN'S  WILL. 

AN   EPIGKAM. 

MEN  dying  make  their  wills — but  wives 

Escape  a  work  so  sad; 
Why  should  they  make  what  all  their  lives 

The  gentle  dames  have  had  ? 
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THE  COLD-WATER  MAN. 

A  BALLAD. 

IT  was  an  honest  fisherman, 
I  knew  him  passing  well,— 

And  he  lived  by  a  little  pond, 
Within  a  little  dell. 

A  grave  and  quiet  man  was  he, 
Who  loved  his  hook  and  rod,— 

So  even  ran  his  line  of  life, 

His  neighbours  thought  it  odd. 

For  science  and  for  books,  he  said 

He  never  had  a  wish, 
No  school  to  him  was  worth  a  fig, 

Except  a  school  of  fish. 

He  ne'er  aspired  to  rank  or  wealth, 

Nor  cared  about  a  name, — 
For  though  much  famed  for  fish  was  he, 

He  never  fished  for  fame  ! 

Let  others  bend  their  necks  at  sight 

Of  Fashion's  gilded  wheels, 
He  ne'er  had  learned  the  art  to  '  bob* 

For  anything  but  eels  ! 

A  cunning  fisherman  was  he, 

His  angles  all  were  right ; 
The  smallest  nibble  at  his  bait 

Was  sure  to  prove  a  '  bite !' 
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All  day  this  fisherman  would  sit 

Upon  an  ancient  log, 
And  gaze  into  the  water,  like 

Some  sedentary  frog ; 

With  all  the  seeming  innocence, 
And  that  unconscious  look, 

That  other  people  often  wear 
When  they  intend  to  '  hook !' 

To  charm  the  fish  he  never  spoke  — 
Although  his  voice  was  fine, 

He  found  the  most  convenient  way 
Was  just  to  drop  a  line. 

And  many  a  gudgeon  of  the  pond, 
If  they  could  speak  to-day, 

Would  own,  with  grief,  this  angler  had 
A  mighty  taking  way. 

Alas  !  one  day  this  fisherman 
Had  taken  too  much  grog, 

And  being  but  a  landsman,  too, 
He  couldn't  keep  the  log. 

'Twas  all  in  vain  with  might  and  main 
He  strove  to  reach  the  shore ; 

Down — down  he  went  to  feed  the  fish 
He'd  baited  oft  before. 

The  jury  gave  their  verdict  that 
'Twas  nothing  else  but  gin 

Had  caused  the  fisherman  to  be 
So  sadly  taken  in  j 
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Though  one  stood  out  upon  a  whim, 
And  said  the  angler's  slaughter, 

To  be  exact  about  the  fact, 
Was,  clearly,  gin-and-wafer  / 

The  moral  of  this  mournful  tale 

To  all  is  plain  and  clear, 
That  drinking  habits  bring  a  man 

Too  often  to  his  bier  ; 

And  he  who  scorns  to  '  take  the  pledge/ 

And  keep  the  promise  fast, 
May  be,  in  spite  of  fate,  a  stiff 

Cold-water  man  at  last  I 


ON  AN  UGLY  PERSON  SITTING  FOR  A 
DAGUERREOTYPE. 


AX    EPIGEAil. 


HERE  Nature  in  her  glass — the  wanton  elf — 
Sits  gravely  making  faces  at  herself; 
And,  while  she  scans  each  clumsy  feature  o'er, 
Eepeats  the  blunders  that  she  made  before. 
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A  COLLEGE  EEMINISCENCE. 

ADDRESSED    TO    THOMAS   B.   THORPE,   ESQ.,    OP  NEW 
ORLEANS. 

DEAR  TOM,  have  you  forgot  the  day 
When,  long  ago,  we  used  to  stray 

Among  the  'Haddams?' 
Where,  in  the  mucky  road,  a  man 
(The  road  was  built  on  Adam's  plan, 

And  not  McAdam's,) 

Went  down — down — down,  one  stormy  night, 
And  disappeared  from  human  sight, 

All  save  his  hat, — 
Which  raised  in  sober  minds  a  sense 
Of  some  mysterious  Providence 

In  sparing  that  ? 

I  think  'twill  please  you,  Tom,  to  hear 
The  man  who  in  that  night  of  fear 

Went  down  terrestrial, 
Worked  out  a  passage  like  a  miner, 
\nd,  pricking  through  somewhere  in  China, 

Came  up  Celestial. 

A.h  !  those  were  memorable  times, 
And  worth  embalming  in  my  rhymes, 

When,  at  the  summons 
Of  chapel  bell,  we  left  our  sport 
For  lessons  most  uncommon  short, 

Or  shorter  commons. 


A   COLLEGE  EEMINISCENCE.  77 

I  mind  me,  Tom,  you  often  drew 
Nice  portraits,  and  exceeding  true — 

To  your  intention ! 
The  most  impracticable  faces 
Discovered  unsuspected  graces, 

By  your  invention. 

On  brainless  heads  the  finest  bumps 
(Erected  by  your  pencil-thumps) 

Were  plainly  seen ; 
Your  Yankees  all  were  very  Greek, 
Unchosen  aunts  grew  '  choice  antique/ 

And  blues  turned  green. 


The  swarthy  suddenly  were  fair, 
And  yellow  changed  to  auburn  hair 

Or  sunny  flax ; 

And  people  very  thin  and  flat, 
Like  Aldermen,  grew  round  and  fat 

On  canvas-backs. 

I  well  remember  all  your  art 

To  make  the  best  of  every  part,— 

I  am  certain  no  man 
Could  better  coax  a  wrinkle  out, 
Or  elevate  a  lowly  snout, 

Or  snub  a  Roman. 


Young  gentlemen  with  leaden  eyes 
Stared  wildly  out  on  lowering  skies, 

Quite  Corsair- fashion ; 
And  greenish  orbs  got  very  blue, 
And  linsey-woolsey  maidens  grew 

Almost  Circassian. 
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And  many  an  ancient  maiden  aunt 
As  lean  and  lank  as  John  0' Gaunt, 

Or  even  lanker, 

By  art  transformed  and  newly  drest, 
Could  boast  for  once  as  full  a  chest 

As — any  banker. 

Ah!  we  were  jolly  youngsters  then, 
But  now  we're  sober-sided  men, 

Half  through  life's  journey ; 
And  you've  turned  author,  Tom,  I  hear,— 
And  I — you'll  think  it  very  queer- 
Have  turned  attorney ! 

Heaven  bless  you,  Tom,  in  house  and  heart ! 
(That  we  should  live  so  far  apart 

Is  much  a  pity,) 

And  may  you  multiply  your  name, 
And  have  a  very  *  crescent'  fame, 

Just  like  your  city. 


FAMILY  QUARRELS. 

AN   EPIGBAM. 

•  A  FOOL/  said  Jeanette,  '  is  a  creature  I  hate !' 
'  But  hating,'  quoth  John,  '  is  immoral  j 

Besides,  my  dear  girl,  it's  a  terrible  fate 
To  be  found  in  a  family  quarrel.' 
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SONNET  TO  A  CLAM. 

Dum  tacent  cJamant. 

INGLORIOUS  friend  !  most  confident  I  am 

Thy  life  is  one  of  very  little  ease ; 

Albeit  men  mock  tliee  with  their  similes, 
And  prate  of  being  '  happy  as  a  clam  !' 
What  though  thy  shell  protects  thy  fragile  head 

From  the  sharp  bailiffs  of  the  briny  sea  ? 

Thy  valves  are,  sure,  no  safety-valves  to  thee 
While  rakes  are  free  to  desecrate  thy  bed, 
And  bear  thee  off, — as  foemen  take  their  spoil,— 

Far  from  thy  friends  and  family  to  roam ; 

Forced,  like  a  Hessian,  from  thy  native  home, 
To  meet  destruction  in  a  foreign  broil ! 

Though  thou  art  tender,  yet  thy  humble  bard 

Declares,  0  clam !  thy  case  is  shocking  hard, 


80 


A  SEASONABLE  PETITION. 

You  say,  dearest  girl,  you  esteem  me, 

And  hint  of  respectful  regard, 
And  I'm  certain  it  wouldn't  beseem  me 

Such  an  excellent  gift  to  discard. 
But  even  the  Graces,  you'll  own, 

Would  lose  half  their  beauty  apart,— 
And  Esteem,  when  she  stands  all  alone, 

Looks  most  unbecomingly  tart. 
So  grant  me,  dear  girl,  this  petition  : — 

If  Esteem  e'er  again  should  come  hither, 
Just  to  keep  her  in  cheerful  condition, 

Let  Love  come  in  company  with  her. 
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GUNEOPATHY. 

I  SAW  a  lady  yesterday, 

A  regular  M.D., 
Who'd  taken  from  the  Faculty 

Her  medical  degree  ; 
Arid  I  thought,  if  ever  I  was  sick, 

My  doctor  she  should  be. 

I  pity  the  deluded  man 

Who  foolishly  consults 
Another  man,  in  hopes  to  find 

Such  magical  results 
As  when  a  pretty  woman  lays 

Her  hand  upon  his  pulse. 

I  had  a  strange  disorder  once, 

A  kind  of  chronic  chill, 
That  all  the  doctors  in  the  town, 

With  all  their  vaunted  skill, 
Could  never  cure,  I'm  very  sure, 

With  powder  nor  with  pill. 

I  don't  know  what  they  called  it, 
In  their  pompous  terms  of  Art, 

ITor  if  they  thought  it  mortal 
In  such  a  vital  part, — 

I  only  know  'twas  reckoned 

'  Something  icy  round  the  heart.' 

G 
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A  lady  came — her  presence  brought 

The  blood  into  my  ears  ; 
She  took  my  hand — and  something  like 

A  fever  now  appears  ! 
Great  Galen ! — I  was  all  aglow, 

Though  I'd  been  cold  for  years. 

Perhaps  it  isn't  every  case 
That's  fairly  in  her  reach, 

But  should  I  e'er  be  ill  again, 
I.  fervently  beseech 

That  I  may  have,  for  life  or  death, 
A  lady  for  my  '  leech  1' 
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A  PHILOSOPHICAL  QUEEY. 

TO . 

IF  Virtue  be  measured  by  what  we  resist, 

When  against  Inclination  we  strive, 
You  and  I  have  been  proved,  we  may  fairly  insist, 

The  most  virtuous  mortals  alive  ! 
Now  Virtue,  we  know,  is  the  brightest  of  pearls, 

But  as  Pleasure  is  hard  of  evasion, 
Should  we  envy,  or  pity,  the  stoical  churla 

Who  never  have  known  a  temptation  ? 
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COMIC  MISERIES. 

i. 

MY  dear  young  friend,  whose  shining  wit 

Sets  all  the  room  ablaze, 
Don't  think  yourself  '  a  happy  dog,' 

For  all  your  merry  ways  ; 
But  learn  to  wear  a  sober  pli:z, 

Be  stupid,  if  you  can, 
It's  such  a  very  serious  thing 

To  be  a  funny  man. 

II. 

You're  at  an  evening  party,  with 

A  group  of  pleasant  .folks, — 
You  venture  quietly  to  crack 

The  least  of  little  jokes  : 
A  lady  doesn't  catch  the  point, 

And  begs  you  to  explain, — 
Alas  for  one  who  drops  a  jest 

And  takes  it  up  again  ! 

in. 

You're  talking  deep  philosophy 

With  very  special  force, 
To  edify  a  clergyman 

With  suitable  discourse : 
You  think  you've  got  him — when  he  calls 

A  friend  across  the  way, 
4nd  begs  you'll  say  that  funny  thing 

You  said  the  other  day. 
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IV. 

You  drop  a  pretty  jeu-de-mot 

Into  a  neighbour's  ears, 
Who  likes  to  give  you  credit  for 

The  clever  thing  he  hears  ; 
And  so  he  hawks  your  jest  about, 

The  old,  authentic  one, 
Just  breaking  off  the  point  of  it, 

And  leaving  out  the  pun. 

v. 

By  sudden  change  in  politics, 

Or  sadder  change  in  Polly, 
You  lose  your  love,  or  loaves,  and  fall 

A  prey  to  melancholy, 
While  everybody  marvels  why 

Your  mirth  is  under  ban, — 
They  think  your  very  grief  *  a  joke,* 

You're  such  a  funny  man. 

VI. 

You  follow  up  a  stylish  card 

That  bids  you  come  and  dine, 
And  bring  along  your  freshest  wife 

(To  pay  for  musty  wine) ; 
You're  looking  very  dismal,  when 

My  lady  bounces  in, 
And  wonders  what  you're  thinking  of, 

And  why  you  clon't  begin. 

VII. 

You're  telling  to  a  knot  of  friends 

A  fancy-tale  of  woes 
That  cloud  your  matrimonial  sky, 

And  banish  all  repose, — 
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A  solemn  lady  overhears 

The  story  of  your  strife, 
And  tells  the  town  the  pleasant  news  : — 

You  quarrel  with  your  wife. 

VIII. 

My  dear  young  friend,  whose  shining  wit 

Sets  all  the  room  ablaze, 
Don't  think  yourself  '  a  happy  dog,' 

For  all  }rour  merry  ways ; 
But  learn  to  wear  a  sober  phiz, 

Be  stupid,  if  you  can, 
It's  such  a  very  serious  thing- 

To  be  a  funny  man! 
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THE  OLD  CHAPEL  BELL. 

A   BALLAD.* 

WITHIN  a  churchyard's  sacred  ground, 

Whose  fading  tablets  tell 
Where  they  who  built  the  village  church 

la  solemn  silence  dwell, 
Half  hidden  in  the  earth,  there  lies 

An  ancient  Chapel  Bell. 

Broken,  decayed,  and  covered  o'er 
With  mouldering  leaves  and  rust ; 

Its  very  name  and  date  concealed 
Beneath  a  cankering  crust ; 

Forgotten — like  its  early  friends, 
Who  sleep  in  neighbouring  dust. 

Yet  it  was  once  a  trusty  Bell, 

Of  most  sonorous  lung, 
And  many  a  joyous  wedding-peal 

And  many  a  knell  had  rung, 
Ere  Time  had  cracked  its  brazen  sides, 

And  broke  its  iron  tongue. 

*  This  ballad  is  a  paraphrase  of  a  beautiful  prose  talo 
•written  by  Mrs.  ALICE  B.  NEAL,  and  published  anonymously, 
several  years  ago,  as  a  translation  '  from  the  German.'  The 
story  is  so  exceedingly  Germanesque  in  its  style  and  spirit, 
that  the  best  scholars  in  the  country  did  not  suspect  its 
American  origin  until  the  fact  was  recently  disclosed  by  the 
gifted  authoress. 
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And  many  a  youthful  heart  had  danced 

In  merry  Christmas-time, 
To  hear  its  pleasant  roundelay, 

Sung  out  in  ringing  rhyme  ; 
And  many  a  worldly  thought  been  checked 

To  list  its  Sabbath  chime. 

A  youth — a  bright  and  happy  boy — 

One  sultry  summer's  day, 
Aweary  of  his  bat  and  ball, 

Chanced  hitherward  to  stray, 
To  read  a  little  book  he  had, 

And  rest  him  from  his  play. 

'A  soft  and  shady  spot  is  this  !' 

The  rosy  youngster  cried, 
And  sat  him  down,  beneath  a  tree, 

That  ancient  Bell  beside  ; 
(But  hidden  in  the  tangled  grass, 

The  Bell  he  ne'er  espied.) 

Anon,  a  mist  fell  on  his  book, 

The  letters  seemed  to  stir, 
And  though,  full  oft,  his  flagging  sight 

The  boy  essayed  to  spur, 
The  mazy  page  was  quickly  lost 

Beneath  a  cloudy  blur. 

And  while  he  marvelled  much  at  this, 
And  wondered  how  it  came, 

He  felt  a  languor  creeping  o'er 
His  young  and  weary  frame, 

And  heard  a  voice,  a  gentle  voice, 
That  plainly  spoke  his  name. 
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That  gentle  voice  that  named  his  name 

Entranced  him  like  a  spell, 
Upon  his  ear  so  very  near 

And  suddenly  it  fell, 
Yet  soft  and  musical,  as  'twere 

The  whisper  of  a  bell. 

*  Since  last  I  spoke,'  the  voice  began, 

'  Seems  many  a  dreary  year  ! 
(Albeit,  'tis  only  since  thy  birth 

I've  lain  neglected  here  !) 
Pray  list,  while  I  rehearse  a  tale 

Behoves  thee  much  to  hear. 


'"  Once,  from  yon  ivied  tower,  I  watched 

The  villagers  around, 
And  gave  to  all  their  joys  and  griefs 

A  sympathetic  sound, — 
But  most  are  sleeping,  now,  within 

This  consecrated  ground. 

I  used  to  ring  my  merriest  peal 
To  hail  the  blushing  bride  ; 

I  sadly  tolled  for  men  cut  down 
In  strength  and  manly  pride ; 

And  solemnly, — not  mournfully, — 
When  little  children  died. 


'  But,  chief,  my  duty  was  to  bid 

The  villagers  repair, 
On  each  returning  Sabbath  morn, 

Unto  the  House  of  Prayer, 
And  in  his  own  appointed  place 

The  Saviour's  mercy  share. 
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'  All !  well  I  mind  me  of  a  child, 

A  gleesome,  happy  maid, 
Who  came,  with  constant  step,  to  church, 

In  comely  garb  arrayed, 
And  knelt  her  down  full  solemnly, 

And  penitently  prayed. 

'  And  oft,  when  church  was  done,  I  marked 

That  little  maiden  near 
This  pleasant  spot,  with  book  in  hand, 

As  you  are  sitting  here, — 
She  read  the  Story  of  the  Cross, 

And  wept  with  grief  sincere. 

*  Years  rolled  away — and  I  beheld 
The  child  to  woman  grown  ; 

Her  cheek  was  fairer,  and  her  eye 
With  brighter  lustre  shone  ; 

Lut  childhood's  truth  and  innocence 
Were  still  the  maiden's  own. 


*  I  never  rang  a  merrier  peal 
Than  when,  a  joyous  bride, 

She  stood  beneath  the  sacred  porch, 
A  noble  youth  beside, 

And  plighted  him  her  maiden  troth, 
In  maiden  love  and  pride. 

'  I  never  tolled  a  deeper  knell, 
Than  when,  in  after  years, 

They  laid  her  in  the  churchyard  here, 
Where  this  low  mound  appears — 

(The  very  grave,  my  boy,  that  you 
Are  watering  now  with  tears !) 
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'  It  is  thy  mother  !  gentle  boy, 
That  claims  this  tale  of  mine,-— 

Thou  art  a  flower  whose  fatal  birth 
Destroyed  the  parent  vine  ! 

A  precious  flower  art  thou,  my  child,  — 
LTVES  "WEEE  GIVEX  FOR 


'  One  was  thy  sainted  mother's,  when 
She  gave  thee  mortal  birth  ; 

And  one  thy  Saviour's,  when  in  death 
He  shook  the  solid  earth  ; 

Go  !  boy,  and  live  as  may  befit 
Thy  life's  exceeding  worth  !' 

The  boy  awoke,  as  from  a  dream, 
And,  thoughtful,  looked  around, 

But  nothing  saw,  save  at  his  feet 
His  mother's  lowly  mound, 

Arid  by  its  side  that  ancient  Bell, 
Half  hidden  in  the  ground  1 


THE  LADY  ANN. 

A  BALLAD. 

'  SHE'LL  soon  be  here,  the  Lady  Ann, 

The  children  cried  in  glee  ; 
'  She  always  comes  at  four  o'clock, 

And  now  it's  striking  three.' 

At  stroke  of  four  the  lady  came, 

A  lady  passing  fair ; 
And  she  sat  arid  gazed  adown  the  road, 

With  a  long  and  eager  stare. 

'  The  mail !  the  mail !'  the  idlers  cried, 
At  sight  of  a  coach-and-four ; 

'  The  mail !  the  mail !'  and  at  the  word, 
The  coach  was  at  the  door. 

Up  sprang  in  haste  the  Lady  Ann, 
And  marked  with  anxious  eye 

The  travellers,  who,  one  by  one, 
Were  slowly  passing  by. 

'  Alack !  alack !'  the  lady  cried, 

'  He  surely  named  to-day  ; 
He'll  come  to-morrow,  then,'  she  sighed, 

And,  turning,  strolled  away. 

*  'Tis  passing  odd,  upon  my  word/ 

The  landlord  now  began  ; 
'  A  strange  romance — that  woman,  Sirs, 

Is  called  the  Lady  Ann. 
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'  She  dwells  hard  by  upon  the  hill, 

The  widow  of  Sir  John, 
Who  died  abroad,  come  August  next, 

Just  twenty  years  agone. 

'  A  hearty  neighbour,  Sirs,  was  he, 

A  bold,  true-hearted  man  ; 
And  a  fonder  pair  were  seldom  seen 

Than  he  and  Lady  Ann. 

*  They  scarce  had  been  a  twelvemonth  wed, 

When — ill  betide  the  day — 
Sir  JOHN  was  called  to  go  in  haste 
Some  hundred  miles  away. 

'  Ne'er  lovers  in  the  fairy  tales 

A  truer  love  could  boast ; 
And  many  were  the  gentle  words 

That  came  and  went  by  post. 

'  A  month  or  more  had  passed  away, 

When  by  the  post  came  down 
The  joyous  news  that  such  a  day 

Sir  John  would  be  in  town. 

c  Full  gleesome  was  the  Lady  Ann 

To  read  the  welcome  word, 
And  promptly  at  the  hour  she  came, 

To  meet  her  wedded  lord. 

*  Alas  !  alas !  he  came  not  back, 

There  only  came  instead 
A  mournful  message  by  the  post, 
That  good  Sir  John  was  dead  ! 
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'  One  piercing  shriek,  and  Lady  Aim 
Had  swooned  upon  the  floor : 

Good  Sirs,  it  was  a  fearful  grief 
That  gentle  lady  bore. 

'  We  raise  her  up ;  her  ebbing  life 

Begins  again  to  flow ; 
She  mutters  wildly  to  herself, — 

Her  wits  are  gone,  we  know. 

'  A  strange  forgetfulness  came  o'er 
Her  sad,  bewildered  mind, 

And  to  the  grief  that  drove  her  mad 
Her  memory  was  blind. 

'  Ah  !  since  that  hour  she  little  wots 
Full  twenty  years  are  fled ; 

She  little  wots,  poor  Lady  Ann, 
Her  wedded  lord  is  dead. 

'  But  each  returning  day  she  deems 
The  day  he  fixed  to  come ; 

And  ever  at  the  wonted  hour 
She's  here  to  greet  him  home. 

1  And  when  the  coach  is  at  the  door 

She  marks  with  eager  eye 
The  travellers,  as  one  by  one 

They're  slowly  passing  by. 

'  "  Alack  !"  she  cries,  in  plaintive  tone, 
"  He  surely  named  to-day  ! 

He'll  come  to-morrow,  then,"  she  sighs, 
And,  turning,  strolls  away.' 


GIRLHOOD. 

WITH  rosy  cheeks,  and  merry-dancing  curls, 

And  eyes  of  tender  light, 
0,  very  beautiful  are  little  girls, 

And  goodly  to  the  sight. 

Here  comes  a  group  to  seek  my  lonely  bower, 

Ere  waning  Autumn  dies  : 
How  like  the  dew-drops  on  a  drooping  flower 

Are  smiles  from  gentle  eyes  ! 

What  beaming  gladness  lights  each  fairy  face 

The  while  the  elves  advance, 
Now  speeding  swiftly  in  a  gleesome  race, 

Now  whirling  in  a  dance. 

What  heavenly  pleasure  o'er  the  spirit  rolls, 

When  all  the  air  along 
Floats  the  sweet  music  of  untainted  souls, 

In  bright,  unsullied  song. 

The  sacred  nymphs  that  guard  this  sylvan  ground, 

May  sport  unseen  with  these, 
And  joy  to  hear  their  ringing  laugh  resound 

Among  the  clustering  trees. 

With  rosy  cheeks,  and  merry- dancing  curls, 

And  eyes  of  tender  light, 
0,  very  beautiful  are  little  girls, 

And  goodly  to  the  sight. 
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BEREAVEMENT. 

A   SONNET. 

NAY,  weep  not,  dearest,  though  the  child  be  dead  j 

He  lives  again  in  Heaven's  unclouded  life, 
With  other  angels  that  have  early  fled 

From  these  dark  scenes  of  sorrow,  sin,  and  strife 
Kay,  weep  not,  dearest,  though  thy  yearning  love 

Would  fondly  keep  for  earth  its  fairest  flowers, 
And  e'en  deny  to  brighter  realms  above 

The  few  that  deck  this  dreary  world  of  ours  : 
Though  much  it  seems  a  wonder  and  a  woe 

That  one  so  loved  should  be  so  early  lost, 
And  hallowed  tears  may  unforbidden  flow 

To  mourn  the  blossom  that  we  cherished  most, 
Yet  all  is  well ;  GOD'S  good  design  I  see, 
That  where  our  treasure  is  our  hearts  may  be ! 
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MY  BOYHOOD. 

AH  me !  those  joyous  days  are  gone  ! 
I  little  dreamt,  till  they  were  flown, 

How  fleeting  were  the  hours ! 
For,  lest  he  break  the  pleasing  spell, 
Time  bears  for  youth  a  muffled  bell, 

And  hides  his  face  in  flowers  ! 

Ah  !  well  I  mind  me  of  the  days, 
Still  bright  in  memory's  flattering  rays, 

When  all  was  fair  and  new ; 
When  knaves  were  only  found  in  books, 
And  friends  were  known  by  friendly  looks, 

And  love  was  always  true ! 

While  yet  of  sin  I  scarcely  dreamed, 
And  everything  was  what  it  seemed, 

And  all  too  bright  for  choice ; 
When  fays  were  wont  to  guard  my  sleep, 
And  Crusoe  still  could  make  me  weep, 

And  Santa  Claus  rejoice  ! 

When  Heaven  was  pictured  to  my  thought, 
(In  spite  of  all  my  mother  taught 

Of  happiness  serene,) 
A  theatre  of  boyish  plays, — 
One  glorious  round  of  holidays, 

Without  a  school  between  ! 

Y 
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Ah  me  !  those  joyous  days  are  gone ; 
I  little  dreamt,  till  they  were  flown, 

How  fleeting  were  the  hours ! 
For,  lest  he  break  the  pleasing  spell, 
Time  bears  for  youth  a  muffled  bell, 

And  hides  his  face  in  flowers ! 
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CABMEN  L JETUM : 

Recited,  after  Dinner,  before  the  Alumni  of  Midcllcbury  Col- 
lego,  at  their  Semi-centennial  Celebration,  August  22, 1850 

A  EIGHT  loving  welcome,  my  true-hearted  Brothers, 
Who  have  come  out  to  visit  the  kindest  of  mothers ; 
You  may  think  as  you  will,  but  there  isn't  a  doubt 
Alma  Mater  rejoices,  and  knows  you  are  out; 
Rejoices  to  see  you  in  gratitude  here, 
Eeturning  to  honour  her  fiftieth  year. 
And  while  the  good  lady  is  so  overcome 
With  maternal  emotion,  she's  stricken  quite  dumb, 
(A  thing,  I  must  own,  that's  enough  to  perplex 
A  shallow  observer,  who  thinks  that  the  sex, 
Whatever  may  be  their  internal  revealings, 
Can  never  be  pained  with  unspeakable  feelings,) 
Indulge  me,  dear  Brothers,  nor  think  me  ill-bred, 
If  I  venture  a  moment  to  speak  in  her  stead — 
I,  who,  though  the  humblest  and  homeliest  one, 
Feel  the  natural  pride  of  a  dutiful  son, 
And  esteem  it  to-day  the  profoundest  of  jo}rs, 
That,  not  less  than  yourselves,  I  am  one  of  the  boys  ! 

First  as  to  her  health,  which,  I'm  sorry  to  say, 
Has  been  better,  no  doubt,  than  she  finds  it  to-day ; 
Yet  when  you  reflect  she's  been  somewhat  neglected, 
She's  really  as  well  as  could  well  be  expected ; 
And,  spite  of  ill-treatment  and  premature  fears, 
Is  a  hearty  old  lady,  for  one  of  her  years. 

7— a 
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Indeed,  I  must  tell  you  a  bit  of  a  tale, 

To  show  you  she's  feeling  remarkably  hale ; 

How  she  turned  up  her  nose,  but  a  short  time  ago, 

At  a  rather  good-looking  importunate  beau, 

And  how  she  refused,  with  a  princess-like  carriage, 

'  A  very  respectable  offer  of  marriage.'* 

You  see,  my  dear  Brothers,  a  neighbouring  College, 
Who  values  himself  on  the  depth  of  his  knowledge. 
With  a  prayer  for  her  love,  and  eye  to  her  land, 
Walked  up  to  the  lady  and  offered  his  hand. 
For  a  minute  or  so  she  was  all  in  a  flutter, 
And  had  not  a  word  she  could  audibly  utter ; 
For  she  felt  in  her  bosom,  beyond  all  concealing, 
A  kind  of  a — sort  of  a — widow-like  feeling ; 
But  recovering  soon  from  the  delicate  shock, 
She  held  up  her  head  like  an  old-fashioned  clock, 
And,  with  proper  composure,  went  on  and  defined, 
In  suitable  phrases,  the  state  of  her  mind  ; 
Said  she  wouldn't  mind  changing  her  single  condition, 
Could  she  fairly  expect  to  improve  her  position ; 
And  thus,  by  some  words  of  equivocal  scope, 
Gave  her  lover  decided  *  permission  to  hope.' 
It  were  idle  to  talk  of  the  billing  and  cooing 
The  amorous  gentleman  used  in  his  wooing ; 
Or  how  she  replied  to  his  pressing  advances, 
His  oscular  touches  and  ocular  glances  j — 
'Tis  enough  that  his  courtship,  by  all  that  is  known, 
Was  quite  the  old  story,  and  much  like  your  own ! 

Thus  the  matter  went  on,  till  the  lady  found  out, 
One  very  fine  day,  what  the  rogue  was  about, — 

*  Allusion  is  had,  in  this  and  subsequent  lines,  to  an  un 
successful  attempt  to  unite  Middlebury  College  with  the  Uni 
versity  of  Vermont.  The  affair  is  here  treated  with  the 
license  of  a  dinner  poem,  and  with  the  partiality  permitted  to 
the  occasion. 
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That  all  that  he  wanted  was  merely  the  power 
By  marital  license  to  pocket  her  dower, 
And  then  to  discard  her  in  sorrow  and  shame, 
Bereaved  of  her  home  and  her  name  and  her  fame. 
In  deep  indignation  she  turned  on  her  heel, 
With  such  withering  scorn  as  a  lady  might  feel 
For  a  knave,  who,  in  stealing  her  miniature  case, 
Should  take  the  gold  setting,  and  leave  her  the  face ! 
But  soon  growing  calm  as  the  breast  of  the  deep, 
When  the  breezes  are  hushed  that  the  waters  may 

sleep, 

She  sat  in  her  chair,  like  a  dignified  elf, 
And  thus,  while  I  listened,  she  talked  to  herself: — 
*  Nay,  'twas  idle  to  think  of  so  foolish  a  plan 
As  a  match  with  this  pert  University-man, 
For  I  haven't  a  chick  but  would  redden  with  shame 
At  the  very  idea  of  my  losing  nly  name ; 
And  would  feel  that  no  sorrow  so  heavy  could  come 
To  his  mother,  as  losing  her  excellent  home. 
'Tis  true  I  am  weak,  but  my  children  are  strong, 
And  won't  see  me  suffer  privation  or  wrong ; 
So,  away  with  the  dream  of  connubial  joys, 
I'll  stick  to  the  homestead,  and  look  to  the  boys !' 

How  joyous,  my  friends,  is  the  cordial  greeting 
Which  gladdens  the  heart  at  a  family  meeting ; 
When  brothers  assemble  at  Friendship's  old  shrine 
To  look  at  the  present,  and  talk  of  '  Lang  Syne !' 
Ah !  well  I  remember  the  halcyon  years, 
Too  earnest  for  laughter,  too  pleasant  for  tears, 
When  life  was  a  boon  in  yon  classical  court, 
Though  lessons  were  long,  and  though  commons  were 

short ! 

Ah,  well  I  remember  those  excellent  men, 
Professors  and  tutors,  who  reigned  o'er  us  then  ; 
Who  guided  our  feet  over  Science's  bogs, 
And  led  us  quite  safe  through  Philosophy's  fogs. 
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Ah,  well  I  remember  the  President's*  face, 
As  he  sat  at  the  lecture  with  dignified  grace, 
And  neatly  unfolded  the  mystical  themes 
Of  various  deep  metaphysical  schemes, — 
How  he  brightened  the  path  of  his  studious  flock, 
As  he  gave  them  a  key  to  that  wonderful  Locke ; 
How  he  taught  us  to  feel  it  was  fatal  indeed 
With  too  much  reliance  to  lean  upon  Reid  ; 
That  Stewart  was  sounder,  but  wrong  at  the  last, 
From  following  his  master  a  little  too  fast, — 
Then  closed  the  discourse  in  a  scholarly  tone, 
With  a  clear  and  intelligent  creed  of  his  own. 
That  the  man  had  his  faults  it  were  safe  to  infer,— 
Though  I  really  don't  recollect  what  they  were, — 
I  barely  remember  this  one  little  truth, 
When  his  case  was  discussed  by  the  critical  youth, 
The  Seniors  and  Freshmen  were  sure  to  divide, 
And  the  former  were  all  on  the  President's  side. 

And  well  I  remember  another,  whose  praise 
Were  a  suitable  theme  for  more  elegant  lays ; 
But  even  in  numbers  ungainly  and  rough, 
I  must  mention  the  name  of  our  glorious  HOUGH. 
Who  does  not  remember  ? — for  who  can  forget, 
Till  Memory's  star  shall  for  ever  have  set  ? 
How  he  sat  in  his  place  unaffected  and  bold, 
And  taught  us  more  truths  than  the  lesson  had  told  ? 
Gave  a  lift  to  '  OLD  NOL,'  for  the  love  of  the  right, 
And  a  slap  at  the  Stuarts,  with  cordial  spite ; 
And,  quite  in  the  teeth  of  conventional  rules, 
Hurled  his  adjectives  down  upon  tyrants  and  fools  ? 
But,  chief,  he  excelled  in  his  proper  vocation 
Of  giving  the  classics  a  classic  translation  ; 
In  Latin  and  Greek  he  was  almost  oracular, 
And,  what's  more  to  his  praise,  understood  the  ver 
nacular. 

*  JosL.ua  Bates,  D.D. 
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0,  'twas  pleasant  to  hear  him  make  English  of  Greek, 
Till  you  felt  that  no  tongue  was  inherently  weak ; 
While  Horace  in  Latin  seemed  quite  understated, 
And  rejoiced  like  old  Enoch  in  being  translated. 

And  others  there  were — but  the  hour  would  fail 
To  bring  them  all  up  in  historic  detail ; 
And  yet  I  would  give,  ere  the  moment  has  fled, 
A  sigh  for  the  absent,  a  tear  for  the  dead. 
There's  not  one  of  them  all.  where'er  he  may  rove, 
In  the  shadows  of  earth,  or  the  glories  above, 
In  the  home  of  his  birth,  or  in  lands  far  away, 
But  comes  back  to  be  kindly  remembered  to-day ! 

One  little  word  more,  and  my  duty  is  done : — • 
A  health  to  our  Mother,  from  each  mother's  son ; 
Unfading  in  beauty,  increasing  in  strength, 
May  she    flourish    in   health  through  the  century's 

length, 

And  next  when  her  children  come  round  her  to  boast, 
May  Esto  perpclua  then  be  the  toast  I 
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A   LEGEND. 

AT  an  old-fashioned  inn,  with  a  pendulous  sign, 

Once  graced  with  the  head  of  the  king  of  the  kine, 

But  innocent  now  of  the  slightest  '  design/ 

Save  calling  low  people  to  spurious  wine, — 

While  the  villagers,  drinking  and  playing  *  all  fours/ 

And  cracking  small  jokes  with  vociferous  roars, 

Were  talking  of  horses,  and  hunting,  and — scores 

Of  similar  topics  a  bar-room  adores, 

But  which  rigid  morality  greatly  deplores, 

Till  as  they  grew  high  in  their  bacchanal  revels, 

They  fell  to  discoursing  of  witches  and  devils,— 

A  neat  single  rap, 

Just  the  ghost  of  a  tap, 
That   would  scarcely  have  wakened  a  flea    from  his 

nap, 
Not  at  all  in  its  sound  like  your  '  Eochester  Knock- 

ing/ 

(Where  asses  in  herds  are  diurnally  flocking,) 
But  twice  as  mysterious,  and  vastly  more  shocking, 
Was  heard  at  the  door  by  the  people  within, 
Who  stopped  in  a  moment  their  clamorous  din, 
And  ceased  in  a  trice  from  their  jokes  and  their  gin ; 

When  who  should  appear 

But  an  odd-looking  stranger,  somewhat  '  in  the  sere/ 
(He  seemed  at  the  least  in  his  sixtieth  year,) 
And  he  limped  in  a  manner  exceedingly  queer, 
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Wore  breeches  uncommonly  wide  in  the  rear, 
And  his  nose  was  turned  up  with  a  comical  sneer, 
And  he  had  in  his  eye  a  most  villanous  leer, 
Quite  enough  to  make  any  one  tremble  with  fear  ! 

Whence  he  came, 

And  what  was  his  name, 
And  what  his  purpose  in  venturing  out, 
And  whether  his  lameness  was  f  gammon*  or  gout, 
Or  merely  fatigue  from  strolling  about, 
Were  questions  involved  in  a  great  deal  of  doubt, — 

When,  taking  a  chair, 

With  a  sociable  air, 

Like  that  which  your  '  Uncle'  's  accustomed  to  wear, 
Or  a  broker  determined  to  sell  you  a  share 
In  his  splendid  '  New  England  Gold-mining'  affair, 
He  opened  his  mouth  and  went  on  to  declare 
That  he  was  a  devil ! — '  The  devil  you  are  !' 
Cried  one  of  the  guests  assembled  there, 
With  a  sudden  start  and  a  frightened  stare. 
'  Nay,  don't  be  alarmed,'  the  stranger  exclaims, 
'  At  the  name  of  the  devil, — I'm  the  Devil  of  Names  ! 

You'll  wonder  why 

Such  a  devil  as  I, 

Who  ought,  you  would  say,  to  be  devilish  shy, 
Should  venture  in  here  with  never  a  doubt, 
And  let  the  best  of  his  secrets  out : 

But  mind  you,  my  boys, 

It's  one  of  the  joys 

Of  the  cunningest  woman  and  craftiest  man, 
To  run  as  quickly  as  ever  they  can, 
And  put  a  confidant  under  ban 
Not  to  publish  their  favourite  plan  ! 

And  even  the  de'il 

Will  sometimes  feel 
A  little  of  that  remarkable  zeal, 
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And  (when  it's  safe)  delights  to  tell 
The  very  deepest  arcana  of — well  ;— 
Besides,  my  favour  this  company  wins, 
For  I  value,  next  to  capital  sins, 
Those  out-and-outers  who  revel  in  inns. 

So,  not  to  delay, 

I'm  going  to  say, 

In  the  very  fullest  and  frankest  way. 
All  about  my  honours  and  claims, 
Projects  and  plans,  and  objects  and  aims, 
And  wliy  I'm  called  "  The  Devil  of  Names !" 

I  cheat  by  false  graces, 

And  duplicate  faces, 

And  treacherous  praises, 
And  by  hiding  bad  things  under  plausible  phrases 

I'll  give  you  a  sample, 

By  way  of  example . 

Here's  a  bottle  before  me,  will  suit  to  a  T 
For  a  nice  illustration  :  this  liquor,  d'ye  see 
Is  the  water  of  death,  though  topers  agree 
To  think  it,  and  drink  it,  as  pure  " eau  de  vie;" 
I  Jcnow  what  it  is, — that's  sufficient  for  me  ! 
For  the  blackest  of  sins,  and  crimes,  and  shames, 
I  find  soft  words  and  innocent  names. 
The  Hells  devoted  to  Satan's  games 
I  christen  "  Saloons"  and  "  Halls ;"  and  then, 
By  another  contrivance  of  mine  again, 
They're  only  haunted  by  "  sporting  men," — 
A  phrase  which  many  a  gamester  begs, 
In  spite  of  the  saw  that  "  eggs  is  eggs,'* 
To  whiten  his  nigritudinous  legs  ! 

'  To  debauchees  I  graciously  grant 
The  favour  to  be  "  a  little  gallant," 
And  soften  vicious  vagrancy  down, 
By  civilly  speaking  of  "  men  about  town  ;" 
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There's  cheating  and  lying 

In  selling  and  buying, 

And  all  sorts  of  frauds  and  dishonest  exactions, 
I've  brought  to  the  smallest  of  moral  infractions, 
Merely  by  naming  them  "  business  transactions  !" 
There's  swindling,  now,  is  vastly  more  fine 
As  "  Banking," — a  lucky  invention  of  mine, 
Worth  ten  in  the  old  diabolical  line  ! 


'  In  lesser  matters  it's  all  the  same  . 
I  gain  the  thing  by  yielding  the  name  ; 
It's  really  quite  the  broadest  of  jokes, 
But,  on  my  honour,  there's  plenty  of  folks 
So  uncommonly  fond  of  verbal  cloaks, 
They  can't  enjoy  the  dinners  they  eat, 
Court  the  "muse  of  the  twinkling  feet,'' 
Laugh  or  sing,  or  do  anything  meet 
For  Christian  people,  without  a  cheat 
To  make  their  happiness  quite  complete. 

The  Boston  saints 

Are  fond  of  these  feints : 
A  theatre  rouses  the  loudest  complaints, 
Till  it's  thoroughly  purged  from  pestilent  taints 
By  the  charm  of  a  name  and  a  pious  Te  Deum, — 
Yet  they  patronize  actors,  and  handsomely  fee  'em  ! 
Keep  (shade  of  "  the  Howards  !")  a  gay  "  Athenjeum,' 
And  have,  above  all,  a  harmless  "  Museum," 
Where  folks  who  love  plays  may  religiously  see  'em  ! 

'  But  leaving  a  trifle  which  cost  me  more  trouble 
By  far  than  the  worth  of  so  flimsy  a  bubble, 
I  come  to  a  matter  which  really  claims 
The  studious  care  of  the  Devil  of  Names. 
There's  "  Charity"  now, ' 


108  THE  DEVIL   OF  NAMES. 

But  the  lecture  was  done, 
Like  old  Goody  Morey's,  when  scarcely  begun  ; 
The  devil's  discourse  by  its  serious  teaching 
Had  set  'em  a-snoring,  like  regular  preaching ! 
One  look  of  disdain  on  the  sleepers  he  threw, 
As  in  bitter  contempt  of  the  slumbering  crew, 
And  the  devil  had  vanished  without  more  ado, — 
A  trick,  I  suspect,  that  he  seldom  plays  you  I 
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PHAETHON; 

OE,  THE   AMATEUE   COACHMAN. 

DAN  PHAETHON — so  the  histories  run — 

Was  a  jolly  young  chap,  and  a  son  of  the  SUN,— 

Or  rather  of  PHCEBUS  ;  but  as  to  his  mother, 

Genealogists  make  a  deuce  of  a  pother, 

Some  going  for  one,  and  some  for  another  ! 

For  myself,  I  must  say,  as  a  careful  explorer, 

This  roaring  young  blade  was  the  son  of  AURORA  ! 

Now  old  Father  PHCEBUS,  ere  railways  begun 

To  elevate  funds  and  depreciate  fun, 

Drove  a  very  fast  coach  by  the  name  of  *  THE  SUN  ;' 

Kunning,  they  say, 

Trips  every  day, 

(On  Sundays  and  all,  in  a  heathenish  way,) 
All  lighted  up  with  a  famous  array 
Of  lanterns  that  shone  with  a  brilliant  display, 
And  dashing  along  like  a  gentleman's  '  shay,' 
With  never  a  fare,  and  nothing  to  pay ! 
Now  PHAETHON  begged  of  his  doting  old  father 
To  grant  him  a  favour,  and  this  the  rather, 
Since  some  one  had  hinted,  the  youth  to  annoy, 
That  he  wasn't  by  any  means  PHCEBUS'S  boy  I 
Intending,  the  rascally  son  of  a  gun, 
To  darken  the  brow  of  the  son  of  the  SUN  ! 
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« By  the  terrible  Styx,'  said  the  angry  sire, 
While  his  eyes  flashed  volumes  of  fury  and  fire, 
'  To  prove  your  re  viler  an  infamous  liar, 
I  swear  I  will  grant  you  whate'er  you  desire  '" 

*  Then,  by  my  head/ 

The  youngster  said, 

'  I'll  mount  the  coach  when  the  horses  are  fed  !— 
For  there's  nothing  I'd  choose,  as  I'm  alive, 
Like  a  seat  on  the  box,  and  a  dashing  drive !' 

'  Nay,  PHAETHON,  don't,— 

I  beg  you  won't,— 
Just  stop  a  moment  and  think  upon't !' 

*  You're  quite  too  young,5  continued  the  sage, 

*  To  tend  a  coach  at  your  tender  age ! 

Besides,  you  see, 

'Twill  really  be 
Your  first  appearance  on  any  stage ! 

Desist,  my  child, 

The  cattle  are  wild, 

And  when  their  mettle  is  thoroughly  "  riled/' 
Depend  upon't  the  coach'll  be  "  spiled," — • 
They're  not  the  fellows  to  draw  it  mild  !    • 

Desist,  I  say, 

You'll  rue  the  day, — 
So  mind  and  don't  be  foolish,  PEA  !' 

But  the  youth  was  proud, 

And  swore  aloud, 

'Twas  just  the  thing  to  astonish  the  crowd,— 
He'd  have  the  horses  and  wouldn't  be  cowed ! 
In  vain  the  boy  was  cautioned  at  large, 
He  called  for  the  chargers,  unheeding  the  charge 
And  vowed  that  any  young  fellow  of  force 
Could  manage  a  dozen  coursers,  of  course ! 
Now  PHCEBUS  felt  exceedingly  sorry 
He  had  given  his  word  in  such  a  hurry, 
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But  having  sworn  by  the  Styx,  no  douttfc 
He  was  in  for  it  now,  and  couldn't  back  out 
So  calling  PHAETHON  up  in  a  trice, 
He  gave  the  youth  a  bit  of  advice  : — 

'  "Parce  stimulis,  utere  loris  !" 
(A  f  stage  direction,'  of  which  the  core  is, 
Don't  use  the  whip, — they're  ticklish  things, — • 
But,  whatever  you  do,  hold  on  to  the  strings  !) 
'Beinember  the  rule  of  the  Jehu  tribe  is, 

"  Medio  tutissimus  ibis," 

(As  the  Judge  remarked  to  a  rowdy  Scotchman, 
Who  was  going  to  quod  between  two  watchmen  !) 
So  mind  j'our  eye^and  spare  your  goad, 
Be  shy  of  the  stones,  and  keep  in  the  road  !' 


PHAETHON,  perched  in  the  coachman's  place, 
Drove  off  the  steeds  at  a  furious  pace, 
Fast  as  coursers  running  a  race, 
Or  bounding  along  in  a  steeple-chase  ! 
Of  whip  and  shout  there  was  no  lack, 

'  Crack — whack — 

Whack — crack,' 

Resounded  along  the  horses'  back  !— 
Frightened  beneath  the  stinging  lash, 
Cutting  their  flanks  in  many  a  gash, 
On — on  they  sped  as  swift  as  a  flash, 
Through  thick  and  thin  away  they  dash, 
(Such  rapid  driving  is  always  rash  !) 
When  all  at  once,  with  a  dreadful  crash, 
The  whole  *  establishment'  went  to  smash] 

And  PHAETHOX,  he, 

As  all  agree, 

Off  the  coach  was  suddenly  hurled 
Into  a  puddle,  and  out  of  the  world ! 
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MORAL. 

Don't  rashly  take  to  dangerous  courses,— 
Nor  set  it  down  in  your  table  of  forces, 
That  any  one  man  equals  any  four  horses. 
Don't  swear  by  the  Styx ! — 
It's  one  of  OLD  NICK'S 
Diabolical  tricks 

To  get  people  into  a  regular  '  fix,' 
And  hold  'em  there  as  fast  as  bricks  I 
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PYRAMUS  AND  THISBE. 

THIS  tragical  tale,  which,  they  say,  is  a  true  one, 

Is  old,  but  the  manner  is  wholly  a  new  one. 

One  Ovid,  a  writer  of  some  reputation, 

Has  told  it  before  in  a  tedious  narration  ; 

In  a  style,  to  be  sure,  of  remarkable  fulness, 

But  which  nobody  reads,  on  account  of  its  dulness. 

Young  PETEE  PYRAMUS — I  call  him  Peter , 
Not  for  the  sake  of  the  rhyme  or  metre, 
But  merely  to  make  the  name  complete!'-— 
For  PETEE  lived  in  the  olden  times, 
And  in  one  of  the  worst  of  Pagan  climes 
That  flourish  now  in  classical  fame, 

Long  before 

Either  noble  or  boor 

Had  such  a  thing  as  a  Christian  name — • 
Young  PETEE,  then,  was  a  nice  young  beau 
As  any  young  lady  would  wish  to  know  ; 

In  years,  I  ween, 

He  was  rather  green, 
That  is  to  say,  he  was  just  eighteen, — 
A  trifle  too  short,  and  a  shaving  too  lean, 
But  '  a  nice  young  man'  as  ever  was  seen, 
And  fit  to  dance  with  a  May- day  queen. 

Now  PETEE  loved  a  beautiful  girl 
As  ever  ensnared  the  heart  of  an  earl 
In  the  magical  trap  of  an  auburn  curl,— 
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A  little  Miss  THISBE  who  lived  next  door, 
(They  slept,  in  fact,  on  the  very  same  floor, 
With  a  wall  between  them,  and  nothing  more, — 
Those  double  dwellings  were  common  of  yore,) 
And  they  loved  each  other,  the  legends  say, 
In  that  very  beautiful,  bountiful  way, 

That  every  young  maid, 

And  every  young  blade, 
Are  wont  to  do  before  they  grow  staid, 
And  learn  to  love  by  the  laws  of  trade. 
But  alack-a-day  for  the  girl  and  boy, 
A  little  impediment  checked  their  joy, 
And  gave  them,  awhile,  the  deepest  annoy. 
For  some  good  reason,  which  history  cloaks, 
The  match  didn't  happen  to  please  the  old  folks. 

So  THISBE'S  father  and  PETER'S  mother 
Began  the  young  couple  to  worry  and  bother, 
And  tried  their  innocent  passions  to  smother, 
By  keeping  the  lovers  from  seeing  each  other. 

But  who  ever  heard 

Of  a  marriage  deterred, 

Or  even  deferred, 

By  any  contrivance  so  very  absurd 
As  scolding  the  boy  and  caging  his  bird  ? 
Now  PETEE,  who  wasn't  discouraged  at  all 
By  obstacles  such  as  the  timid  appal, 
Contrived  to  discover  a  hole  in  the  wall, 

Which  wasn't  so  thick 

But  removing  a  brick 

Made  a  passage — though  rather  provokingly  small. 
Through  this  little  chink  the  lover  could  greet  her, 
And  secrecy  made  their  courting  the  sweeter, 
While  PETEE  kissed  THISBE,  and  THISBE    kissed 

PETEE, — 

For  kisses,  like  folks  with  diminutive  souls, 
Will  manage  to  creep  through  the  smallest  of    holes. 
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'Twas  here  that  the  lovers,  intent  upon  love, 

Laid  a  nice  little  plot 

To  meet  at  a  spot 
Near  a  mulberry-tree  in  a  neighbouring  grove ; 

For  the  plan  was  all  laid, 

By  the  youth  and  the  maid, 
(Whose  hearts,  it  would  seem,  were  uncommonly  bold 

ones,) 
To  run  off  and  get  married  in  spite  of  the  old  ones. 

In  the  shadows  of  evening,  as  still  as  a  mouse, 
The  beautiful  maiden  slipt  out  of  the  house, 
The  mulberry  tree  impatient  to  find, 
While  PETEE,  the  vigilant  matrons  to  blind, 
Strolled  leisurely  out  some  minutes  behind. 
While  waiting  alone  by  the  trysting-tree, 

A  terrible  lion 

As  e'er  you  set  eye  on, 
Came  roaring  along  quite  horrid  to  see, 
And  caused  the  young  maiden  in  terror  to  flee, 
(A  lion's  a  creature  whose  regular  trade  is 
Blood — and  '  a  terrible  thing  among  ladies,') 
And  losing  her  veil  as  she  ran  from  the  wood, 
The  monster  bedabbled  it  over  with  blood. 

Now  PETEE  arriving,  and  seeing  the  veil 

All  covered  o'er 

And  reeking  with  gore, 
Turned  all  of  a  sudden  exceedingly  pale, 
And  sat  himself  down  to  weep  and  to  wail, — 
For,  soon  as  he  saw  the  garment,  poor  PETEJJ 
Made  up  his  mind,  in  very  short  metre, 
That  THISBE  was  dead,  and  the  lion  had  eat  her ! 

So  breathing  a  prayer, 

He  determined  to  share 

The  fate  of  his  darling,  *  the  loved  and  the  lost,' 
And  fell  on  his  dagger,  and  gave  up  the  ghost. 

fci— 2 
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Now  THISBE  returning1,  and  viewing  her  beau, 
Lying  dead  by  the  veil  (which  she  happened  to  know), 
She  guessed,  in  a  moment,  the  cause  of  his  erring, 

And  seizing  the  knife 

Which  had  taken  his  life, 
In  less  than  a  jiffy  was  dead  as  a  herring. 

MOEAL. 

Young  gentlemen  ! — pray  recollect,  if  you  please, 
Not  to  make  assignations  near  mulberry  trees  ; 
Should   your  mistress   be  missing,  it  :^ows  a  weak 

head 
To  be  stabbing  yourself,  till  you  know  she  is  dead. 

Young  ladies  ! — you  shouldn't  go  strolling  about 
When  your  anxious  mammas  don't  know  you  are  out, 
And  remember  that  accidents  often  befal 
From  kissing  young  fellows  through  holes    in  the 
wail* 
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POLYPHEMUS  AND  ULYSSES. 

A  VERY  remarkable  history  this  is 

Of  one  POLYPHEMUS  and  ME.  ULYSSES  ; 

The  latter  a  hero  accomplished  and  bold, 

The  former  a  knave  and  a  fright  to  behold — • 

A  horrid  big  giant  who  lived  in  a  den, 

And  dined  every  day  on  a  couple  of  men, 

Ate  a  woman  for  breakfast,  and  (dreadful  to  see !) 

Had  a  nice  little  baby  served  up  with  his  tea. 

Indeed,  if  there's  truth  in  the  sprightly  narration 

Of  HOMER,  a  poet  of  some  reputation, 

Or  VIRGIL,  a  writer  but  little  inferior, 

But  in  some  things,  perhaps,  the  other's  superior, 

POLYPHEMUS  was  truly  a  terrible  creature, 

In  manners  and  morals,  in  form  and  in  feature. 

For  law  and  religion  he  cared  not  a  copper, 

And,  in  short,  led  a  life  that  was  very  improper  ; 

What  made  him  a  very  remarkable  Guy, 

Like  the  late  MR.  THOMPSON,  he'd  only  one  eye  ; 

But  that  was  a  whopper — a  terrible  one — 

*  As  large  (VIRGIL  says)  as  the  disk  of  the  sun  !' 

A  brilliant  but  rather  extravagant  figure, 

Which  means,   I  suppose,  that  his    eye  was    much 

bigger 

Than  yours— or  even  the  orb  of  your  sly 
Old  bachelor-friend  who's  '  a  wife  in  his  eye/ 

ULYSSES,  the  hero  I  mentioned  before, 
Was  shipwrecked,  one  day,  on  the  pestilent  shore 
Where  the  CYCLOPS  resided,  along  with  their  chief, 
POLYPHEMUS,  the  terrible  man-eating  thief, 
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Whose  manners  they  copied,  and  laws  they  obeyed, 
While  driving  their  horrible  cannibal  trade. 

With  many  expressions  of  civil  regret 
That  ULYSSES  had  got  so  unpleasantly  wet, 
With  many  expressions  of  pleasure  profound 
That  all  had  escaped  being  thoroughly  drowned, 
The  rascal  declared  he  was  '  fond  of  the  brave,' 
And  invited  the  strangers  all  home  to  his  cave. 

Here  the  cannibal  king,  with  as  little  remorse 

As  an  omnibus  feels  for  the  death  of  a  horse, 

Seized,  crushed,  and  devoured  a  brace  of  the  Greeks, 

As  a  Welshman  would  swallow  a  couple  of  leeks, 

Or  a  Frenchman,  supplied  with  his  usual  prog, 

Would  punish  the  hams  of  a  favourite  frog. 

Dashed  and  smashed  against  the  stones, 

He  broke  their  bodies  and  cracked  their  bones, 

Minding  no  more  their  moans  and  groans, 

Than  the  grinder  heeds  his  organ's  tones. 

With  purple  gore  the  pavement  swims, 

While  the  giant  crushes  their  crackling  limbs, 

And  poor  ULYSSES  trembles  with  fright 

At  the  horrid  sound  and  the  horrid  sight — 

Trembles  lest  the  monster  grim 

Should  make  his  'nuts  and  raisins'  of  him. 

And,  really,  since 

The  man  was  a  Prince, 

It's  not  very  odd  that  his  Highness  should  wince, 
(Especially  after  such  very  strong  hints,) 
At  the  cannibal's  manner,  as  rather  more  free 
Than  his  Highness  at  court  was  accustomed  to  see ! 

IBut  the  crafty  Greek,  to  the  tyrant's  hurt, 
(Though  he  didn't  deserve  so  fine  a  dessert,) 
Took  a  dozen  of  wine  from  his  leathern  trunk, 
And  plied  the  giant  until  he  was  drunk-~ 
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Drunker  than  any  one  you  or  Jknow, 
Who  buys  his  '  Rhenish'  with  ready  rhino — 
Exceedingly  drunk — '  sepultus  vino  /' 

Gazing  a  moment  upon  the  sleeper, 
ULYSSES  cried, '  Let's  spoil  his  peeper ! 
'Twill  put  him,  my  boys,  in  a  pretty  trim, 
If  we  can  manage  to  douse  his  glim  !' 
So,  taking  a  spar  that  was  lying  in  sight, 
They  poked  it  into  his  '  forward  light/ 
And  gouged  away  with  furious  spite, 
Ramming  and  jamming  with  all  their  might. 

In  vain  the  giant  began  to  roar, 

And  even  swore 

That  he  never  before 
Had  met,  in  his  life,  such  a  terrible  bore : 
They  only  plied  the  auger  the  more, 
And  mocked  his  grief  with  the  bantering  cry, 
'  Don't  talk  of  pain — it's  all  in  your  eye  /' 
Until,  alas  for  the  wretched  CYCLOPS, 
He  gives  a  groan,  and  out  his  eye  pops. 
Leaving  the  knave,  one  needn't  be  told, 
As  blind  as  a  puppy  of  three  days'  old. 

The  rest  of  the  tale  I  can't  tell  now — 
Except  that  ULYSSES  got  out  of  the  row, 
With  the  rest  of  his  crew — it's  no  matter  how  ; 
While  old  POLYPHEMUS,  until  he  was  dead — 
Which  wasn't  till  many  years  after,  'tis  said, 
Had  a  grief  in  his  heart  and  a  hole  in  his  head. 

MOEAL. 

Don't  use  strong  drink — pray  let  me  advise, 
It's  bad  for  the  stomach,  and  ruins  the  eyes  ; 
Don't  impose  upon  sailors  with  lard  lubber  tricks, 
Or  you'll  catch  it  some  day  like  a  thousand  of  bricks. 
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SIR  OEPHEUS,  whom  the  poets  have  sung, 
In  every  metre  and  every  tongue, 
Was,  you  may  remember,  a  famous  musician, — 
At  least  for  a  youth  in  his  pagan  condition, — 
For  historians  tell  he  played  on  his  shell 
From  morning  till  night,  so  remarkably  well, 
That  his  music  created  a  regular  spell 
On  trees  and  stones  in  forest  and  dell. 
What  sort  of  an  instrument  his  could  be 
Is  really  more  than  is  known  to  me, — 
For  none  of  the  books  have  told,  d'ye  see  ? 
It's  very  certain  those  heathen  '  swells' 
Knew  nothing  at  all  of  oyster-shells, 
And  it's  clear  Sir  Orpheus  never  could  own  a 
Shell  like  those  they  make  in  Cremona ; 
But  whatever  it  was,  to  '  move  the  stones' 
It  must  have  shelled  out  some  powerful  tones, 
And  entitled  the  player  to  rank  in  my  rhyme 
As  the  very  Vieuxtemps  of  the  very  old  time. 

But  alas  for  the  joys  of  this  mutable  life  ! 
Sir  Orpheus  lost  his  beautiful  wife — 
Eurydice — who  vanished  one  day 
From  Earth,  in  a  very  unpleasant  way. 
It  chanced,  as  near  as  I  can  determine, 
Through  one  of  those  vertebrated  vermin 
That  lie  in  the  grass  so  prettily  curled, 
Waiting  to  '  snake'  you  out  of  the  world ! 
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And  the  poets  tell  she  went  to well— 

A  place  where  Greeks  and  Eomans  dwell 

After  they  burst  their  mortal  shell ; 

A  region  that  in  the  deepest  shade  is, 

And  known  by  the  classical  name  of  Hades,— 

A  different  place  from  the  terrible  furnace 

Of  Tartarus,  down  below  Avernus. 

Now,  having  a  heart  uncommonly  stout, 
Sir  Orpheus  didn't  go  whining  about, 
Nor  marry  another,  as  you  would,  no  doubt, 
But  made  up  his  mind  to  fiddle  her  out. 
But  near  the  gate  he  had  to  wait, 
For  there  in  state  old  Cerberus  sate, — 
A  three-headed  dog,  as  cruel  as  Fate, 
Guarding  the  entrance  early  and  late ; 
A  beast  so  sagacious,  and  very  voracious, 
So  uncommonly  sharp  and  extremely  rapacious, 
That  it  really  may  be  doubted  whether 
He'd  have  his  match,  should  a  common  tether 
Unite  three  aldermen's  heads  together. 

But  Orpheus,  not  in  the  least  afraid, 
Tuned  up  his  shell,  and  quickly  essayed 
What  could  be  done  with  a  serenade. 
In  short,  so  charming  an  air  he  played, 
He  quite  succeeded  in  overreaching 
The  cunning  cur,  by  musical  teaching, 
And  put  him  to  sleep  as  fast  as  preaching. 

And  now  our  musical  champion,  Orpheus, 
Having  given  the  janitor  over  to  Morpheus, 
Went  groping  around  among  the  ladies 
Who  throng  the  dismal  halls  of  Hades, 
Calling  aloud 
To  the  shady  crowd, 
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In  a  voice  as  shrill  as  a  martial  fife, 
'  0,  tell  me  where  in  hell  is  my  ivifc  !' 
(A  natural  question,  'tis  very  plain, 
Although  it  may  sound  a  little  profane.) 

'  Eurydice  !  JSu-ryd-i-ce  /' 
He  cried  as  loud  as  lond  could  be — 
(A  singular  sound,  and  funny  withal, 
In  a  place  where  nobody  rides  at  all  !) 

*  Eurydice  ! — Eurydice  ! 
0,  come,  my  dear,  along  with  me  !' 
And  then  he  played  so  remarkably  fine, 
That  it  really  might  be  called  divine, — • 

For  who  can  show, 

On  earth  or  below, 
Such  wonderful  feats  in  the  musical  line  ? 

E'en  Tantalus  ceased  from  trying  to  sip 
The  cup  that  flies  from  his  arid  lip  j 
Ixion,  too,  the  magic  could  feel, 
And,  for  a  moment,  blocked  his  wheel ; 
Poor  Sisyphus,  doomed  to  tumble  and  toss 
The  notable  '  stone  that  gathers  no  moss,' 
Let  go  his  burden,  and  turned  to  hear 
The  charming  sounds  that  ravished  his  ear ; 
And  even  the  Furies — those  terrible  shrews, 
Whom  no  one  before  could  ever  amuse — 
Those  strong-bodied  ladies  with  strong-minded 

views, 

Whom  even  the  devil  would  doubtless  refuse, 
Were  his  majesty  only  permitted  to  choose — • 
Each  felt  for  a  momeut  her  nature  desert  her, 
And  wept  like  a  girl  o'er  the  '  Sorrows  of  Werter.' 

And  still  Sir  Orpheus  chanted  his  song, 
Sweet  and  clear,  and  strong  and  long, 
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'  Eurydice  ! — Eurydice  !' 
He  cried  as  loud  as  loud  could  be ; 
And  Echo,  taking  up  the  word, 
Kept  it  up  till  the  lady  heard, 
And  came  with  joy  to  meet  her  lord. 
And  he  led  her  along  the  infernal  route, 
Until  he  had  got  her  almost  out, 
When,  suddenly  turning  his  head  about, 
(To  take  a  peep  at  his  wife,  no  doubt,) 

He  gave  a  groan, 

For  the  lady  was  gone, 
And  had  left  him  standing  there  all  alone  1 
For  by  an  oath  the  Gods  had  bound 
Sir  Orpheus  not  to  look  around 
Till  he  was  clear  of  the  sacred  ground, 
If  he'd  have  Eurydice  safe  and  sound ; 
For  the  moment  he  did  an  act  so  rash 
His  wife  would  vanish  as  quick  as  a  flash  ! 

MOEAL. 

Young  women  !  beware,  for  goodness'  sake, 
Of  every  sort  of  *  sarpent  snake ;' 
Kemember  the  rogue  is  apt  to  deceive, 
And  played  the  deuce  with  grandmother  Eve ! 
Young  men !  it's  a  critical  thing  to  go 
Exactly  right  with  a  lady  in  tow; 
But  when  you  are  in  the  proper  track, 
Just  go  ahead,  and  never  look  back  I 
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ABOUT  ten  years  ago,  at  the  instance  of  my  friend, 
James  T.  Fields,  Esq.,  and  with  much  misgiving,  I 
ventured  on  the  publication  of  a  volume  of  poems. 
For  the  favour  it  has  found  with  the  public— as 
evinced  in  a  demand  for  sixteen  editions  of  the 
book — and  with  the  critics,  as  shown  in  many  kind 
and  scholarly  reviews,  I  take  this  occasion  to  express 
my  grateful  acknowledgments.  Of  the  little  which 
I  have  written  since  the  first  publication  of  that  volume, 
the  greater  part  will  be  found  in  this.  In  the  arrange 
ment  of  my  materials,  I  have  put  "  The  Money-King" 
in  front,  simply  on  account  of  its  length;  as,  in 
military  usage,  the  tallest  soldier  is  commonly  placed 
at  the  head  of  the  file.  For  the  two  episodes  which 
interrupt  the  thread  of  this  otherwise  consecutive 
performance,  I  must  plead  the  authority  of  greater 
names,  ancient  and  modern.  The  poem  entitled  "The 
Way  of  the  We  rid,"  is  little  more  than  a  paraphrase 
of  a  passage  in  a  prose  story  lately  published  in  Fr user's 
Magazine  ;  and  the  plot  of  the  Chinese  Tale  is  mainly 
borrowed  from  an  extremely  clever  English  book, 
entitled  "  The  Porcelain  Tower."  The  rest  of  the 
pieces,  for  aught  I  can  say,  are  as  original  as  the 

9 


1 30  PREFACE. 

verses  of  other  men  who  have  the  misfortune  to  write 
at  this  rather  late  period  in  the  history  of  letters ; 
but  if  (as  may  possibly  happen)  any  expressions  which 
I  have  supposed  to  be  my  own  should  be  found  in  the 
works  of  earlier  writers,  I  can  only  answer,  with  the 
hearty  indignation  of  old  DoNATUS  :  "Pcrcant  isti  qui 
ante  nostra  dixcrunt  /" 

J.  G.  S. 
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As  landsmen,  sitting  in  luxurious  ease, 

Talk  of  the  dangers  of  the  stormy  seas  j 

As  fireside  travellers,  with  portentous  mien, 

Tell  tales  of  countries  they  have  never  seen  ; 

As  parlour-soldiers,  graced  with  fancy-scars, 

Rehearse  their  bravery  in  imagined  wars  ; 

As  arrant  dunces  have  been  known  to  sit 

In  grave  discourse  of  wisdom  and  of  wit  j 

As  paupers,  gathered  in  congenial  flocks, 

Babble  of  banks,  insurances,  and  stocks ; 

As  each  is  oft'nest  eloquent  of  what 

He  hates  or  covets,  but  possesses  not ; — 

As  cowards  talk  of  pluck  ;  misers,  of  waste ; 

Scoundrels,  of  honour ;  country  clowns,  of  taste  ; — • 

I  sing  of  MONEY  ! — no  ignoble  theme, 

But  loftier  far  than  poetasters  dream, 

Whose  fancies,  soaring  to  their  native  moon, 

Rise  like  a  bubble  or  a  gay  balloon, 

Whose  orb  aspiring  takes  a  heavenward  flight, 

Just  in  proportion  as  it's  thin  and  light ! 

Kings  must  have  poets.     From  the  earliest  times, 
Monarchs  have  loved  celebrity  in  rhymes  ; 
From  good  King  Robert,  who,  in  Petrarch's  days, 
Taught  to  mankind  the  proper  use  of  bays, 
And,  singling  out  the  prince  of  Sonneteers, 
Twined  wreaths  of  laurel  'round  his  blushing  ears ; 

9—2 
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Down  to  the  Queen,  who,  to  her  chosen  bard, 
In  annual  token  of  her  kind  regard, 
Sends  not  alone  the  old  poetic  greens, 
But,  like  a  woman  and  the  best  of  queens, 
Adds  to  the  leaves,  to  keep  them  fresh  and  fine, 
The  wholesome  moisture  of  a  pipe  of  wine  ! — 
So  may  her  minstrel,  crowned  with  royal  bays, 
Alternate  praise  her  pipe  and  pipe  her  praise  ! 
E'en  let  him  chant  his  smooth,  euphonious  lays : 
A  loftier  theme  my  humbler  Muse  essays ; 
A  mightier  morfarch  be  it  hers  to  sing, 
And  claim  her  laurel  from  the  Money-King  ! 

Great  was  King  Alfred ;  and  if  history  state 
His  actions  truly,  good  as  well  as  great. 
Great  was  the  Norman ;  he  whose  martial  hordes 
Taught  law  and  order  to  the  Saxon  lords, 
With  gentler  thoughts  their  ragged  minds  imbued, 
And  raised  the  nation  whom  he  first  subdued. 
Great  was  King  Bess ! — I  see  the  critic  smile, 
As  though  the  Muse  mistook  her  proper  style ; 
But  to  her  purpose  she  will  stoutly  cling, 
The  royal  maid  was  '  every  inch  a  King !' 
Great  was  Napoloon, — and  I  would  that  fate 
Might  prove  his  namesake-nephew  half  as  great; 
Meanwhile  this  hint  I  venture  to  advance : — 
What  France  admires  is  good  enough  for  France ! 
Great  princes  were  they  all ;  but  greater  far 
Than  English  King,  or  mighty  Russian  Czar, 
Or  Pope  of  Rome,  or  haughty  Queen  of  Spain, 
Baron  of  Germany,  or  Royal  Dane, 
Or  Gallic  Emperor,  or  Persian  Khan, 
Or  any  other  merely  mortal  man, 
Is  the  great  monarch  that  my  Muse  would  sing, 
That  mighty  potentate,  the  Money-King  ! 
His  kingdom  vast  extends  o'er  every  land, 
And  nations  bow  before  his  high  command ; 
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The  weakest  tremble,  and  his  power  obey, 
The  strongest  honour,  and  confess  his  sway. 
He  rules  the  Eulers ! — e'en  the  tyrant  Czar 
Asks  his  permission  ere  he  goes  to  war; 
The  Turk,  submissive  to  his  royal  might, 
By  his  consent  has  gracious  leave  to  fight ; 
Whilst  e'en  Britannia  makes  her  humblest  bow 
Before  her  Barings,  not  her  Barons  now, 
Or  on  the  Rothschild  suppliantly  calls, 
(Her  affluent  '  uncle'  with  the  golden  balls,) 
Begs  of  the  Jew  that  he  will  kindly  spare 
Enough  to  put  her  trident  in  repair, 
And  pawns  her  diamonds,  while  she  humbly  craves 
Leave  of  the  Money-King  once  more  to  '  rule  the 
waves !' 

He  wears  no  crown  upon  his  royal  head, 
But  many  millions  in  his  purse,  instead  ; 
He  keeps  no  halls  of  state  ;  but  holds  his  court 
In  dingy  rooms  where  greed  and  thrift  resort; 
In  iron  chests  his  wondrous  wealth  he  hoards ; 
Banks  are  his  parlours ;  brokers  are  his  lords, 
Bonds,  bills,  and  mortgages,  his  favourite  books, 
Gold  is  his  food,  and  coiners  are  his  cooks ; 
Ledgers  his  records  ;  stock-reports  his  news  ; 
Merchants  his  yeomen,  and  his  bondsmen  Jews ; 
Kings  are  his  subjects,  gamblers  are  his  knaves, 
Spendthrifts  his  fools,  and  misers  are  his  slaves  ! 
The  good,  the  bad,  his  golden  favour  prize, 
The  high,  the  low,  the  simple,  and  the  wise, 
The  young,  the  old,  the  stately,  and  the  gay, — 
All  bow  obedient  to  his  royal  sway ! 

See  where,  afar,  the  bright  Pacific  shore 
Gleams  in  the  sun  with  sands  of  shining  ore, 
His  last  great  empire  rises  to  the  view, 
And  shames  the  wealth  of  India  and  Peru  1 
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Here,  throned  within  his  gorgeous  '  golden  gate,' 
He  wields  his  sceptre  o'er  the  rising  State ; 
Surveys  his  conquest  with  a  joyful  eye, 
Nor  for  a  greater  heaves  a  single  sigh  ! 
Here,  quite  beyond  the  classic  poet's  dream, 
Pactolus  runs  in  every  winding  stream ; 
The  mountain  cliffs  the  glittering  ore  enfold, 
And  every  reed  that  rustles  whispers,  '  gold !' 

If  to  his  sceptre  some  dishonour  clings, 
Why  should  we  marvel  ? — 'tis  the  fate  of  Kings  ! 
Their  power  too  oft  perverted  by  abuse, 
Their  manners  cruel,  or  their  morals  loose, 
The  best  at  times  have  wandered  far  astray 
From  simple  Virtue's  unseductive  way; 
And  few,  of  all,  at  once  could  make  pretence 
To  royal  robes  and  rustic  innocence  ! 

He  builds  the  house  where  Christian  people  pray, 

And  rears  a  bagnio  just  across  the  way ; 

Pays  to  the  priest  his  stinted  annual  fee; 

Eewards  the  lawyer  for  his  venal  plea ; 

Sends  an  apostle  to  the  heathen's  aid  ; 

And  cheats  the  Choctaws,  for  the  good  of  trade ; 

Lifts  by  her  heels  an  Ellsler  to  renown, 

Or,  bribing  '  Jenny,'  brings  an  angel  down ! 

He  builds  the  Theatres  and  gambling  Halls, 
Lloyds  and  Almacks,  St.  Peter's  and  St.  Paul's  ; 
Sin's  gay  retreats,  and  Fashion's  gilded  rooms, 
Hotels  and  Factories,  Palaces  and  Tombs ; 
Bids  Commerce  spread  her  wings  to  every  gale  ; 
Bends  to  the  breeze  the  pirate's  bloody  sail ; 
Helps  Science  seek  new  worlds  among  the  stars ; 
Profanes  our  own  with  mercenary  wars  ; 
The  friend  of  wrong,  the  equal  friend  of  right, 
Oft  may  we  bless  and  oft  deplore  his  might, 
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As  buoyant  hope  or  darkening  fears  prevail, 
And  good  or  evil  turns  the  moral  scale. 

All  fitting  honour  I  would  fain  accord, 
Whene'er  he  builds  a  temple  to  the  Lord ; 
But  much  I  grieve  he  often  spends  his  pelf, 
As  it  were  raised  in  honour  of  himself; 
Or,  what  were  worse,  and  more  profanely  odd, 
A  place  to  worship  some  Egyptian  god! 
I  wish  his  favourite  architects  were  graced 
With  sounder  judgment,  and  a  Christian  taste. 


Immortal  Wren  !  what  fierce,  convulsive  shocks 
Would  jar  thy  bones  within  their  leaden  box, 
Couldst  thou  but  look  across  the  briny  spray, 
And  see  some  churches  of  the  present  day  ! — 
The  lofty  dome  of  consecrated  bricks, 
Where  all  the  '  orders'  in  disorder  mix, 
To  form  a  temple  whose  incongruous  frame 
Confounds  design  and  puts  the  Arts  to  shame  ! 
Where  '  styles'  discordant  on  the  vision  jar, 
Where  Greek  and  Roman  are  again  at  war, 
And,  as  of  old,  the  unrelenting  Goth 
Conies  down  at  last  and  overwhelms  them  both  ! 

Once  on  a  time  I  heard  a  parson  say, 

(Talking  of  churches  in  a  sprightly  way,) 

That  there  was  more  Religion  in  the  walls 

Of  towering  '  Trinity,'  or  grand  '  St.  Paul's,' 

Than  one  could  find,  upon  the  strictest  search, 

In  half  the  saints  within  the  Christian  Church  ! 

A  layman  sitting  at  the  parson's  side 

To  this  new  dogma  thus  at  cnce  replied  : — 

*  If,  as  you  say,  Religion  has  her  home 

In  the  mere  walls  that  form  the  sacred  dome, 

It  seems  to  me  the  very  plainest  case, 

To  climb  the  steeple  were  a  growth  in  grace  j 
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And  he  to  whom  the  pious  strength  were  given 
To  reach  the  highest  were  the  nearest  Heaven  !' 
I  thought  the  answer  just;  and  yet  'tis  clear 
A  solemn  aspect,  grand  and  yet  severe, 
Becomes  the  house  of  God.     'Tis  hard  to  say 
Who  from  the  proper  mark  are  most  astray, — 
They  who  erect,  for  holy  Christian  rites, 
A  gay  Pagoda  with  its  tinsel  lights, 
Or  they  who  offer  to  the  God  of  Love 
A  gorgeous  Temple  of  the  pagan  Jove  ! 

Immortal  Homer  and  Tassoni  sing 

What  vast  results  from  trivial  causes  spring ; 

How  naughty  Helen  by  her  stolen  joy 

Brought  woe  and  ruin  to  unhappy  Troy; 

How,  for  a  bucket,  rash  Bologna  sold 

More  blood  and  tears  than  twenty  such  could  hold. 

Thy  power,  0  Money,  shows  results  as  strange 

As  aught  revealed  in  History's  wildest  range ; 

Thy  smallest  coin  of  shining  silver  shows 

More  potent  magic  than  a  conjuror  knows ! 

In  olden  times, — if  classic  poets  say 
The  simple  truth,  as  poets  do  to-day, — 
When  Charon's  boat  conveyed  a  spirit  o'i-r 
The  Lethean  water  to  the  Hadean  shore, 
The  fare  was  just  a  penny, — not  too  great, 
The  moderate,  regular,  Stygian  statute  rate. 
Now,  for  a  shilling,  he  will  cross  the  stream, 
(His  paddles  whirling  to  the  force  of  steam  !) 
And  bring,  obedient  to  some  wizard  power, 
Back  to  the  Earth  more  spirits  in  an  hour, 
Than  Brooklyn's  famous  ferry  could  convey, 
Or  thine,  Hoboken,  in  the  longest  day! 
Time  was  when  men  bereaved  of  vital  breath 
Were  calm  and  silent  in  the  realms  of  Death ; 
When  mortals  dead  and  decently  inurned 
Were  heard  no  more  ;  1:0  traveller  returned, 
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Who  once  had  crossed  the  dark  Plutonian  strand, 
To  whisper  secrets  of  the  spirit-land — 
Save  when  perchance  some  sad,  unquiet  soul 
Among  the  tombs  might  wander  on  parole, — 
A  well-bred  ghost,  at  night's  bewitching  noon, 
Returned  to  catch  some  glimpses  of  the  moon, 
Wrapt  in  a  mantle  of  unearthly  white, 
(The  only  'rapping  of  an  ancient  sprite  !) 
Stalked  round  in  silence  till  the  break  of  day, 
Then  from  the  Earth  passed  unperceived  away ! 

Now  all  is  changed:  the  musty  maxim  fails, 
And  dead  men  do  repeat  the  queerest  tales ! 
Alas,  that  here,  as  in  the  books,  we  see 
The  travellers  clash,  the  doctors  disagree ! 
Alas,  that  all,  the  further  they  explore, 
For  all  their  search  are  but  confused  the  more ! 

Ye  great  departed ! — men  of  mighty  mark — 
Bacon  and  Newton,  Adams,  Adam  Clarke, 
Edwards  and  Whitefield,  Franklin,  Robert  Hall, 
Calhoun,  Clay,  Charming,  Daniel  Webster — all 
Ye  great  quit-tenants  of  this  earthly  ball, — 
If  in  your  new  abodes  ye  cannot  rest, 
Hut  must  return,  0  grant  us  this  request : 
Come  with  a  noble  and  celestial  air, 
To  prove  your  title  to  the  names  ye  bear ; 
Give  some  clear  token  of  your  heavenly  birth  ; 
Write  as  good  English  as  ye  wrote  on  Earth  ! 
Show  not  to  all,  in  ranting  prose  and  verse, 
The  spirit's  progress  is  from  bad  to  worse ; 
And,  what  were  once  superfluous  to  advise, 
Don't  tell,  I  beg  you,  such  egregious  lies ! — 
Or  if  perchance  your  agents  are  to  blame, 
Don't  let  them  trifle  with  your  honest  fame ; 
Let  chairs  and  tables  rest,  and  '  rap'  instead, 
Ay,  '  knock'  your  slippery  '  Mediums*  on  the  head ! 
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What  direful  woes  the  hapless  man  attend, 
Who  in  the  means  see  life's  supremest  end ; 
The  wretched  miser, — Money's  sordid  slave,— 
His  only  joy  to  gather  and  to  save. 
For  this  he  wakes  at  morning's  early  light, 
Toils  through  the  day,  and  ponders  in  the  n'glit ; 
Tor  this, — to  swell  his  heap  of  tarnished  gold, — 
Sweats  in  the  sun,  and  shivers  in  the  cold, 
And  suffers  more  from  hunger  every  day 
Than  the  starved  beggar  whom  he  spurns  awr.y. 
Death  comes  erewhile  to  end  his  worldly  strife-; 
With  all  his  saving  he  must  lose  his  life  ! 
Perchance  the  Doctor  might  protract  his  breath, 
And  stay  the  dreadful  messenger  of  death ; 
But  none  is  there  to  comfort  or  advise ; 
'Twould  cost  a  dollar ! — so  the  miser  dies. 

Sad  is  the  sight  when  Money's  power  controls 
In  wedlock's  chains  the  fate  of  human  souls. 
From  mine  to  mint,  curst  is  the  coin  that  parts 
In  helpless  grief  two  loving  human  hearts ; 
Or  joins  in  discord,  jealousy,  and  hate, 
A  sordid  suitor  to  a  loathing  mate  ! 

I  waive  the  case,  the  barren  case,  of  those 
Who  have  no  hearts  to  cherish  or  to  lose ; 
Whose  wedded  state  is  but  a  bargain  made 
In  due  accordance  with  the  laws  of  trade  : 
When  the  prim  parson  joins  their  willing  hands, 
To  marry  City  lots  to  Western  lands, 
Or  in  connubial  ecstasy  to  mix 
Cash  and  '  collateral,'  ten-per-cents  with  six, 
And  in  soft  dalliance  securely  locks 
Impassioned  dollars  with  enamoured  stocks, 
Laugh  if  you  will, — and  who  can  well  refrain  P — 
But  waste  no  tears,  nor  pangs  of  pitying  pain ; 
Hearts  such  as  these  may  play  the  queerest  pranks, 
But  never  break — except  with  breaking  banks  ! 
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Yet,  let  me  hint,  a  thousand  maxims  prove 
Plutus  may  be  the  truest  friend  to  Love. 
1  Love  in  a  cottage'  cosily  may  dwell, 
But  much  prefers  to  have  it  furnished  well ! 
A  parlour  ample,  and  a  kitchen  snug, 
A  handsome  carpet,  an  embroidered  rug, 
A  well-stored  pantry,  and  a  tidy  maid, 
A  blazing  hearth,  a  cooling  window-shade, 
Though  merely  mortal,  money-purchased  things, 
Have  wondrous  power  to  clip  Love's  errant  wings  ! 

'  Love  in  a  cottage'  isn't  just  the  same 
When  wind  and  water  strive  to  quench  his  flame; 
Too  oft  it  breeds  the  sharpest  discontent, 
That  puzzling  question,  '  how  to  pay  the  rent;' 
A  smoky  chimney  may  alone  suffice 
To  dim  the  radiance  of  the  fondest  eyes ; 
A  northern  blast,  beyond  the  slightest  doubt, 
May  fairly  blow  the  torch  of  Hymen  out ; 
And  I  have  heard  a  worthy  matron  hold, 
(As  one  who  knew  the  truth  of  what  she  told,) 
Love  once  was  drowned,  though  reckoned  waterproof, 
By  the  mere  dripping  of  a  leaky  roof ! 

Full  many  a  wise  philosopher  has  tried 

Mankind  in  fitting  orders  to  divide ; 

And  by  their  forms,  their  fashions,  and  their  face, 

To  group,  assort,  and  classify  the  race. 

One  would  distinguish  people  by  their  books ; 

Another,  quaintly,  solely  by  their  cooks ; 

And  one,  who  graced  the  philosophic  bench, 

Found    these    three    classes,  —  'women,    men,    and 

French  !' 

The  best  remains,  of  all  that  I  have  known, 
A  broad  distinction,  brilliant,  and  my  own, — 
Of  all  mankind,  I  classify  the  lot : — 
Those  who  have  Money,  and  those  who  have  not ! 
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Think'st  thou  the  line  a  poet's  fiction  ? — then 
Go  look  abroad  upon  the  ways  of  men  ! 
Go  ask  the  banker,  with  his  golden  seals ; 
Go  ask  the  borrower,  cringing  at  his  heels ; 
Go  ask  the  maid  who,  emulous  of  woe, 
Discards  the  worthier  for  the  wealthier  beau ; 
Go  ask  the  Parson,  when  a  higher  prize 
Points  with  the  salary  where  his  duty  lies ; 
Go  ask  the  Lawyer,  who,  in  legal  smoke, 
Stands,  like  a  stoker,  redolent  of  *  Coke,' 
And  swings  his  arms  to  emphasize  a  plea 
Made  doubly  ardent  by  a  golden  fee ; 
Go  ask  the  Doctor,  who  has  kindly  sped 
Old  Cro3sus,  dying  on  a  damask  bed, 
While  his  poor  neighbour — wonderful  to  tell — 
Was  left  to  Nature,  suffered,  and  got  well ! 
Go  ask  the  belle,  in  high  patrician  pride, 
Who  spurns  the  maiden  nurtured  at  her  side, 
Her  youth's  loved  playmate  at  the  village-school, 
Ere  changing  fortune  taught  the  rigid  rule 
Which  marks  the  loftier  from  the  lowlier  lot, — 
Those  who  have  money  from  those  who  have  not ! 

Of  all  the  ills  that  owe  their  baneful  rise 
To  wealth  o'ergrown,  the  most  despotic  vice 
Is  Circean  Luxury ;  prolific  dame 
Of  mental  impotence,  and  moral  shame, 
And  all  the  cankering  evils  that  debase 
The  human  form,  and  dwarf  the  human  race. 

See  yon  strange  figure,  and  a  moment  scan 
That  slenderest  sample  of  the  genus  man  ! 
Mark,  as  he  ambles,  those  precarious  pegs 
Which  by  their  motion  must  be  deemed  his  legs ! 
He  has  a  head, — one  may  be  sure  of  that 
By  just  observing  that  he  wears  a  hat; 
That  he  has  arms  is  logically  plain 
From  his  wide  coat-sleeves  and  his  pendent  cane ; 
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A  tongue  as  well, — the  inference  is  fair, 

Since,  on  occasion,  he  can  lisp  and  swear. 

You  ask  his  use  ? — that's  not  so  very  clear, 

Unless  to  spend  five  thousand  pounds  a  year 

In  modish  vices  which  his  soul  adores, 

Drink,  dress,  and  gaming,  horses,  hounds,  and  scores 

Of  other  follies  which  I  can't  rehearse, 

Dear  to  himself  and  dearer  to  his  purse. 

No  product  he  of  Fortune's  fickle  dice : 
The  due  result  of  Luxury  and  Vice, 
Three  generations  have  sufficed  to  bring 
That  narrow-chested,  pale,  enervate  thing 
Down  from  a  man, — for,  marvel  as  you  will, 
His  huge  great-grandsire  fought  on  Bunker-Hill ! 
Bore,  without  gloves,  a  musket  through  the  war ; 
Came  back  adorned  with  many  a  noble  scar; 
Laboured  and  prospered  at  a  thriving  rate, 
And,  dying,  left  his  heir  a  snug  estate, — 
Which  grew  apace  upon  Ms  busy  hands, 
Stocks,  ships,  and  factories,  tenements  and  lands, 
All  here  at  last — the  money  and  the  race — 
The  latter  ending  in  that  foolish  face ; 
The  former  wandering,  far  beyond  his  aim, 
Back  to  the  rough  plebeians  whence  it  came ! 

Enough  of  censure ;  let  my  humble  lays 
Employ  one  moment  in  congenial  praise. 
Let  other  pens  with  pious  ardour  paint 
The  selfish  virtues  of  the  cloistered  saint  j 
In  lettered  marble  let  the  stranger  read 
Of  him  who,  dying,  did  a  worthy  deed, 
And  left  to  charity  the  cherished  store 
Which,  to  his  sorrow,  he  could  hoard  no  more. 
I  venerate  the  nobler  man  who  gives 
His  generous  dollars  while  the  donor  lives ; 
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Gives  with  a  heart  as  liberal  as  the  palms 

That  to  the  needy  spread  his  honoured  alms; 

Gives  with  a  head  whose  yet  unclouded  light 

To  worthiest  objects  points  the  giver's  sight; 

Gives  with  a  hand  still  potent  to  enforce 

His  well-aimed  bounty,  and  direct  its  course ; — 

Such  is  the  giver  who  must  stand  confest 

In  giving  glorious,  and  supremely  blest ! 

One  such  as  this  the  captious  world  could  find 

In  noble  Perkins,  angel  of  the  blind ; 

One  such  as  this  in  princely  Lawrence  shone, 

Ere  heavenly  kindred  claimed  him  for  their  own  ! 

To  me  the  boon  may  gracious  Heaven  assign, — • 
No  cringing  suppliant  at  Mammon's  shrine, 
Nor  slave  of  Poverty, — with  joy  to  share 
The  happy  mean  expressed  in  Agur's  prayer : — 
A  house  (my  own)  to  keep  me  safe  and  warm, 
A  shade  in  sunshine,  and  a  shield  in  storm ; 
A  generous  board,  and  fitting  raiment,  clear 
Of  debts  and  duns  throughout  the  circling  year ; 
Silver  and  gold,  in  moderate  store,  that  I 
May  purchase  joys  that  only  these  can  buy ; 
Some  gems  of  art,  a  cultured  mind  to  please, 
Books,  pictures,  statues,  literary  ease. 
That  '  Time  is  Money'  prudent  Franklin  shows 
In  rhyming  couplets,  and  sententious  prose. 
O,  had  he  taught  the  world,  in  prose  and  rlvyrne, 
The  higher  truth  that  Money  may  be  Time ! 
And  showed  the  people,  in  his  pleasant  ways, 
The  art  of  coining  dollars  into  days  ! 
Days  for  improvement,  days  for  social  life, 
Days  for  your  God,  your  children,  and  your  wife 
Some  days  for  pleasure,  and  an  hour  to  spend 
In  genial  converse  with  an  honest  friend. 
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Such   days  be  mine ! — and  grant  me,   Heaven,  but 

this, 

With  blooming  health,  man's  highest  earthly  bliss, — 
And  I  will  read,  without  a  sigh  or  frown, 
The  startling  news  that  stocks  are  going  down ; 
Hear  without  envy  that  a  stranger  hoards 
Or  spends  more  treasure  than  a  mint  affords ; 
See  my  next  neighbour  pluck  a  golden  plum, 
Calm  and  content  within  my  cottage-home ; 
Take  for  myself  what  honest  thrift  may  bring, 
And  for  his  kindness,  bless  the  Money-King ! 
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I'M  GROWING  OLD. 

MY  days  pass  pleasantly  away; 

My  nights  are  blest  with  sweetest  sleep; 
I  feel  no  symptoms  of  decay ; 

I  have  no  cause  to  mourn  nor  weep  j 
My  foes  are  impotent  and  shy ; 

My  friends  are  neither  false  nor  cold, 
And  yet,  of  late,  I  often  sigh, — 

I'm  growing  old  ! 

My  growing  talk  of  olden  times, 
My  growing  thirst  for  early  news, 

My  growing  apathy  to  rhymes, 
My  growing  love  of  easy  shoes, 

My  growing  hate  of  crowds  and  noise, 
My  growing  fear  of  taking  cold, 

All  whisper  in  the  plainest  voice, 

I'm  growing  old ! 

I'm  growing  fonder  of  my  staff; 

I'm  growing  dimmer  in  the  eyes; 
I'm  growing  fainter  in  my  laugh ; 

I'm  growing  deeper  in  my  sighs : 
I'm  growing  careless  of  my  dress ; 

I'm  growing  frugal  of  my  gold ; 
I'm  growing  wise ;  I'm  growing — yes— 
I'm  growing  old ! 

I  see  it  in  my  changing  taste; 

I  see  it  in  my  changing  hairj 
I  see  it  in  my  growing  waist ; 

I  see  it  in  my  growing  heir ; 


IM   GROWING  OLD. 

A  thousand  signs  proclaim  the  truth, 

As  plain  as  truth  was  ever  told, 
That,  even  in  my  vaunted  youth, 

I'm  growing  old ! 

Ah  me  ! — my  very  laurels  breathe 
The  tale  in  my  reluctant  ears, 

And  every  boon  the  Hours  bequeath 
But  makes  me  debtor  to  the  Years  ! 

E'en  Flattery's  honeyed  words  declare 
The  secret  she  would  fain  withhold, 

And  tells  me  in  *  How  young  you  are  !' 
I'm  growing  old  I 

Thanks  for  the  years  ! — whose  rapid  flight 
My  sombre  Muse  too  sadly  sings ; 

Thanks  for  the  gleams  of  golden  light 
That  tint  the  darkness  of  their  wings  ; 

The  light  that  beams  from  out  the  sky, 
Those  heavenly  mansions  to  unfold 

Where  all  are  blest,  and  none  may  sigh, 
'  I'm  growing  old !' 
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SPES  EST   VATES. 

THERE  is  a  saying  of  the  ancient  sages 

No  noble  human  thought, 
However  buried  in  the  dust  of  ages, 

Can  ever  come  to  naught. 

With  kindred  faith,  that  knows  no  base  dejection, 

Beyond  the  sages'  scope 
I  see,  afar,  the  final  resurrection 

Of  every  glorious  hope. 

I  see,  as  parcel  of  a  new  creation, 

The  beatific  hour 
When  every  bud  of  lofty  aspiration 

Shall  blossom  into  flower. 

We  are  not  mocked ;  it  was  not  in  derision 

God  made  our  spirits  free  ; 
The  poet's  dreams  are  but  the  dim  prevision 

Of  blessings  that  shall  be, — 

When  they  who  lovingly  have  hoped  and  trusted, 

Despite  some  transient  fears, 
Shall  see  Life's  jarring  elements  adjusted, 

And  rounded  into  spheres  ! 
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A  YOUTH  would  marry  a  maiden, 

For  fair  and  fond  was  she ; 
But  she  was  rich,  and  he  was  poor, 
And  so  it  might  not  be. 

-'1  lady  never  could  wear — • 

Her  mother  held  it  firm — - 
A  gown  that  came  of  an  India  plant, 

Instead  of  an  India  worm  ! — 
And  so  the  cruel  word  was  spoken ; 
And  so  it  was  two  hearts  were  broken. 

II. 

A  youth  would  marry  a  maiden, 

For  fair  and  fond  was  she ; 
But  he  was  high,  and  she  was  low, 
And  so  it  might  not  be. 

A  man  who  had  worn  a  spur, 

In  ancient  battle  won, 
Sad  sent  it  down  with  great  renown, 

To  goad  his  future  son  ! — 
And  so  the  cruel  word  was  spoken ; 
And  so  it  was  two  hearts  were  broken. 

in. 
A  youth  would  marry  a  maiden, 

For  fair  and  fond  was  she ; 
But  their  sires  disputed  about  the  Mass, 

And  so  it  might  not  be. 

10—2 
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A  couple  of  wicked  Kings, 

Three  hundred  years  agone, 
Had  played  at  a  royal  game  of  chess, 
And  the  church  had  been  a  pawn  I— 
And  so  the  cruel  word  was  spoken ; 
And  so  it  was  two  hearts  were  broken. 
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THE   HEAD   AND   THE   HEAKT. 

THE  head  is  stately,  calm,  and  wise, 

And  bears  a  princely  part ; 
And  down  below  in  secret  lies 

The  warm,  impulsive  heart. 

The  lordly  head  that  sits  above, 

The  heart  that  beats  below, 
Their  several  office  plainly  prove, 

Their  true  relation  show. 

The  head  erect,  serene,  and  cool, 
Endowed  with  Reason's  art, 

Was  set  aloft  to  guide  and  rule 
The  throbbing,  wayward  heart. 

And  from  the  head,  as  from  the  higher, 
Comes  every  glorious  thought ; 

And  in  the  heart's  transforming  fire 
All  noble  deeds  are  wrought. 

Yet  each  is  best  when  both  unite 
To  make  the  man  complete ; 

What  were  the  heat  without  the  light  ? 
The  light,  without  the  heat  ? 
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MY   CASTLE  IN  SPAIN. 

THERE'S  a  castle  in  Spain,  very  charming  to  sec, 
Though  built  without  money  or  toil ; 

Of  this  handsome  estate  I  am  owner  in  fee, 
And  paramount  lord  of  the  soil ; 

And  oft  as  I  may  I'm  accustomed  to  go 

And  live,  like  a  king,  in  my  Spanish  Chateau ! 

There's  a  dame  most  bewitchingly  rounded  and  ripe, 

Whose  wishes  are  never  absurd ; 
Who  doesn't  object  to  my  smoking  a  pipe, 

Nor  insist  on  the  ultimate  word ; 
In  short,  she's  the  pink  of  perfection,  you  know ; 
And  she  lives,  like  a  queen,  in  my  Spanish  Chateau  ! 

I've  a  family  too ;  the  delightfulest  girls, 

And  a  bevy  of  beautiful  boys ; 
All  quite  the  reverse  of  those  juvenile  churb 

Whose  pleasure  is  mischief  and  noise ; 
No  modern  Cornelia  might  venture  to  show 
Such  jewels  as  those  in  my  Spanish  Chateau ! 

I  have  servants  who  seek  their  contentment  in  mine, 

And  always  mind  what  they  are  at; 
Who  never  embezzle  the  sugar  and  wine, 

And  slander  the  innocent  cat ; 
Neither  saucy,  nor  careless,  nor  stupidly  slow, 
Are  the  servants  who  wait  in  my  Spanish  Chateau ! 
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I  have  pleasant  companions ;  most  affable  folk ; 

And  each  with  the  heart  of  a  brother ; 
Keen  wits,  who  enjoy  an  antagonist's  joke, 

And  beauties  who're  fond  of  each  other; 
Such  people,  indeed,  as  you  never  may  know, 
Unless  you  should  come  to  my  Spanish  Chateau ! 

I  have   friends,  whose  commission  for   wearing  the 
name 

In  kindness  unfailing  is  shown  ; 
Who  pay  to  another  the  duty  they  claim, 

And  deem  his  successes  their  own ; 
Who  joy  in  his  gladness,  and  weep  at  his  woe ; 
You'll  find  them  (where  else  ?)  in  my  Spanish  Chateau! 

'  O  si  sic  semper  !'  I  oftentimes  say, 
(Though  'tis  idle,  I  know,  to  complain,) 

To  think  that  again  I  must  force  me  away 
From  my  beautiful  castle  in  Spain  ! 

Ah  !  would  that  my  stars  had  determined  it  so 

I  might  live  the  year  round  in  my  Spanish  Chateau ! 
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'Tis  twenty  years,  and  something  more, 

Since,  all  athirst  for  useful  knowledge, 
I  took  some  draughts  of  classic  lore, 

Drawn  very  mild,  at rd  College ; 

Yet  I  remember  all  that  one 

Could  wish  to  hold  in  recollection ; 
The  boys,  the  joys,  the  noise,  the  fun ; 

But  not  a  single  Conic  Section. 

I  recollect  those  harsh  affairs, 

The  morning  bells  that  gave  us  panics, 
I  recollect  the  formal  prayers, 

That  seemed  like  lossons  in  Mechanics ; 
I  recollect  the  drowsy  way 

In  which  the  students  listened  to  them, 
As  clearly,  in  my  wig,  to-day, 

As  when,  a  boy,  I  slumbered  through  them. 

I  recollect  the  tutors  all 

As  freshly  now,  if  I  may  say  so, 
As  any  chapter  I  recall 

In  Homer  or  Ovidius  Naso. 
I  recollect,  extremely  well, 

'  Old  Hugh,'  the  mildest  of  fanatics  ; 
I  well  remember  Matthew  Bell, 

But  very  faintly  Mathematics. 

I  recollect  the  prizes  paid 

For  lessons  fathomed  to  the  bottom ; 
(Alas  that  pencil-marks  should  fade  !) 

I  recollect  the  chaps  who  got  'em, — 
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The  light  equestrians  who  soared 

O'er  every  passage  reckoned  stony ; 
And  took  the  chalks, — but  never  scored 

A  single  honour  to  the  pony ! 

Ah  me  ! — what  changes  Time  has  wrought, 

And  how  predictions  have  miscarried ! 
A  few  have  reached  the  goal  they  sought, 

And  some  are  dead,  and  some  are  married  ! 
And  some  in  city  journals  war ; 

And  some  as  politicians  bicker ; 
And  some  are  pleading  at  the  bar — 

For  jury -verdicts,  or  for  liquor. 

And  some  on  Trade  and  Commerce  wait ; 

And  some  in  schools  with  dunces  battle ; 
And  some  the  Gospel  propagate ; 

And  some  the  choicest  breeds  of  cattle ; 
And  some  are  living  at  their  ease ; 

And  some  were  wrecked  in  '  the  revulsion  ;' 
Some  serve  the  State  for  handsome  fees, 

And  one,  I  hear,  upon  compulsion  ! 

LAMOXT,  who,  in  his  college  dciys, 

Thought  e'en  a  cross  a  moral  scandal, 
Has  left  his  Puritanic  wa}rs, 

And  worships  now  with  bell  and  candle. 
And  MANN,  who  mourned  the  Negro's  fate, 

And  held  the  slave  as  most  unlucky, 
Now  holds  him,  at  the  market  rate, 

On  a  plantation  in  Kentucky  ! 

TOM  Kxox — who  swore  in  such  a  tone 

It  fairly  might  be  doubted  whether 
It  really  was  himself  alone, 

Or  Knox  and  Erebus  together — 
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Has  grown  a  very  altered  man, 

And,  changing  oaths  for  mild  entreaty, 

Now  recommends  the  Christian  plan 
To  savages  in  Otaheite ! 

Alas  for  young  Ambition's  vow  ! 

How  envious  Fate  may  overthrow  it ! — 
Poor  HAKVEY  is  in  Congress  now, 

Who  struggled  long  to  be  a  poet ; 
SMITH  carves  (quite  well)  memorial  stones, 

Who  tried  in  vain  to  make  the  law  go ; 
HALL  deals  in  hides ;  and  '  Pious  Jones' 

Is  dealing  faro  in  Chicago ! 

And,  sadder  still,  the  brilliant  HATS, 

Once  honest,  manly,  and  ambitious, 
Has  taken  latterly  to  ways 

Extremely  profligate  and  vicious  ; 
By  slow  degrees — I  can't  tell  how — 

He's;  reached  at  last  the  very  groundsel, 
And  in  New  York  he  figures  now, 

A  member  of  the  Common  Council ! 
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DO  YOU  THINK  HE  IS  MARRIED?' 

MADAM, — YOU  are  very  pressing, 
And  I  can't  decline  the  task ; 

With  the  slightest  gift  of  guessing, 
You  would  scarcely  need  to  ask  ! 

Don't  you  see  a  hint  of  marriage 

In  his  sober-sided  face  ? 
In  his  rather  careless  carriage, 

And  extremely  rapid  pace  ? 

If  he's  not  committed  treason, 
Or  some  wicked  action  done, 

Can  you  see  the  faintest  reason 
Why  a  bachelor  should  ran  ? 

Why  should  lie  be  in  a  flurry  ? 

But  a  loving  wife  to  greet 
Is  a  circumstance  to  hurry 

The  most  dignified  of  feet ! 

When  afar  the  man  has  spied  her, 

If  the  grateful,  happy  elf 
Does  not  haste  to  be  beside  her, 

He  must  be  beside  himself ! 

It  is  but  a  trifle,  maybe, — 

But  observe  his  practised  tone, 

W^hen  he  calms  youc  stormy  baby, 
Just  as  if  it -were  his  own 
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Do  you  think  a  certain  meekness 
You  have  mentioned  in  his  looks, 

Is  a  chronic  optic  weakness 

That  has  come  of  reading  books  ? 

Did  you  ever  see  his  vision 
Peering  underneath  a  hood, 

Save  enough  for  recognition, 
As  a  civil  person  should  ? 

Could  a  Capuchin  be  colder 
When  he  glances,  as  he  must, 

At  a  finely-rounded  shoulder, 
Or  a  proudly-swelling  bust  ? 

Madam  ! — think  of  every  feature, 
Then  deny  it,  if  you  can, 

lie's  a  fond,  connubial  creature, 
Arid  a  very  married  man ! 
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*  GOD  bless  the  man  who  first  invented  sleep  !' 
So  Sancho  Panza  said,  and  so  say  I  :     • 

And  bless  him,  also,  that  he  didn't  keep 
His  great  discovery  to  himself;  nor  try 

To  make  it  —  as  the  lucky  fellow  might  — 

A  close  monopoly  by  patent-right  ! 

Yes  —  bless  the  man  who  first  invented  sleep, 
(I  really  can't  avoid  the  iteration  ;) 

But  blast  the  man,  with  curses  loud  and  deep, 
Whate'er  the  rascal's  name,  or  age,  or  station, 

Who  first  invented,  and  went  round  advising, 

That  artificial  cut-off—  Early  Eising  ! 

'  Eise  with  the  lark,  and  with  the  lark  to  bed,' 
Observes  some  solemn,  sentimental  owl  ; 

Maxims  like  these  are  very  cheaply  said  ; 
But,  ere  you  make  yourself  a  fool  or  fowl, 

Pray  just  inquire  about  his  rise  and  fall, 

And  whether  larks  have  any  beds  at  all  ! 

'  The  time  for  honest  folks  to  be  a-bed' 
Is  in  the  morning,  if  I  reason  right  ;  ' 

And  he  who  cannot  keep  his  precious  head 
Upon  his  pillow  till  it's  fairly  light, 

And  so  enjoy  his  forty  morning  winks, 

Is  up  to  knavery;  or  else  —  he  drinks  ! 
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Thomson,  who  sung  about  the  '  Seasons/  said 
It  was  a  glorious  thing  to  rise  in  season ; 

But  then  he  said  it — lying — in  his  bed, 
At  ten  o'clock  A.M., — the  very  reason 

He  wrote  so  charmingly.     The  simple  fact  is, 

His  preaching  wasn't  sanctioned  by  his  practice. 

'Tis,  doubtless,  well  to  be  sometimes  awake, — 
Awake  to  duty,  and  awake  to  truth, — 

But  when,  alas !  a  nice  review  we  take 

Of  our  best  deeds  and  days,  we  find,  in  sooth, 

The  hours  that  leave  the  slightest  cause  to  weep 

Are  those  we  passed  in  childhood  or  asleep ! 

'Tis  beautiful  to  leave  the  world  awhile 

For  the  soft  visions  of  the  gentle  night ; 
And  free,  at  last,  from  mortal  care  or  guile, 

To  live  as  only  in  the  angels'  sight, 
In  sleep's  sweet  realm  so  cosily  shut  in, 
Where,  at  the  worst,  we  only  dream  of  sin ! 

• 
So  let  us  sleep,  and  give  the  Maker  praise. 

I  like  the  lad  who,  when  his  father  thought 
To  clip  his  morning  nap  by  hackneyed  phrase 

Of  vagrant  worm  by  early  songster  caught, 
Cried,  '  Served  him  right ! — it's  not  at  all  surprising; 
The  worm  was  punished,  sir,  for  early  rising !' 
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IDEAL  AND  EEAL. 

IDEAL. 

SOME  years  ago,  when  I  was  young1, 

And  Mrs.  Jones  was  Miss  Delancy; 
When  wedlock's  canopy  was  hung 

With  curtains  from  the  loom  of  fancy  ; 
I  used  to  paint  my  future  life 

With  most  poetical  precision, — 
My  special  wonder  of  a  wife ; 

My  happy  days ;  my  nights  Elysian. 

I  saw  a  lady,  rather  small, 

(A  JUNO  was  my  strict  abhorrence,) 
With  flaxen  hair,  contrived  to  fall 

In  careless  ringlets,  a  la  Lawrence ; 
A  blonde  complexion ;  eyes  that  drew 

From  autumn  clouds  their  azure  brightness 
The  foot  of  Venus  ;  arms  whose  hue 

Was  perfect  in  its  milky  whiteness ! 

I  saw  a  party,  quite  select, — 

There  might  have  been  a  baker's  dozen  j 
A  parson,  of  the  ruling  sect ; 

A  bridemaid,  and  a  city  cousin ; 
A  formal  speech  to  me  and  mine, 

(Its  meaning  I  could  scarce  discover ;) 
A  taste  of  cake ;  a  sip  of  wine ; 

Some  kissing — and  the  scene  was  over ! 
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I  saw  a  baby — one — no  more ; 

A  cherub  pictured,  rather  faintly, 
Beside  a  pallid  dame  who  wore 

A  countenance  extremely  saintly. 
I  saw, — but  nothing  could  I  hear, 

Except  the  softest  prattle,  maybe, 
The  merest  breath  upon  the  ear,— 

So  quiet  was  that  blessed  baby  ! 

EEAL. 

I  see  a  woman,  rather  tall, 

And  yet,  I  own,  a  comely  lady ; 
Complexion — such  as  I  must  call 

(To  be  exact)  a  little  shady  ; 
A  hand  not  handsome,  yet  confessed 

A  generous  one  for  love  or  pity ; 
A  nimble  foot,  and — neatly  dressed 

In  No.  5 — extremely  pretty ! 

I  see  a  group  of  boys  and  girls 

Assembled  round  the  knee  paternal ; 
"With  ruddy  cheeks  and  tangled  curls, 

And  manners  not  at  all  supernal. 
And  one  has  reached  a  manly  size, 

And  one  aspires  to  woman's  stature  j 
And  one  is  quite  a  recent  prize, 

And  all  abound  in  human  nature  ! 

Tbe  boys  are  hard  to  keep  in  trim  ; 

The  girls  are  often  rather  trying ; 
And  baby — like  the  cherubim — 

Seems  very  fond  of  steady  crying ! 
And  yet  the  precious  little  one, 

His  mother's  dear,  despotic  master, 
Is  worth  a  thousand  babies  done 

In  Parian  or  in  alabaster ! 
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And  oft  that  stately  dame  and  I, 

When  laughing  o'er  our  early  dreaming, 
And  marking,  as  the  years  go  by, 

How  idle  was  our  youthful  scheming, 
Confess  the  wiser  Power,  that  knew 

How  Duty  every  joy  enhances, . 
And  gave  us  blessings  rich  and  true, 

And  better  far  than  all  our  fancies  ! 
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HOW  THE  MONEY  GOES. 

How  goes  the  Money  ?— Well, 
I'm  sure  it  isn't  hard  to  tell ; 
It  goes  for  rent,  and  water-rates, 
Tor  bread  and  butter,  coal  and  grates, 
Hats,  caps,  and  carpets,  hoops  and  hose,— 
And  that's  the  way  the  Money  goes ! 

How  goes  the  Money  ? — Nay, 
Don't  everybody  know  the  way  ? 
It  goes  for  bonnets,  coats,  and  capes, 
Silks,  satins,  muslins,  velvets,  crapes, 
Shawls,  ribbons,  furs,  and  furbelows, — • 
And  that's  the  way  the  Money  goes ! 

How  goes  the  Money  ? — Sure, 
I  wish  the  ways  were  something  fewer ; 
\It  goes  for  wages,  taxes,  debts  ; 
It  goes  for  presents,  goes  for  bets, 
Tor  paint,  pommade,  and  eau-de-rose, — 
And  that's  the  way  the  Money  goes  ! 

How  goes  the  Money  ? — Now, 
I've  scarce  begun  to  mention  how  j 
It  goes  for  laces,  feathers,  rings, 
Toys,  dolls — and  other  baby-things, 
Whips,  whistles,  candies,  bells,  and  bows,- 
And  that's  the  way  the  Money  goes ! 
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How  goes  the  Money  ? — Come, 

I  know  it  doesn't  go  for  rum ; 

It  goes  for  schools  and  Sabbath  chimes, 

It  goes  for  charity — sometimes  ; 

For  missions,  and  such  things  as  those, — 

And  that's  the  way  the  Money  goes  ! 

How  goes  the  Money  ? — There ! 
I'm  out  of  patience,  I  declare ; 
It  goes  for  plays,  and  diamond-pins, 
For  public  alms,  and  private  sins, 
For  hollow  shams,  and  silly  shows,— 
And  that's  the  way  the  Money  goes ! 
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TALE    OF    A    DOG. 

IN  TWO  PAETS. 

PABT  FIBST. 

I. 

'  CURSE  on  all  curs !'  I  heard  a  cynic  cry: 
A  wider  malediction  than  he  thought. 

For  what's  a  cynic;  ? — Had  he  cast  his  eye 
Within  his  dictionary,  he  had  caught 

This  much  of  learning, — the  untutored  elf, — 

That  he,  unwittingly,  had  cursed  himself! 

II. 

'  Beware  of  dogs/  the  great  Apostle  writes  ; 

A  rather  brief  and  sharp  philippic  sent 
To  the  Philippians.     The  paragraph  invites 

Some  little  question  as  to  its  intent, 
Among  the  hest  expositors ;  but  then 
I  find  they  all  agree  that  '  dogs'  meant  men 

in. 

Beware  of  men  !  a  moralist  might  say, 

And  women  too ;  'twere  but  a  prudent  hint, 

Well  worth  observing  in  a  general  way, 
But  having  surely  no  conclusion  in't, 

(As  saucy  satirists  are  wont  to  rail,) 

All  men  are  faithless,  and  all  women  frail. 
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IV. 

And  so  of  dogs  'twere  wrong  to  dogmatize 

Without  discrimination  or  degree ; 
For  one  may  see,  with  half  a  pair  of  eyes, 

That  they  have  characters  as  well  as  we  : 
I  hate  the  rascal  who  can  walk  the  street 
Caning  all  canines  he  may  chance  to  meet. 

v. 

I  had  a  dog  that  was  not  all  a  dog, 

For  in  his  nature  there  was  something  human 
Wisely  he  looked  as  any  pedagogue  ; 

Loved  funerals  and  weddings,  like  a  woman ; 
With  this  (still  human)  weakness,  I  confess, 
Of  always  judging  people  by  their  dress. 

VI. 

He  hated  beggars,  it  was  very  clear, 

And  oft  was  seen  to  drive  them  from  the  dout 
But  that  was  education ; — for  a  year, 

Ere  yet  his  puppyhood  was  fairly  o'er, 
He  lived  with  a  Philanthropist,  and  caught 
His  practices ;  the  precepts  he  forgot ! 

VII. 

Which  was  a  pity;  yet  the  dog,  I  grant, 
Led,  on  the  whole,  a  very  worthy  life. 

To  teach  you  industry,  '  Go  to  the  ant,' 
(I  mean  the  insect,  not  your  uncle's  wife  ;) 

But — though  the  counsel  sounds  a  little  rude — 

Go  to  the  dogs,  for  love  and  gratitude. 
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PART   SECOND. 
VIII. 

'  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs,'  the  poet  cries ; 

A  downright  insult  to  the  canine  race ; 
There's  not  a  puppy  but  is  far  too  wise 

To  put  a  pill  or  powder  in  his  face. 
Perhaps  the  poet  merely  meant  to  say, 
That  physic,  thrown  to  dogs,  is  thrown  away, — 

IX. 

Which  (as  the  parson  said  about  the  dice) 
Is  the  best  throw  that  any  man  can  choose ; 

Take,  if  you're  ailing,  medical  advice, — 

Minus  the  medicine — which,  of  course,  refuse. 

Drugging,  no  doubt,  occasioned  Homoeopathy, 

And  all  the  dripping  horrors  of  Hydropathy. 

X. 

At  all  events,  'tis  fitting  to  remark, 

Dogs  spurn  at  drugs;  their  daily  bark  and  whine 
Are  not  at  all  the  musty  wine  and  bark 

The  doctors  give  to  patients  in  decline ; 
And  yet  a  dog  who  felt  a  fracture's  smart 
Once  thanked  a  kind  chirurgeon  for  his  art. 

XI. 

I've  heard  a  story,  and  believe  it  true, 

About  a  dog  that  chanced  to  break  his  leg ; 

His  master  set  it  and  the  member  grew 
Once  more  a  sound  and  serviceable  peg ; 

And  how  d'ye  think  the  happy  dog  exprest 

The  grateful  feelings  of  his  glowing  breast  ? 
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XII. 

T\vas  not  in  words ;  the  customary  pay 
Of  human  debtors  for  a  friendly  act ; 

For  dogs  their  thoughts  can  neither  sing  nor  say 
E'en  in  '  dog-latin/  which  (a  curious  fact) 

Is  spoken  only — as  a  classic  grace — 

By  grave  Professors  of  the  human  race  ! 

XIII. 

No,  'twas  in  deed  ;  the  very  briefest  tail 
Declared  his  deep  emotions  at  his  cure  ; 

Short,  hut  significant ; — one  could  not  fail, 
From  the  mere  wagging  of  his  cynosure 

('  Surgens  e  puppi'},  and  his  ears  agog, 

To  see  the  fellow  was  a  grateful  dog  ! 

XIV. 

One  day — still  mindful  of  his  late  disaster — 
He  wandered  off  the  village  to  explore ; 

And  brought  another  dog  unto  his  master, 
Lame  of  a  leg,  as  he  had  been  before ; 

As  who  should  say,  *  You  see  ! — the  dog  is  lame 

You  doctored  me,  pray,  doctor  him  the  same  !' 


So  runs  the  story,  and  you  have  it  cheap, — 
Dog-cheap,  as  doubtless  such  a  tale  should  be ; 

The  moral,  surely,  isn't  hard  to  reap  : — 
Be  prompt  to  listen  unto  mercy's  plea ; 

The  good  you  get,  diffuse ;  it  will  not  hurt  you 

E'en  from  a  dog  to  learn  a  Christian  virtue  ! 
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LITTLE  JEEKY,  THE  MILLER. 

A   BALLAD. 

BENEATH  the  hill  you  may  see  the  mill 
Of  wasting  wood  and  crumbling  stone ; 

The  wheel  is  dripping  and  clattering  still, 
But  Jerry,  the  miller,  is  dead  and  gone. 

Year  after  year,  early  and  late, 

Alike  in  summer  and  winter  weather, 

He  pecked  the  stones  and  calked  the  gate, 
And  mill  and  miller  grew  old  together. 

'  Little  Jerry' — 'twas  all  the  same, — 
They  loved  him  well  who  called  him  so  j 

And  whether  he'd  ever  another  name, 
Nobody  ever  seemed  to  know. 

'Twas  '  Little  Jerry,  come  grind  my  rye ;' 
And  '  Little  Jerry,  come  grind  my  wheat ;' 

And  '  Little  Jerry'  was  still  the  cry, 
From  matron  bold  and  maiden  sweet. 

Twas  '  Little  Jerry'  on  every  tongue, 
And  so  the  simple  truth  was  told ; 

For  Jerry  was  little  when  he  was  young, 
And  Jerry  was  little  when  he  was  old. 

But  what  in  size  he  chanced  to  lack, 
That  Jerry  made  up  in  being  strong ; 

I've  seen  a  sack  upon  his  back 

As  thick  as  the  miller,  and  quite  as  long. 
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Always  busy,  and  always  merry, 

Always  doing  his  very  best, 
A  notable  wag  was  Little  Jerry, 

Who  uttered  well  his  standing  jest. 

How  Jerry  lived  is  known  to  fame, 

But  how  he  died  there's  none  may  know ; 

One  autumn  day  the  rumour  came, 
'  The  brook  and  Jerry  are  very  low.' 

And  then  'twas  whispered,  mournfully, 
The  leech  had  come,  and  he  was  dead ; 

And  all  the  neighbours  nocked  to  see ; 
'  Poor  Little  Jerry !'  was  all  they  said. 

They  laid  him  in  his  earthly  bed, — 
His  miller's  coat  his  only  shroud  ; 

'  Dust  to  dust,'  the  parson  said, 
And  all  the  people  wept  aloud. 

For  he  had  shunned  the  deadly  sin, 

And  not  a  grain  of  over-toll 
Had  ever  dropped  into  his  bin, 

To  weigh  upon  his  parting  soul. 

Beneath  the  hill  there  stands  the  mill. 
Of  wasting  wood  and  crumbling  stone ; 

The  wheel  is  dripping  and  clattering  still, 
But  Jerry,  the  miller,  is  dead  and  gone. 
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THE  JOLLY   MARINER. 

A   BALI  AD. 

IT  was  a  jolly  mariner 

As  ever  hove  a  log ; 
He  wore  his  trousers  wide  and  free, 

And  always  ate  his  prog, 
And  blessed  his  eyes,  in  sailor-wise, 

And  never  shirked  his  grog. 

Up  spoke  this  jolly  mariner, 

Whilst  walking  up  and  down  :— 

'  The  briny  sea  has  pickled  me, 
And  done  me  very  brown ; 

But  here  I  goes,  in  these  here  clo'es, 
A-cruising  in  the  town  !' 

The  first  of  all  the  curious  things 
That  chanced  his  eye  to  meet, 

As  this  undaunted  mariner 
Went  sailing  up  the  street, 

Was,  tripping  with  a  little  cane, 
A  dandy  all  complete  ! 

He  stopped, — that  jolly  mariner, — 
And  eyed  the  stranger  well : — 

'  What  that  may  be,'  he  said,  says  he, 
*  Is  more  than  I  can  tell ; 

But  ne'er  before,  on  sea  or  shore, 
Was  such  a  heavy  swell ! ' 
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He  met  a  lady  in  her  hoops, 

And  thus  she  heard  him  hail : — 

'  Now  blow  me  tight ! — but  there's  a  sight 
To  manage  in  a  gale ! 

I  never  saw  so  small  a  craft 
With  such  a  spread  o'  sail ! 

'  Observe  the  craft  before  and  aft, — 

She'd  make  a  pretty  prize  !  ' 
And  then  in  that  improper  way 

He  spoke  about  his  eyes, 
That  mariners  are  wont  to  use 

In  anger  or  surprise. 

He  saw  a  plumber  on  a  roof, 

Who  made  a  mighty  din : — 
*  Shipmate,  ahoy  !'  the  rover  cried, 

'  It  makes  a  sailor  grin 
To  see  you  copper-bottoming 

Your  upper  decks  with  tin !' 

He  met  a  yellow -bearded  man, 

And  asked  about  the  way  : 
But  not  a  word  could  he  make  out 

Of  what  the  chap  would  say, 
Unless  he  meant  to  call  him  names, 

By  screaming  '  Nix  furstay !' 

Up  spoke  this  jolly  mariner, 

And  to  the  man  said  he, 
'  I  haven't  sailed  these  thirty  years 

Upon  the  stormy  sea, 
To  bear  the  shame  of  such  a  name 

As  I  have  heard  from  thee  ! 
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'So  take  thou  that ! ' — and  laid  him  flat ; 

But  soon  the  man  arose, 
And  beat  the  jolly  mariner 

Across  his  jolly  nose, 
Till  he  was  fain,  from  very  pain, 

To  yield  him  to  the  blows. 

'Twas  then  this  jolly  mariner 

A  wretched  jolly  tar, 
Wished  he  was  in  a  jolly-boat 

Upon  the  sea  afar, 
Or  riding  fast,  before  the  blast, 

Upon  a  single  spar ! 

'Twas  then  this  jolly  mariner 

Keturned  unto  his  ship, 
And  told  unto  the  wondering  crew 

The  story  of  his  trip, 
With  many  oaths  and  curses,  too, 

Upon  his  wicked  lip  ! — 

As  hoping — so  this  mariner 

In  fearful  words  harangued— 
His  timbers  might  be  shivered,  and 

His  le'ward  scuppers  danged, 

(A  double  curse,  and  vastly  worse 

Than  being  shot  or  hanged  !) 

If  ever  he — and  here  again 
A  dreadful  oath  he  swore — 

If  ever  he,  except  at  sea, 
Spoke  any  stranger  more, 

Or  like  a  son  of — something — went 
A-cruising  on  the  shore  ! 
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YE  TAILYOR-MAN. 

A     CONTEMPLATIVE     BALLAD. 

EIGHT  jollie  is  ye  tailyor-man, 

As  annie  man  may  be  ; 
And  all  ye  daye  upon  ye  benche 

He  worketh  merrilie. 

And  oft  ye  while  in  pleasante  wise 
He  coileth  up  his  lymbes, 

He  singeth  songs  ye  like  whereof 
Are  not  in  Watts  his  hymns. 

And  yet  he  toileth  all  ye  while 
His  merrie  catches  rqlle ; 

As  true  unto  ye  needle  as 
Ye  needle  to  ye  pole. 

"What  cares  ye  valiant  tailyor-man 
For  all  ye  cowarde  feares  ? 

Against  ye  scissors  of  ye  Fates 
He  pointes  his  mightie  sheares. 

He  heedeth  not  ye  anciente  jests 
That  witlesse  sinners  use ; 

What  feareth  ye  bolde  tailyor-man 
Ye  hissinge  of  a  goose  ? 

He  pulleth  at  ye  busie  threade, 
To  feede  his  lovinge  wife 

And  eke  his  childe ;  for  unto  them 
It  is  ye  threade  of  life. 
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He  cutteth  well  ye  riche  man's  coate, 
And  with  unseemlie  pride 

He  sees  ye  little  waistcoate  in 
Ye  cabbage  bye  his  side. 

Meanwhile  ye  tailyor-man  his  wife, 
To  labour  nothinge  loth, 

Sits  bye  with  readie  hande  to  baste 
Ye  urchin  and  ye  cloth. 

Full  happie  is  ye  tailyor-man, 

Yet  is  he  often  tried, 
Lest  he,  from  fullnesse  of  ye  dimes, 

Wax  wanton  in  his  pride. 

Full  happie  is  ye  tailyor-man, 

And  yet  he  hath  a  foe, 
A  cunninge  enemie  that  none 

So  well  as  tailyors  knowe. 

% 
It  is  ye  slipperie  customer 

Who  goes  his  wicked  wayes, 
And  weares  ye  tailyor-man  his  coate, 

But  never,  never  payes  ! 
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TOWN  AND  COUNTRY. 

AN  ECLOGUE. 
CLOVEETOP. 

I'VE  thought,  my  Cousin,  it's  extremely  queer 
That  you,  who  love  to  spend  your  August  here, 
Don't  bring,  at  once,  your  wife  and  children  down, 
And  quit,  for  good,  the  noisy,  dusty  town. 

SHILLINGSIDE. 

Ah !  simple  swain,  this  sort  of  life  may  do 
For  such  a  verdant  Clovertop  as  you, 
Content  to  vegetate  in  summer  air, 
And  hibernate  in  winter — like  a  bear  ! 

CLOVEETOP. 

Sere  we  have  butter  pure  as  virgin  gold, 
And  milk  from  cows  that  can  a  tail  unfold 
With  bovine  pride ;  and  new-laid  eggs,  whose  praise 
Is  sung  by  pullets  with  their  morning  lays  ; 
Trout  from  the  brook ;  good  water  from  the  well ; 
And  other  blessings  more  than  I  can  tell ! 

SHILLINGSIDE. 

There,  simple  rustic,  we  have  nightly  plays, 
And  operatic  music, — charming  ways 
Of  spending  time  and  money, — lots  of  fun  ; 
The  Central  Park — whene'er  they  get  it  done  ; 
Barnum's  Museum,  full  of  things  erratic, 
Terrene,  amphibious,  airy,  and  aquatic  ! 
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CLOVEETOP. 

Here  we  have  rosy,  radiant,  romping-  girls, 
With  lips  of  rubies,  and  with  teeth  of  pearls  ; 
I  dare»not  mention  half  their  witching  charms ; 
But,  ah  !  the  roundness  of  their  milky  arms, 
And,  oh  !  what  polished  shoulders  they  display, 
Bending  o'er  tubs  upon  a  washing-day  ! 

SHILLINGSIDE. 

There  we  have  ladies  most  superbly  made, 
(By  fine  artistes,  who  understand  their  trade,) 
Who  dance  the  German,  flirt  a  graceful  fan, 
And  speak  such  French  as  no  Parisian  can ; 
Who  sing  much  louder  than  your  country  thrushes, 
And    wear    (thank    Phalon !)    far    more    brilliant 
blushes ! 

CLOVEETOP. 

Here,  boastful  Shilling,  we  have  flowery  walks, 
Where  you  may  stroll,  and  hold  delightful  talks, 
(No  xaucy  placard  frowning  as  you  pass, 
'  Ten  dollars  tine  for  walking  on  the  grass  !') 
Dim-lighted  groves,  where  love's  delicious  words 
Are  breathed  to  music  of  melodious  birds. 


SHILLINGSIDE. 

TJiere,  silly  Clover,  dashing  belles  we  meet, 
Sweeping  with  silken  robes  the  dusty  street ; 
May  gaze  into  their  faces  as  they  pass, 
Beneath  the  rays  of  dimly-burning  gas, 
Or,  standing  at  a  crossing  when  it  rains, 
May  see  some  pretty  ankles  for  our  pains. 
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CLOVERTOP. 


Here  you  may  angle  for  the  speckled  trout, 
Play  him  awhile,  with  gentle  hand,  about, 
Then,  like  a  sportsman,  pull  the  fellow  out ! 


SHILLIXGSIDE. 


There,  too,  is  fishing,  quite  as  good,  I  ween, 
Where  careless,  gaping  gudgeons  oft  are  seen, 
Rich  as  yon  pasture,  and  almost  as  green  ! 


CLOVERTOP. 


Here  you  may  see  the  meadow's  grassy  plain, 
Ripe,  luscious  fruits,  and  shocks  of  golden  grain  ; 
And  view,  luxuriant  in  a  hundred  fields, 
The  gorgeous  wealth  that  bounteous  Nature  yields  ! 


SHILLIXGSIDE. 


There  you  may  see  Trade's  wondrous  strength  and 

pride, 

Where  merchant-navies  throng  on  every  side, 
And  view,  collected  in  Columbia's  mart, 
Alike  the  wealth  of  Nature  and  of  Art ! 


CLOVERTOP. 

Cease,  clamorous  cit !  I  love  these  quiet  nooks, 
Where  one  may  sleep,  or  dawdle  over  books, 
Or,  if  he  wish  of  gentle  love  to  dream, 
May  sit  and  muse  by  yonder  babbling  stream — 

SHILLIXGSIDE. 

Dry  up  your  babbling  stream  !  my  Clovertop — 
You're  getting  garrulous ;  it's  time  to  stop. 
I  love  the  city,  and  the  city's  smoke ; 
The  smell  of  gas  ;  the  dust  of  coal  and  coke ; 
The  sound  of  bells  ;  the  tramp  of  hurrying  feet ; 
The  sight  of  pigs  and  Paphians  in  the  street ; 

12 
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The  jostling  crowd ;  the  never-ceasing  noise 
Of  rattling  coaches,  and  vociferous  boys ; 
The  cry  of  '  Fire ! '  and  the  exciting  scene 
Of  heroes  running  with  their  mad  '  mersheen 
Nay,  now  I  think  that  I  could  even  stand 
The  direful  din  of  Barnum's  brazen  band, 
So  much  I  long  to  see  the  town  again  ! 
Good-bye !  I'm  going  by  the  evening  train  ! 
Don't  fail  to  call  whene'er  you  come  to  to\vii, 
We  '11  do  the  city,  boy,  and  do  it  brown ; 
I've  really  had  a  pleasant  visit  here, 
And  mean  to  come  again  another  year. 
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M.Y    FAMILIAR. 

T&cce  itcrum  Crispinus  I 


JJ  I  hear  that  creaking  step  ! — 

He  's  rapping  at  the  door  ! — 
Too  well  I  know  the  boding  sound 

That  ushers  in  a  bore. 
I  do  not  tremble  when  I  meet 

The  stoutest  of  my  foes, 
But  Heaven  defend  me  from  the  friend 

Who  comes — but  never  goes  ! 

n. 

He  drops  into  my  easy-chair, 

Arid  asks  about  the  news ; 
He  peers  into  my  manuscript, 

And  gives  his  candid  views  ; 
He  tells  me  where  he  likes  the  line, 

And  where  he's  forced  to  grieve  ; 
He  takes  the  strangest  liberties, — 

But  never  takes  his  leave  ! 

in. 

He  reads  my  daily  paper  through 

Before  I've  seen  a  word  ; 
He  scans  the  lyric  (that  I  wrote) 

And  thinks  it  quite  absurd  ; 
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He  calmly  smokes  my  last  cigar, 
And  coolly  asks  for  more ; 

He  opens  everything  he  sees — • 
Except  the  entry  door  ! 

IV. 

He  talks  about  his  fragile  health  s 

And  tells  me  of  the  pains 
He  suffers  from  a  score  of  ills 

Of  which  he  ne'er  complains ; 
And  how  he  struggled  once  with  death 

To  keep  the  fiend  at  hay ; 
On  themes  like  those  away  he  goes — 

But  never  goes  away  ! 


v. 

He  tells  me  of  the  carping  words 
Some  shallow  critic  wrote ; 

And  every  precious  paragraph 
Familiarly  can  quote ; 

He  thinks  the  writer  did  me  wrong  ; 
He'd  like  to  run  him  through  ! 

He  says  a  thousand  pleasant  things- 
Bat  never  says  '  Adieu  ! ' 

VI. 

Whene'er  he  comes — that  dreadful  man- 
Disguise  it  as  I  may, 

I  know  that,  like  an  Autumn  rain, 
He  '11  last  throughout  the  day, 

In  vain  I  speak  of  urgent  tasks ; 
In  vain  I  scowl  and  pout  j 

A  frown  is  no  extinguisher, — 
It  does  not  put  him  out  i 
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VII. 

I  mean  to  take  the  knocker  off, 

Put  crape  upon  the  door, 
Or  hint  to  John  that  I  am  gor.o 

To  stay  a  month  or  more. 
I  do  not  tremble  when  I  meet 

The  stoutest  of  my  foes, 
But  Heaven  defend  me  from  the  friend 

Who  never,  never  goes  ! 
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HOW  THE  LAWYERS   GOT  A  PATEON 
SAINT. 

'A   LEGEND   OF   BRETAGXE. 

A  LAWYER  of  Brittany,  once  on  a  time, 
When  business  was  flagging  at  home, 

Was  sent  as  a  legate  to  Italy's  clime, 
To  confer  Avith  the  Father  at  Koine. 

And  what  was  the  message  the  minister  brought  ? 

To  the  Pope  he  preferred  a  complaint 
That  each  other  profession  a  Patron  had  got, 

While  the  Lawyers  had  never  a  Saint ! 

'  Very  true,'  said  his  Holiness, — smiling  to  find 
An  attorney  so  civil  and  pleasant, — 

'  But  my  very  last  Saint  is  already  assigned, 
And  I  can't  make  a  new  one  at  present. 

'  To  choose  from  the  Bar  it  were  fittest,  I  think ; 

Perhaps  you've  a  man  in  your  eye  ; ' — 
And  his  Holiness  here  gave  a  mischievous  wink 

To  a  Cardinal  sitting  near  by. 

But  the  lawyer  replied,  in  a  lawyer-like  way, 

'  I  know  what  is  modest,  I  hope  ; 
I  didn't  come  hither,  allow  me  to  say, 

To  proffer  advice  to  the  Pope  ! ' 

'  Very  well,'  said  his  Holiness,  '  then  we  will  do 

The  best  that  may  fairly  be  done  ; 
It  don't  seem  exactly  the  thing,  it  is  true, 

That  the  Law  should  be  Saint-less  alone. 
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'  To  treat  your  profession  as  well  as  I  can, 
And  leave  you  no  cause  of  complaint, 

I  propose,  as  the  only  quite  feasible  plan, 
To  give  you  a  second-hand  Saint. 

•  To  the  neighbouring  church  you  will  presently  go, 

And  this  is  the  plan  I  advise  :— 
First,  say  a  few  aves — a  hundred  or  so — 
Then  carefully  bandage  your  eyes  ; 

*  Then  (saying  more  aves)  go  groping  around, 

And,  touching  one  object  alone, 
The  Saint  you  are  seeking  will  quickly  be  found, 
For  the  first  that  you  touch  is  your  own.' 

The  lawyer  did  as  his  Holiness  said, 

Without  an  omission  or  flaw ; 
Then,  taking  the  bandages  off  from  his  head, 

What  do  you  think  he  saw  ? 

There  was  St.  Michael  (figured  in  paint) 

Subduing  the  Father  of  Evil ; 
And  the  lawyer,  exclaiming  '  Be  tUou  our  Saint !' 

Was  touching  the  form  of  the  DEVIL  ! 
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THE  KING  AND  THE  COTTAGER. 

A   PEESIAN   LEGEND. 
I. 

PRAT  list  vmto  a  legend 

The  ancient  poets  tell ; 
'Tis  of  a  mighty  monarch 

In  Persia  once  did  dwell ; 
A  mighty  queer  old  monarch 

Who  ruled  his  kingdom  well.  ' 

II. 

'  I  must  build  another  palace/ 
Observed  this  mighty  King; 

*  For  this  is  getting  shabby 
Along  the  southern  wing ; 

And,  really,  for  a  monarch, 
It  isn't  quite  the  thing. 

in. 
1  So  I  will  have  a  new  one, 

Although  I  greatly  fear, 
To  build  it  just  to  suit  me, 

Will  cost  me  rather  dear ; 
And  I'll  choose,  God  wot,  another  r.pot, 

Much  finer  than  this  here.' 

IV. 

So  he  travelled  o'er  his  kingdom 

A  proper  site  to  find, 
Where  he  might  build  a  'palace 

Exactly  to  his  mind, 
All  with  a  pleasant  prospect 

Before  it,  and  behind. 
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V. 

Kot  long  with  this  endeavour 

The  King  had  travelled  round, 
Ere,  to  his  royal  pleasure, 

A  charming  spot  he  found ; 
But  an  ancient  widow's  cabin 

Was  standing  on  the  ground. 

YI. 
*  Ah.  here,'  exclaimed  the  monarch, 

'  Is  just  the  proper  spot, 
Tf  this  woman  would  allow  me 

To  remove  her  little  cot !' 
But  the  beldam  answered  plainly, 

She  had  rather  he  would  not ! 

VII. 

'  Within  this  lonely  cottage, 

Great  Monarch,  I  was  born  ; 
And  only  from  this  cottage 

By  Death  will  I  be  torn  : 
So  spare  it,  in  your  justice, 

Or  spoil  it  in  your  scorn  !' 

VIII. 

Then  all  the  courtiers  mocked  her, 
With  cruel  words  and  jeers  : — 

'  'Tis  plain  her  royal  master 
She  neither  loves  nor  fears  ; 

We  would  knock  her  ugly  hovel 
About  her  ugly  ears  ! 

IX. 

'  When  ever  was  a  subject 

Who  might  the  King  withstand  ? 

Or  deem  his  spoken  pleasure 
As  less  than  his  command  ? 

Of  course  he'll  rout  the  beldam, 
And  confiscate  her  land  !' 
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But,  to  their  deep  amazement, 

His  Majesty  replied : 
'  Good  woman,  never  heed  them, 

The  Kiny  is  on  your  side  : 
Your  cottage  is  your  castle, 

And  here  you  shall  abide. 

XI. 

'  To  raze  it  in  a  moment, 
The  power  is  mine,  I  grant ; 

My  absolute  dominion 
A  hundred  poets  chant ; 

For  being  Khan  of  Persia, 

There's  nothing  that  I  cant  /' 

XII. 

('Twas  in  this  pleasant  fashion 
The  mighty  monarch  spoke  ; 

For  kings  have  merry  fancies 
Like  other  mortal  folk : 

And  none  so  high  and  mighty 
But  loves  his  little  joke.) 

XIII. 

'  But  power  is  scarcely  worthy 

Of  honour  or  applause, 
That  in  it's  domination 

Contemns  the  widow's  cause, 
Or  perpetrates  injustice 

By  trampling  on  the  laws. 

XIV. 

1  That  I  have  wronged  the  meanest 
No  honest  tongue  may  say  : 

So  bide  you  in  your  cottage, 
Good  woman,  while  you  may ; 

What's  yours  by  deed  and  purchase 
No  man  may  take  away. 
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XV. 

'  And  I  will  build  beside  it, 

For  though  your  cot  may  be 
In  such  a  lordly  presence 

No  fitting  thing  to  see, 
If  it  honour  not  my  castle, 

It  will  surely  honour  me ! 

XVI. 

*  For  so  my  loyal  people, 

Who  gaze  upon  the  sight, 
Shall  know  that  in  oppression 

I  do  not  take  delight ; 
Nor  hold  a  king's  convenience 

Before  a  subject's  right !' 

XVII. 

Now  from  his  spoken  purpose 

The  King  departed  not ; 
He  built  the  royal  dwelling 

Upon  the  chosen  spot, 
And  there  they  stood  together, 

The  palace  and  the  cot ! 

XVIII. 

Sure  such  unseemly  neighbours 

Were  never  seen  before ; 
'  His  Majesty  is  doting,' 

His  silly  courtiers  swore ; 
But  all  true  loyal  subjects, 

They  loved  the  King  the  more. 

XIX. 

Long,  long  he  ruled  his  kingdom 

In  honour  and  renown ; 
But  danger  ever  threatens 

The  head  thai  wears  a  crown, 
And  Fortune,  tired  of  smiling, 

For  once  put  on  a  frown. 
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XX. 

For  ever  secret  Envy 

Attends  a  high  estate ; 
And  ever  lurking  Malice 

Pursues  the  good  and  great ; 
And  ever  base  Ambition 

Will  end  in  deadly  Hate  ! 

XXI. 

And  so  two  wicked  courtiers, 
Who  long  had  strove  in  vain, 

By  craft  and  evil  counsels 
To  mar  the  monarch's  reign, 

Contrived  a  scheme  infernal 
Whereby  he  should  be  slain ! 

XXII. 

Hut  as  all  deeds  of  darkness 
Are  wont  to  leave  a  clue 

Before  the  glaring  sunlight 
To  bring  the  knaves  to  view, 

That  sin  may  be  rewarded, 
And  Satan  get  his  due, — • 

XXIII. 

To  plan  their  wicked  treason, 
They  sought  a  lonely  spot 

Behind  the  royal  palace, 
Hard  by  the  widow's  cot, 

Who  heard  their  machinations, 
And  straight  revealed  the  plot ! 

XXIV. 

'  I  see,' — exclaimed  the  Persian, — • 
'  The  just  are  wise  alone  ; 

Who  spares  the  rights  of  others 
May  chance  to  guard  his  own ; 

The  widow's  humble  cottage 

Has  propped  a  monarch's  throne  !' 
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LOVE  AND  LUCEE. 

AX   ALLEGOEY. 

LOVE  and  LUCEE  met  one  day, 

In  chill  November  weather, 
And  so,  to  while  the  time  away, 

They  held  discourse  together. 

LOVE  at  first  was  rather  shy, 
As  thinking  there  was  danger 

In  venturing  so  very  nigh 

The  haughty-looking  stranger. 

But  LUCRE  managed  to  employ 

Behaviour  so  potential, 
That,  in  a  trice,  the  bashful  boy 

Grew  bold  and  confidential. 

'  I  hear,'  quoth  LUCEE,  bowing  low, 
'  With  all  your  hearts  and  honey, 

You  sometimes  suffer — is  it  so  ? — 
For  lack  of  mortal  money.' 

LOVE  owned  that  he  was  poor  in  aught 

Except  in  golden  fancies, 
And  ne'er  as  yet  had  given  a  thought 

To  mending  his  finances  j 

'  Besides,  I've  hoard' — so  LOVE  went  on, 
The  other's  hint  improving — 

'  That  gold,  however  sought  or  won, 
Is  not  a  friend  to  loving.' 
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'An  arrant  lie!— as  you  shall  see, — 

Full  long  ago  invented, 
By  knaves  who  know  not  you  nor  me, 

To  tickle  the  demented.' 

And  LUCEE  waved  his  wand,  and  lo ! 

By  magical  expansion, 
LOVE  saw  his  little  hovel  grow 

Into  a  stately  mansion ! 

And  where,  before,  he  used  to  sup 

Untended  in  his  cottage, 
And  grumble  o'er  the  earthen  cup 

That  held  his  meagre  pottage,— 

Now,  smoking  viands  crown  his  board, 
And  many  a  flowing  chalice ; 

His  larder  was  with  plenty  stored, 
And  beauty  filled  the  palace  ! 

And  LOVE,  though  rather  lean  at  first, 
And  tinged  with  melancholy, 

On  generous  wines  and  puddings  nursed, 
Grew  very  stout  and  jolly  ! 

Yet,  mindful  of  his  early  friend, 

He  never  turns  detractor, 
But  prays  that  blessings  may  attend 

His  worthy  benefactor ; 

And  when  his  friends  are  gay  above 
Their  evening  whist  or  eucre, 

And  drink  a  brimming  health  to  LOVE, 
lie  drinks  '  Success  to  LUCEE  !' 
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DEATH  AND  CUPID. 

AN  ALLEGOEY. 

An  !— who  but  oft  hath  marvelled  why 

The  gods  who  rule  above 
Should  e'er  permit  the  young  to  die, 

The  old  to  fall  in  love  ! 

Ah  ! — why  should  hapless  human  kind 

Be  punished  out  of  season  ? 
Pray  listen,  and  perhaps  you'll  find 

My  rhyme  may  give  the  reason. 

DEATH,  strolling  out  one  summer's  day, 
Met  CUPID,  with  his  sparrows : 

And,  bantering  in  a  merry  way, 
Proposed  a  change  of  arrows  ! 

*  Agreed  !' — quoth  CUPID, — '  I  foresee 
The  queerest  game  of  errors  ; 

For  you  the  King  of  Hearts  will  be, 
And  I'll  be  King  of  Terrors  !' 

And  so  'twas  done ; — alas  the  day 
That  multiplied  their  arts  ! — 

Each  from  the  other  bore  away 
A  portion  of  his  darts  ! — 

And  that  explains  the  reason  why, 

Despite  the  gods  above, 
The  young  are  often  doomed  to  die; 
The  old  to  Ml  in  love  ! 
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THE  FAMILY  MAN. 

I  ONCE  was  a  jolly  young  beau, 
And  knew  how  to  pick  up  a  fan, 

But  I've  done  with  all  that,  you  must  know, 
For  now  I'm  a  family  man ! 

When  a  partner  I  ventured  to  take, 
The  ladies  all  favoured  the  plan  : 

They  vowed  I  was  certain  to  make 
'  Such  an  excellent  family  man  !' 

If  I  travel  by  land  or  by  water, 

I  have  charge  of  some  Susan  or  Ann ; 

Mrs.  Brown  is  so  sure  that  her  daughter 
Is  safe  with  a  family  man ! 

The  trunks  and  the  bandboxes  round  'cm 
With  something  like  horror  I  scan, 

But  though  I  may  mutter  '  Confound  'cm  !' 
I  smile — like  a  family  man  ! 

I  once  was  as  gay  as  a  templar, 

Bub  levity's  now  under  ban  ; 
Young  people  must  have  an  exemplar, 

And  I  am  a  family  man  ! 

The  club-men  I  meet  in  the  city 
All  treat  me  as  well  as  they  can  ; 

And  only  exclaim,  '  What  a  pity 
Poor  Tom  is  a  family  man  !' 

I.  own  I  am  getting  quite  pensive ; 

Ten  children,  from  David  to  Dan, 
Is  a  family  rather  extensive; 

But  then — I'm  a  family  man ! 


l'J3 
NE   CREDE   COLOPJ; 

OE,    TEUST   NOT   TO   APPEABANCES. 

THE  musty  old  maxim  is  wise, 
Although  with  antiquity  hoary ; 

What  an  excellent  homily  lies 

In  the  motto,  '  Ne  crede  colori  /' 

A  blustering  minion  of  Mars 
Is  vaunting  his  battles  so  gory  ; 

Yo>:  see  some  equivocal  scars, 
And  mutter,  Ne  crede  colori  ' 

A  fellow  solicits  your  tin 

By  telling  a  runaway  story ; 
You  look  at  his  ebony  skin, 

And  think  of,  Ne  crede  colori! 

You  gaze  upon  beauty  that  vies 

With  the  rose  and  the  lily  in  glory, 

But  certain  '  inscrutable  dyes  ' 
Eemind  you,  Ne  crede  colori  f 

There's  possibly  health  in  the  flush 
That  rivals  the  red  of  Aurora ; 

But  brandy-and-water  can  blush, 
And  whisper,  Ne  crede  colori  / 

My  story  is  presently  done, 

Like  the  ballad  of  good  Mother  Morey ; 
But  all  imposition  to  shun, 

Remember,  Ne  crede  colori ! 

13 
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CLARA   TO   CLOE. 


A.N    EPISTLE    FEOM    A    CITY    LADY    TO    A 
COUSIN. 

DEAR  CLOE,  —  I'm  deeply  your  debtor, 

(Though  the  mail  was  uncommonly  slow,) 
For  the  very  agreeable  letter 

You  wrote  me  a  fortnight  ago. 
I  know  you  are  eagerly  waiting 

For  all  that  I  promised  to  write, 
But  my  pen  is  unequal  to  stating 

One  half  that  my  heart  would  indite. 

The  weather  is  terribly  torrid, 

And  writing's  a  serious  task, 
The  new  style  of  bonnet  is  horrid, 

And  so  is  the  new-fashioned  basque  ; 
The  former  —  but  language  would  i'ail 

Were  its  epithets  doubly  as  strong  —  • 
The  latter  is  worn  with  a  tail 

Very  ugly  and  tediously  long  ! 

And  then  as  to  crinoline  —  Gracious  ! 

If  you  only  could  see  Cousin  Ruth  —  • 
The  pictures,  for  once,  are  veracious, 

And  editors  utter  the  truth  ! 
I  know  you  will  think  it  a  pity  ; 

And  eveiy  one  makes  such  a  sneer  of  it  ; 
But  there  isn't  a  saint  in  the  city 

Whose  skirts  are  entirely  clour  of  it  ! 
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And  then  what  a  fortune  of  stuff 

To  cover  the  skeleton  over  ! — 
Charles  says  the  idea  is  enough 

To  frighten  a  sensible  lover ; 
And,  pretending  that  we  are  to  blame 

For  every  financial  declension, 
Swears  husbands  must  soon  do  the  sarr", 

If  wives  have  another  "  extension  !  " 

The  town  is  exceedingly  dull, 

And  so  is  the  latest  new  farce ; 
The  parks  are  uncommonly  full, 

But  beaux  are  deplorably  scarce ; 
They're  gone  to  the  '  Springs  '  and'the  <  Falls/ 

To  exhibit  their  greyhounds  and  graces, 
And  recruit  at— what  Frederick  calls— 

The  Brandy-and-Watering  Places  ! 

Since  my  former  epistle,  which  carried 

The  news  of  that  curious  plot ; 
Of  Miss  S.  who  ran  off— and  was'  married  j 
Of  Miss  B.  who  ran  off— and  was  not— 
There  isn't  a  whisper  of  scandal 

To  keep  gentle  ladies  in  humour, 
And  Gossip,  the  pleasant  old  vandal, 
Is  dying  for  want  of  a  rumour  ! 

CIA*!. 
P.S.— But  wasn't  it  funny  ? — 

Mrs.  Jones,  at  a  party  last  week, 
(The  lady  so  proud  of  her  money, 

Of  whom  you  have  oft  heard  me  speak,) 
Appeared  so  delightfully  stupid, 

When  she  spoke,  through  the  squeak  of  hei 

phthisic, 
Of  the  statue  of  Pysche  and  Cupid 

As  <  the  statute  of  Cuppid  and  Physic  /'— CJ. 
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CLOE   TO    CLAEA. 

A    SAEATOGA   LETTEE. 

DEAE  CLAEA, — I  wish  you  were  here  : 

The  prettiest  spot  upon  earth  ! 
With  everything  charming,  my  dear, — 

Beaux,  badinage,  music,  and  mirth  ! 
Such  rows  of  magnificent  trees, 

Overhanging  such  beautiful  walks, 
Where  lovers  may  stroll,  if  they  .please, 

And  indulge  in  the  sweetest  of  talks ! 

We  go  every  morning,  like  geese, 

To  drink  at  the  favourite  Spring ; 
Six  tumblers  of  water  apiece 

Is  simply  the  regular  thing  ; 
For  such  is  its  wonderful  virtue, 

Though  rather  unpleasant  at  first, 
No  quantity  ever  can  hurt  you, 

Unless  you  should  happen  to  burst  ! 

And  then,  what  a  gossiping  sight ! 

What  talk  about  William  and  Harry  ; 
How  Julia  was  spending  last  night ; 

And  why  Miss  Morton  should  marry ! 
Dear  Clara,  I've  happened  to  see 

Full  many  a  tea-table  slaughter  j 
But,  really,  scandal  with  tea 

Is  nothing  to  scandal  with  water  ! 
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Apropos  of  the  Spring — have  you  heard 

The  quiz  of  a  gentleman  here 
On  a  pompous  M.  C.  who  averred 

That  the  name  was  remarkably  queer  ? 
'  The  Spring, — to  keep  it  from  failing, — 

With  wood  is  encompassed  about, 
And  derives,  from  its  permanent  railing, 

The  title  of  "  Congress,"  no  doubt  1 ' 

'Tis  pleasant  to  guess  at  the  reason — 

The  genuine  motive  which  brings 
Such  all-sorts  of  folks,  in  the  season, 

To  stop  a  few  days  at  the  Springs. 
Some  come  to  partake  of  the  waters, 

(The  sensible,  old-fashioned  elves,) 
Some  come  to  dispose  of  their  daughters, 

And  some  to  dispose  of— themselves  ! 

Some  come  to  exhibit  their  faces, 

To  new  and  admiring  beholders  ; 
Some  come  to  exhibit  their  graces, 

And  some  to  exhibit  their  shoulders ; 
Some  come  to  make  people  stare 

At  the  elegant  dresses  they  've  got ; 
Some  to  show  what  a  lady  may  wear, 

And  some — what  a  lady  should  not ! 

Some  come  to  squander  their  treasure 

And  some  their  funds  to  improve; 
And  some  for  mere  love  of  pleasure, 

And  some  for  the  pleasure  of  love  ; 
And  some  to  escape  from  the  old, 

And  some  to  see  what  is  new ; 
But  most — it  is  plain  to  be  told — 

Come  here — because  other  folks  do  ! 
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And  that,  I  suppose,  is  the  reason 

Why  Zam  enjoying  to-day 
What's  called  <  the  height— of  the  season  ' 

In  rather  the  loftiest  way. 
Good-bye — for  now  I  must  stop — • 

To  Charley's  command  I  resign — • 
So  I'm  his  for  the  regular  hop, 

But  ever  most  tenderly  thine. 

CLOE. 
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WISHING. 

OF  all  amusements  for  the  mind, 

From  logic  down  to  fishing, 
There  isn't  one  that  you  can  find 

So  very  cheap  as  '  wishing.9 
A  very  choice  diversion,  too, 

If  we  but  rightly  use  it, 
And  not.  as  we  are  apt  to  do, 

Pervert  it,  and  abuse  it. 

I  wish — a  common  wish  indeed — • 

My  purse  were  somewhat  fatter, 
That  I  might  cheer  the  child  of  need, 

And  not  my  pride  to  flatter ; 
That  I  might  make  Oppression  reel, 

As  only  gold  can  make  it, 
And  break  the  Tyrant's  rod  of  steel, 

As  only  gold  can  break  it. 

I  wish — that  Sympathy  and  Love, 

And  every  human  passion, 
That  has  its  origin  above, 

Would  come  and  keep  in  fashion ; 
That  Scorn,  and  Jealousy,  and  Hate, 

And  every  base  emotion, 
Were  buried  fifty  fathoms  deep 

Beneath  the  waves  of  Ocean  ! 

I  wish — that  friends  were  always  true, 

And  motives  always  pure ; 
I  wish  the  good  were  not  so  few, 

I  wish  the  bad  were  fewer; 
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I  wish  that  parsons  ne'er  forgot 
To  heed  their  pious  teaching; 

I  wish  that  practising  was  not 
So  different  from  preaching  ! 

I  wish — that  modest  worth  might  be 

Appraised  with  truth  and  candour; 
I  wish  that  innocence  were  free 

From  treachery  and  slander; 
I  wish  that  men  their  vows  would  mind  ; 

That  women  ne'er  were  rovers  ; 
I  wish  that  wives  were  always  kind, 

And  husbands  always  lovers  ! 

I  wish — in  fine — that  Joy  and  Mirth, 

And  every  good  Ideal, 
May  come  erewhile,  throughout  the  earth, 

To  be  the  glorious  Real ; 
Till  God  shall  every  creature  bless 

With  his  supremest  blessing, 
And  Hope  be  lost  in  Happiness, 


And  Wishing  in  Possessin 
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KICHAED  OF  GLOSTEE. 

A  TEAVESTIE. 

PEEJIAPS,  my  dear  boy,  you  may  never  have  heard 
Of  that  wicked  old  monarch,  KING   RICHAED  THE 

TRIED,— 

Whose  actions  were  often  extremely  absurd ; 
And  who  led  such  a  sad  life, 
Such  a  wanton  and  mad  life ; 
Indeed,  I  may  say,  such  a  wretchedly  bad  life, 
I  suppose  I  am  perfectly  safe  in  declaring, 
There  was  ne'er  such  a  monster  of  infamous  daring ; 
In  all  sorts  of  crime  he  was  wholly  unsparing; 
In  pride  and  ambition  was  quite  beyond  bearing ; 
And  had  a  bad  habit  of  cursing  and  swearing. 

I  must  own,  my  dear  boy,  I  have  more  than  suspected 
The  King's  education  was  rather  neglected; 
And  that  at  your  school  with  any  two  '  Dicks' 
Whom  your  excellent  teacher  diurnally  pricks 
In  his  neat  little  table,  in  order  to  fix 
Each  pupil's  progression  with  numeral  nicks, 
Master  RICHARD  Y.  GLOSTER  would  often  have  heard 
His  standing  recorded  as  '  "Richard — the  third  !' 

But  whatever  of  learning  his  Majesty  had, 

'Tis  clear  the  King's  English  was  shockingly  bad. 

At  the  slightest  pretence 

Of  disloyal  offence, 

His  anger  exceeded  all  reason  or  sense ; 
And,  having  no  need  to  foster  or  nurse  it,  he 
Would  open  his  wrath,  then,  as  if  to  disperse  it,  he 
Would  scatter  his  curses  like  College  degrees ; 

And,  quite  at  his  ease, 

Conferred  his  « d-d's.' 
As  plenty  and  cheap  as  a  young  University  J 
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And  yet  Richard's  tongue  was  remarkable  smooth; 

Could  utter  a  lie  quite  as  easy  as  truth ; 

(Another  bad  habit  he  got  in  his  youth ;) 

And  had,  on  occasion,  a  powerful  battery 

Of  plausible  phrases  and  eloquent  flattery, 

Which  gave  him,  my  boy,  in  that  barbarous  day, 

(Things  are  different  now,  I  am  happy  to  say,) 

Over  feminine  hearts  a  most  perilous  sway. 

The  women,  in  spite  of  an  odious  hump 

Which  he  wore  on  his  back,  all  thought  him  a  trump  ; 

And  just  when  he  'd  played  them  the  scurviest  trick, 

They'd   swear  in  their  hearts  that  this  crooked  old 

stick— 

This  treacherous,  dangerous,  dissolute  Dick — 
For  honour  and  virtue  beat  Cato  all  hollow, 
And  in  figure  and  face  was  another  Apollo  ! 

He  murdered  their  brothers, 

And  fathers  arid  mothers ; 

And,  worse  than  all  that,  he  slaughtered  by  dozens 
His  own  royal  uncles  and  nephews  and  cousins ; 
And  then,  in  the  cunningest  sort  of  orations, 

In  smooth  conversations, 

And  flattering  ovations, 
Made  love  to  the  principal  female  relations  ! 
'Twas  very  improper,  my  boy,  you  must  know, 
For  the  son  of  a  King  to  behave  himself  so ; 
An  1  you'll  scarcely  believe  what  the  chronicles  show 

Of  his  wonderful  wooings, 

And  infamous  doings ; 
But  here's  an  exploit  that  he  certainly  did  do — 

Killed  his  own  cousin  NED, 

As  he  slept  in  his  bed, 
And  married,  next  day,  the  disconsolate  widow  ! 

I  don't  understand  how  such  ogres  arise, 

But  beginning,  perhaps,  with  things  little  in  size, 
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Such  as  torturing  beetles  and  bluebottle-flies, 

Or  scattering  snuff  in  a  poodle-dog's  eyes, — • 
King  Richard  had  grown  so  wantonly  cruel, 
lie  minded  a  murder  no  more  than  a  duel : 
He'd  indulge,  on  the  slightest  pretence  or  occasion, 
In  his  favourite  amusement  of  Decapitation, 

Until  'Off  with  his  head!' 

It  is  credibly  said, 

From  his  Majesty's  mouth  came  as  easy  arid  pat 
As  from  an  old  constable, '  Off  with  his  hat !' 

One  really  shivers, 

And  fairly  quivers, 

To  think  of  the  treatment  of  Grey,  and  Elvers, 
And  Hastings,  and  Vaughan,  and  other  good  livers, 
All  suddenly  sent,  at  the  tap  of  a  drum, 
From  the  Kingdom  of  England  to  Kingdom-Come ! 
Of  Buckingham,  doomed  to  a  tragical  end 
For  being  the  tyrant's  particular  friend ; 
Of  Clarence  who  died,  it  is  mournful  to  think, 
Of  wine  that  he  was  n't  permitted  to  drink  ! 
And  the  beautiful  babies  of  royal  blood, 
Two  little  White  Eoses  both  nipt  in  the  bud  ! 
And  silly  Queen  Anne — what  sorrow  it  cost  her 
(And  served  her  right !)  for  daring  to  foster 
The  impudent  suit  of  this  Eichard  of  Gluster  : 
Who,  instead  of  conferring  a  royal  gratuity, 
A  dower,  or  even  a  decent  Anne-mty, 
Just  gave  her  a  portion  of — something  or  other 
That  made  her  as  quiet  as  Pharaoh's  mother ! 

Ah,  Eichard  ! — you're  going  it  quite  too  fast ; 
Your  doom  is  slow,  but  it's  coming  at  last ; 

Your  bloody  crown 

Will  topple  down, 
And  you'll  be  done  uncommonly  brown ! 


204  RICHARD    OF   GLOSTER. 

Your  foes  are  thick, 

My  daring  Dick, 

And  RICHMOND,  a  prince  and  a  regular  brick, 
Is  after  you  now  with  a  very  sharp  stick  ! 

On  Bosworth  field  the  armies  to-night 

Are  pitching  their  tents  in  each  other's  sight ; 

And    to-morrow  ! — to-morrow  ! — they're    going     to 

fight! 
And  now  King  Richard  has  gone  to  bed  ; 

But  e'en  in  his  sleep 

He  cannot  keep 
The  past  or  the  future  out  of  his  head. 

In  his  deep  remorse 

Each  mangled  corse 

Of  all  he  had  slain, — or,  what  was  worse,          ^ 
Their  ghosts, — came  up  in  terrible  force, 
And  greeted  his  ear  with  unpleasant  discourse, 

Until,  with  a  scream, 

He  woke  from  his  dream, 
And  shouted  aloud  for  '  another  horse  !' 

Perhaps  you  may  think,  my  little  dear, 

King  Richard's  request  was  rather  queer ; 

But  I  '11  presently  make  it  exceedingly  clear  :  — 

THE    EOYAL    SLEEPER    WAS    OVERFED. 

I  mean  to  say  that,  against  his  habit, 

He  'd  eaten  Welsh  rabbit 
With  very  bad  whisky  on  going  to  bed. 
JT'vehad  the  Night-Mare  with  horrible  force, 
And  much  prefer  a  different  horse ! 

Rut  see  !  the  murky  night  is  gone  ! 

The  Morn  is  up,  and  the  Fight  is  on  ! 

The  Knights  are  engaging,  the  warfare  is  waging, 

On  the  right — on  the  left,  the  battle  is  raging ; 
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King  Eichard  is  down  ! 

Will  he  save  his  crown  ? 

There's  a  crack  in  it  now  ! — he  's  "beginning  to  bleed  ! 
Aha !  King  Richard  has  lost  his  steed  ! 
(At  a  moment  like  this  'tis  a  terrible  need  !) 
He  shouts  aloud  with  thundering  force, 
And  offers  a  very  high  price  for  a  horse, 
Biit  it's  all  in  vain — the  battle  is  done — 
The  day  is  lost ! — and  the  day  is  won  ! — 
And  RICHMOND  is  King !  and  RICHAED'S  a  corse  ! 

MOEAL. 

Remember,  my  boy,  that  moral  enormities 

Are  apt  to  attend  corporeal  deformities. 

Whatever  you  have,  or  whatever  you  lack, 

Beware  of  getting  a  crook  in  your  back  ; 

And,  while  you're  about  it,  I'd  very  much  rather 

You'd  grow  tall  and  superb,  i.e.,  copy  your  father  ! 

Don't  learn  to  be  cruel,  pray  let  me  advise, 
By  torturing  beetles  and  bluebottle-flies, 
Or  scattering  snuff  in  a  poodle-dog's  eyes. 

If  you  ever  should  marry,  remember  to  wed 
A  handsome,   plump,  modest,   sweet-spoken,  well- 
bred, 

And  sensible  maiden  of  twenty — instead 
Of  a  widow  whose  husband  is  recently  dead  ! 
If  you'd  shun  in  your  naps  those  horrible  Incul)i, 
Beware  what  you  eat,  and  be  careful  what  drink 

you  buy ; 

Or  else  you  may  see,  in  your  sleep's  perturbations, 
Some  old  and  uncommonly  ugly  relations, 
Who'll  be  very  apt  to  disturb  yow  nutations 
By  unpleasant  allusions,  and  rude  observations  ! 
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OF  THE   "NINE  STOEIES  OF  CHINA," 
VERSIFIED   AND    DIVERSIFIED. 


A  BEAUTIFUL  maiden  was  little 
Eldest  daughter  of  wise  WANG-KE  : 
Her  skin  had  the  colour  of  saffron  tea, 
And  her  nose  was  flat  as  flat  could  be  ; 
And  never  were  seen  such  beautiful  eyes, 
Two  almond-kernels  in  shape  and  size, 
Set  in  a  couple  of  slanting  gashes, 
And  not  in  the  least  disfigured  by  lashes  ; 

And  then  such  feet  ! 

You'd  scarcely  meet 
In  the  longest  walk  through  the  grandest  street, 

(And  you  might  go  seeking 

From  Nanking  to  Peeking,) 
A  pair  so  remarkably  small  and  neat  ! 

Two  little  stumps, 

Mere  pedal  lumps, 

That  toddle  along  with  the  funniest  thumps, 
In  China,  you  know,  are  reckoned  trumps. 
The  rank  of  the  owner  they  instantly  show  forth, 
By  the  classical  rule,  '  ex  pede,'  and  so  forth. 
It  seems  a  trifle,  to  make  such  a  boast  of  it; 

But  how  they  will  dress  it, 

And  bandage  and  press  it, 
By  making  the  least,  to  make  the  most  of  it  ! 

As  you  may  suppose, 
She  had  plenty  of  beaux 
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Bowing  around  her  beautiful  toes, 
Praising  her  feet,  and  eyes,  and  nose, 
In  rapturous  verse  and  elegant  prose  ! 
She  had  lots  of  lovers,  old  and  young ; 
There  was  lofty  LONG,  and  babbling  LUNG, 
Opulent  TIN,  and  eloquent  TUNG, 
Musical  SING,  and,  the  rest  among, 
Great  HANG-HU  and  Hu-BE-HuNG. 

But  though  they  smiled  and  smirked  and  bowed, 

None  could  please  her  of  all  the  crowd ; 

LUNG  and  TUNG  she  thought  too  loud; 

Opulent  TIN  was  much  too  proud ; 

Lofty  LONG  was  quite  too  tall ; 

Musical  SING  sung  very  small ; 

And,  most  remarkable  freak  of  all, 

Of  great  HANG-!!U  the  lady  made  game, 

And  HU-BE-HUNG  she  mocked  the  same, 

By  echoing  back  his  ugly  name  ! 

But  the  hardest  heart  is  doomed  to  melt  j 

Love  is  a  passion  that  will  be  felt ; 

And  just  when  scandal  was  making  free 

To  hint  *  what  a  pretty  old  maid  she'd  be" — 

Little  I'Jix-XE, 

(Who  but  "she  ?) 

Married  Ho-Ho  of  the  Golden  Belt ! 
A  man,  I  must  own,  of  bad  reputation, 
And  low  in  purse,  though  high  in  station — 
A  sort  of  Imperial  poor-relation 
Who  ranked  as  the  Emperor's  second  cousin, 
Multiplied  by  a  hundred  dozen  ; 
And,  to  mark  the  love  the  Emperor  felt, 

Had  a  pension  clear 

Of  three  pounds  a-year, 
And  the  honour  of  wearing  a  Golden  Belt ! 

And  gallant  Ho  Ho 

Could  really  show 
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A  handsome  face,  as  faces  go 

In  the  Flowery  Land  where,  you  must  know, 

The  finest  pinks  of  beauty  grow. 

He'd  the  very  widest  kind  of  jaws, 

And  his  nails  were  like  an  eagle's  claws, 

And  —  though  it  may  seem,  a  wondrous  tail-— 

(Truth  is  mighty  and  will  prevail  !) 

He'd  a  queue  as  long  as  the  deepest  cause 

Under  the  Emperor's  chancery  laws  ! 


Yet  how  he  managed  to  win 

The  men  declared  they  couldn't  see  ; 

But  all  the  ladies,  over  their  tea, 

In  this  one  point  were  known  to  agree  :— 

Four  gifts  were  sent  to  aid  his  plea  : 

A  smoking-pipe  with  a  golden  clog, 

A  box  of  tea  and  a  poodle  dog, 

And  a  painted  heart  that  was  all  a-flarne, 

And  bore,  in  blood,  the  lover's  name. 

Ah  !  how  could  presents  pretty  as  these 
A  delicate  lady  fail  to  please  P 
She  smoked  the  pipe  with  the  golden  clog, 
And  drank  the  tea,  and  ate  the  dog, 
And  kept  the  heart,  —  and  that's  the  way 
The  match  was  made,  the  gossips  say. 

I  can't  describe  the  wedding-day, 
Which  fell  in  the  lovely  month  of  May  ; 
Nor  stop  to  tell  of  the  Honey-Moon, 
And  how  it  vanished  all  too  soon  ; 
Alas  !  that  I  the  truth  must  speak, 
And  say,  that  in  the  fourteenth  week, 
Soon  as  the  wedding-guests  were  gone, 
And  their  wedding-suits  began  to  doff, 
MiN-NE  was  weeping  and  '  taking  on,' 
For  he  had  been  trying  '  to  take  her  off  !' 
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Six  wives  before  lie  had  sent  to  Heaven, 
And  being  partial  to  number  '  Seven/ 
He  wished  to  add  his  latest  pet, 
Just,  perhaps,  to  make  up  the  set. 
Mayhap  the  rascal  found  a  cause 
Of  discontent  in  a  certain  clause 
In  the  Emperor's  very  liberal  laws, 
Which  gives,  when  a  Golden  Belt  is  \voJ, 
Six  hundred  pounds  to  furnish  the  bed  j 
And  if,  in  turn,  he  marry  a  score, 
AVith  every  wife  six  hundred  more. 

First  he  tried  to  murder  Mix-NE 
With  a  special  cup  of  poisoned  tea ; 
But  the  lady,  smelling  a  mortal  foe, 

Cried  'Ho-Ho!— 
I'm  very  fond  of  mild  Souchong, 
But  you — my  love — you  make  it  too  strong  1* 

At  last  Ho-Ho,  the  treacherous  man, 
Contrived  the  most  infernal  plan 
Invented  since  the  world  began  : 
He  went  and  got  him  a  savage  dog, 
Who'd  eat  a  woman  as  soon  as  a  frog, 
Kept  him  a  day  without  any  prog, 
Then  shut  him  up  in  an  iron-bin, 
Slipped  the  bolt,  and  locked  him  in  ; 

Then  giving  the  key 

To  poor  MIX-NE, 

Said,  '  Love,  there's  something  you  viusi'.ii  £C£ 
In  the  chest  beneath  the  orange-tree.' 
*  *  *  *  * 

Poor  mangled  MiN-Ns  !  with  her  latest  breath, 
She  told  her  father  the  cause  of  her  death ; 
And  so  it  reached  the  Emperor's  ear, 
And  his  Highness  said,  '  It  is  very  clear, 
Ho-Ho  has  committed  a  murder  here  1* 
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And  he  doomed  Ho-Ho  to  end  his  life 
By  the  terrible  dog  that  killed  his  wife ; 
But  in  mercy  (let  his  praise  be  sung  !) 
His  thirteen  brothers  were  merely  hung, 
And  his  slaves  bambooed,  in  the  mildest  way, 
For  a  calendar  month,  three  times  a  day ; 
And  that's  the  way  that  JUSTICE  dealt 
With  wicked  Ho-Ho  of  the  Golden  Belt ! 
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Qui  mores  liominum  multorum  vidit  et  UEBEM:» 

I'LL  tell  you  a  story  of  THOMAS  BEOWX — 
I  don't  mean  the  poet  of  Shropshire  town  ; 
Nor  the  Scotch  Professor  of  wide  renown  ; 
But  '  Honest  Tom  Brown ;'  so  called,  no  doubt, 

Because  with  the  same 

Identical  name, 

A  good  many  fellows  were  roving  about 
Of  whom  the  sheriff  might  prudently  swear 
That  '  honest'  with  them,  was  a  non-cst  affair ! 

Now  Tom  was  a  Yankee  of  wealth  and  worth, 
Who  lived  and  throve  by  tilling  the  Earth ; 

For  Tom  had  wrought 

As  a  farmer  ought, 

Who,  doomed  to  toil  by  original  sinning, 
Began — like  Adam — at  the  beginning. 
He  ploughed,  he  harrowed,  and  he  sowed; 
He  drilled,  he  planted,  and  he  hoed ; 
He  dug  and  delved,  and  reaped  and  mowed, 
(I  wish  I  could — but  I  can't — tell  now 
Whether  he  used  a  subsoil-plough ; 
Or  whether,  in  sooth,  he  had  ever  seen 
A  regular  reaping  and  raking  machine.) 

He  took  most  pains 
With  the  nobler  grains 

14— 2 
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Of  higher  value  and  finer  tissues, 

Which,  possibly,  one 

Inclined  to  a  pun, 

Would  call — like  Harper — his  '  cereal  issues  !: 
With  wheat  his  lands  were  all  a-blaze ; 
'Twas  amazing  to  look  at  his  fields  of  maize ; 

And  there  were  places 

That  showed  rye-faces 
As  pleasant  to  see  as  so  many  Graces. 

And  as  for  Hops, 

His  annual  crops, 

(So  very  extensive  that,  on  my  soul, 
They  fairly  reached  from  pole  to  pole  !) 
Would  beat  the  guess  of  any  old  fogie, 
Or — the  longest  season  at  Saratoga  ! 
Whatever  seed  did  most  abound, 
In  the  grand  result  that  Autumn  found, 

It  was  his  plan, 

Though  a  moderate  man, 
To  be  early  running  it  into  the  ground 

That  is  to  say, 

In  another  way  : — 
Whether  the  seed  was  barley  or  hay, 
Large  or  little,  or  green  or  grey, — 
Provided  only  it  promised  to  '  pay,' — 
He  never  chose  to  labour  in  vain 
By  stupidly  going  against  the  grain, 
But  hastened  away,  without  stay  or  stop, 
And  carefully  put  it  into  his  crop. 

And  he  raised  tomatoes 

And  lots  of  potatoes, 
More  sorts,  in  sooth,  than  I  could  tell; 
Turnips,  that  always  turned  up  well  i 
Celery,  all  that  he  could  sell ; 
Grapes  by  the  bushel,  sour  and  sweet 
Beets,  that  certainly  couldn't  be  beat 
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Cabbage — like  some  sartorial  mound ; 

Vines,  that  fairly  cw-cumbered  the  ground ; 

Some  pumpkins — more  than  he  could  house,  and 

Ten  thousand  pears ;  (that's  twenty  thousand  !) 

Fruit  of  all  kinds  and  propagations, 

Baldwins,  Pippins,  and  Carnations, 

And  apples  of  other  appellations. 

To  sum  it  all  up  in  the  briefest  space, 

As  you  may  suppose,  Brown  flourished  apace, 

Just  because  he  proceeded,  I  venture  to  say, 

In  the  nulla-rctrorsum-vestiyi-ous  way  ; 

That  is — if  you're  not  University-bred — 

He  took  Crocket's  advice  about  going  ahead. 

At  all  the  State  Fairs  he  held  a  fair  station, 

Raised  horses  and  cows  and  his  own  reputation ; 

Made  butter  and  money ;  took  a  Justice's  niche ; 

Grew  wheat, wool,  and  hemp;  corn,  cattle,  and — rich! 

But  who  would  be  always  a  country-clown  ? 

And  so  Tom  Brown 

Sat  himself  down 
And  knitting  his  brow  in  a  studious  frown, 

He  said,  says  he : — 

It's  plain  to  see, 

And  I  think  Mrs.  B.  will  be  apt  to  agree 
(If  she  don't,  it's  much  the  same  to  me), 

That  I,  TOM  BEOAYN, 

Should  go  to  town  ! 

But  then,  says  he,  what  town  shall  it  be? 
Boston-town  is  consid'rably  nearer, 
And  York  is  farther,  and  so  will  be  dearer, 
But  then,  of  course,  the  sights  will  be  queerer  ; 
Besides,  I'm  told,  you're  surely  a  lost  'un, 
If  you  once  get  astray  in  the  streets  of  Boston. 

York  is  right-angled ; 

And  Boston,  right-tangled  ; 
And  both,  I've  no  doubt,  are  uncommon  new-fangl  -d. 
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Ah  I — the  '  SMITHS/  I  remember,  belong  to  York 
('Twas  ten  years  ago  I  sold  them  my  pork), 
Good,  honest  traders— I'd  like  to  know  them — 
And  so — 'tis  settled — I'll  go  to  Gotham  ! 


And  so  Tom  Brown 

Sat  himself  down, 

With  many  a  smile  and  never  a  frown, 
And  rode  by  rail  to  that  notable  town 
Which  I  really  think  well  worthy  of  mention 
As  being  America's  greatest  invention  ! 
Indeed,  I'll  be  bound  that  if  Nature  and  Art 
(Though  the  former,  being  older,  has  gotten  the  start), 
In  some  new  Crystal  Palace  of  suitable  size 
Should  show  their   ckefs-d'-<zuvre,  and  contend  for 

the  prize, 

The  latter  would  prove,  when  it  came  to  the  scratch, 
Whate'er  you  may  think,  no  contemptible  match  ; 
For  should  old  Mrs.  Nature  endeavour  to  stagger  her 
By  presenting  at  last  her  majestic  Niagara ; 
Miss  Art  would  produce  an  equivalent  work 
In  her  great,  overwhelming,  unfinished  NEW  YOEK  ! 

And  now  Mr.  Brown 

Was  fairly  in  town, 

In  that  part  of  the  city  they  used  to  call  '  down,' 
Not  far  from  the  spot  of  ancient  renown 

As  being  the  scene 

Of  the  Bowling  Green, 
A  fountain  that  looked  like  a  huge  tureen 
Piled  tip  with  rocks,  and  a  squirt  between ; 
But  the  '  Bowling'  now  has  gone  where  they  tally 
'  The  Fall  of  the  Ten,'  in  a  neighbouring  alley  ; 
And  as  to  the  '  Green' — why,  that  you  will  find 
Whenever  you  see  the  '  invisibly'  kind  ! — 
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And  he  stopped  at  an  Inn  that's  known  very  well, 
'  DelmonicoY  once — now  *  Stevens-Hotel ;' 
(And  to  venture  a  pun  which  I  think  rather  witty, 
There's  no  better  Inn  in  this  Inn-famous  city  !) 

And  Mr.  Brown 

Strolled  up  town, 

And  I'm  going  to  write  his  travels  down ; 
But  if  you  suppose  Tom  Brown  will  disclose 
The  usual  sins  and  follies  of  those 
Who  leave  rural  regions  to  see  city-shows— 

You  couldn't  well  make 

A  greater  mistake ; 

For  Brown  was  a  man  of  excellent  sense ; 
Could  see  very  well  through  a  hole  in  a  fence, 
And  was  honest  and  plain,  without  sham  or  pretence ; 
Of  sharp  city-learning  he  couldn't  have  boasted, 
But  he  wasn't  the  chap  to  be  easily  roasted. 

And  here  let  me  say, 
In  a  very  dogmatic,  oracular  way 
(And  I'll  prove  it,  before  I  have  done  with  my  lay), 
Xot  only  that  honesty's  likely  to  '  pay,' 
But  that  one  must  be,  as  a  general  rule, 
At  least  half  a  knave  to  be  wholly  a  fool ! 

Of  pocketbook-dropping  Tom  never  had  heard 
(Or  at  least  if  he  had,  he'd  forgotten  the  word), 
And  now  when,  at  length,  the  occasion  occurred, 
For  that  sort  of  chaff  he  wasn't  the  bird. 
The  gentleman  argued  with  eloquent  force, 
And  begged  him  to  pocket  the  money,  of  course ; 
But  Brown,  without  thinking  at  all  what  he  said, 
Popped  out  the  first  thing  that  entered  his  head 
(Which  chanced  to  be  wondrously  fitting  and  true), 
No — no— my  dear  Sir— I'll  be  burnt  if  I  do  I' 
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Two  lively  young  fellows,  of  elegant  mien, 
Amused  him  awhile  with  a  pretty  machine — 
An  ivory  ball,  which  he  never  had  seen ; 
But  though  the  unsuspecting  stranger 
Tn  the  '  patent  safe'  saw  no  patent  danger, 
He  easily  dodged  the  nefarious  net, 
Because  '  he  wasn't  accustomed  to  bet.' 

Ah  ! — here,  I  wot, 

Is  exactly  the  spot 

To  make  a  small  fortune  as  easy  as  not ! 
That  man  with  the  watch — what  lungs  he  has  got ! 
It's  '  Going — the  best  of  that  elegant  lot — 
To  close  a  concern,  at  a  desperate  rate, — 
The  jeweller  ruined  as  certain  as  fate  ! — 
A  capital  watch  ! — you  may  see  by  the  weight — 
Worth  one  hundred  dollars  as  easy  as  eight — 
Or  half  of  that  sum  to  melt  down  into  plate — 
(Bro\vn  doesn't  know  *  Peter'  from  Peter  the  Great) 

But  then  I  can't  dwell, 

I'm  ordered  to  sell, 

And  mustn't  stand  weeping— just  look  at  the  shell — 
I  warrant  the  ticker  to  operate  well — 
Nine  dollars  ! — it's  hard  to  be  selling  it  under 
A  couple  of  fifties — it's  cruel,  by  Thunder  ! 
Ten  dollars  ! — I'm  offered — the  man  who  secures 
This    splended — ten    dollars  ! — say  twelve,    and    it's 

yours  !' 
*  Don't   want  it' — quoth    Brown — '  I   don't  wish  to 

buy; 

Fifty  dollars,  I'm  sure,  one  couldn't  call  high — 
But  to  see  the  man  ruined  ! — Dear  Sir,  I  declare- 
Between  two  or  three  bidders,  it  doesn't  seem  fair ; 
To  knock  it  off  now  were  surely  a  sin ; 
Just  wait,  my  dear  Sir,  till  the  people  come  in  ! 
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Allow  me  to  say,  you  disgrace  your  position 
As  Sheriff — consid'ring  the  debtor's  condition — 
To  sell  suc/i,  a  watch  without  more  competition !' 

And  here  Mr.  Brown 

Gave  a  very  black  frown, 

Stepped  leisurely  out,  and  walked  farther  up  town. 
To  see  him  stray  along  Broadway 
In  the  afternoon  of  a  summer's  day, 
And  note  what  he  chanced  to  see  and  say ; 

And  what  people  he  meets 

In  the  narrower  streets, 
Were  a  pregnant  theme  for  a  longer  lay. 
How  he  marvelled  at  those  geological  chaps 
Who  go  poking  about  in  crannies  and  gaps, 
Those  curious  people  in  tattered  breeches, 
The  rag-wearing,  rag-picking  sons  of — ditches, 
Who  find  in  the  very  nastiest  niches 
A  '  decent  living,'  and  sometimes  riches ; 
How  he  thought  city-prices  exceedingly  queer, 
The  'busses  too  cheap,  and  the  hacks  too  dear ; 
How  he  stuck  in  the  mud,  and  got  lost  in  the  ques 
tion — 

A  problem  too  hard  for  his  mental  digestion — 
Why — in  cleaning  the  city,  the  city  employs 
Such  a  very  small  corps  of  such  very  small  boys  ; 
How  he  judges  by  dress,  and  accordingly  makes, 
By  mixing  up  classes,  the  drollest  mistakes. 
How — as  if  simple  vanity  ever  were  vicious, 
Or  women  of  merit  could  be  meretricious, — 
He  imagines  the  dashing  Fifth-Avenue  dames 
The  same  as  the  girls  with  unspeakable  names  ! 
An  exceedingly  natural  blunder  in  sooth, 
But,  I'm  happy  to  say,  very  far  from  the  truth  ; 
For  e'en  at  the  worst,  whate'er  you  suppose, 
The  one  sort  of  ladies  can  choose  their  beaux, 
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While,  as  to  the  other — but  every  one  knows 
What — if  'twere  a  secret — I  wouldn't  disclose. 

And  Mr.  Brown 

Eeturned  from  town, 

With  a  bran  new  hat,  and  a  muslin  gown, 
And  he  told  the  tale,  when  the  sun  was  down, 
How  he  spent  his  eagles,  and  saved  his  crown  ; 
How  he  snowed  his  pluck  by  resisting  the  claim 
Of  an  impudent  fellow  who  asked  his  name ; 
But  paid — as  a  gentleman  ever  is  willing — • 
At  the  old  Park-Gate  the  regular  shilling  ! 
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POST-PRANDIAL   VEESES. 

EECITED   AT    THE    FESTIVAL  OP   THE    PSI   UPSILON 
FEATEKNITY,   IN    BOSTON,    JULY   21,   1853. 

DEAR  Brothers,  who  sit  at  this  "bountiful  board, 

With  excellent  viands  so  lavishly  stored, 

That,    in   newspaper    phrase,    'twould   ^undoubtedly 

groan, 

If  groaning  were  but  a  convivial  tone, 
Which  it  isn't — and  therefore,  by  sympathy  led, 
The  table,  no  doubt,  is  rejoicing  instead. 

Dear  Brothers,  I  rise, — and  it  wont  be  surprising 
If  you  find  me,  like  bread,  all  the  better  for  rising, — 
I  rise  to  express  my  exceeding  delight 
In  our  cordial  reunion  this  glorious  night ! 

Success  to  '  PSI  UPSILOX  !  ' — beautiful  name  — 
To  the  eye  and  the  ear  it  is  pleasant  the  same  ; 
Many  thanks  to  old  Cadmus  who  made  us  his  debtors, 
By  inventing,  one  day,  those  capital  letters 
Which  still,  from  the  heart,  we  shall  know  how  to 

speak 
When  we've  fairly  forgotten  the  rest  of  our  Greek 

To  be  open  and  honest  in  all  that  you  do ; 
To  every  high  trust  to  be  faithful  and  true ; 
In  aught  that  concerns  morality's  scheme, 
To  be  more  ambitious  to  be  than  to  seem  ; 
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To  cultivate  honour  as  higher  in  worth 

Than  favour  of  fortune,  or  genius,  or  birth  ; 

By  every  endeavour  to  render  your  lives 

As  spotless  and  fair  as  your — possible  wives ; 

To  treat  with  respect  all  the  innocent  rules 

That  keep  us  at  peace  with  society's  fools ; 

But  to  face  every  canon  that  e'er  was  designed 

To  batter  a  town  or  beleaguer  a  mind, 

Ere  you  yield  to  the  Moloch  that  Fashion  has  reared 

One  jot  of  your  freedom,  or  hair  of  your  beard, — 

All  this,  and  much  more,  I  might  venture  to  teach, 

Had  I  only  a  '  call ' — and  a  '  licence  to  preach ' — 

But  since  I  have  not,  to  my  modesty  true, 

I'll  lay  it  all  by — as  a  layman  should  do — 

And  drop  a  few  lines,  tipt  with  Momus's  flies, 

To  angle  for  shiners — that  lurk  in  your  eyes  ! 

May  you  ne'er  get  in  love  or  in  debt  with  a  doubt 

As  to  whether  or  no  you  will  ever  get  out; 

May  you  ne'er  have  a  mistress  who  plays  the  coquette, 

Or  a  neighbour  who  blows  on  a  cracked  clarionet ; 

May  you  learn  the  first  use  of  a  lock  on  your  door, 

And  ne'er,  like  Adonis,  be  killed  by  a  bore  ; 

Shun  canting  and  canters  with  resolute  force 

(A  '  canter  '  is  shocking,  except  in  a  horse) ; 

A.t  jovial  parties,  mind  what  you  are  at, 

Beware  of  your  head,  and  take  care  of  your  hat, 

Lest  you  find  that  a  favourite  son  of  your  mother 

Has  a  brick  in  the  one  and  an  ache  in  the  other ; 

May  you  never,  I  pray,  to  worry  your  life, 

Have  a  weak-minded  friend  or  a  strong-minded  wife ; 

A  tailor  distrustful,  or  partner  suspicious ; 

A  dog  that  is  rabid,  or  nag  that  is  vicious  ; 

Above  all — the  chief  blessing  the  gods  can  impart — 

May  you  keep  a  clear  head  and  a  generous  heart ; 


rOST-PEANDIAL  VERSES.  221 

Remember  'tis  blessed  to  give  and  forgive ; 
Live  chiefly  to  love,  and  love  while  you  live; 
And  dying,  when  life's  little  journey  is  done, 
May  your  last,  fondest  sigh,  be  Psi  UPSILON  I 
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LINES    ON  MY  THIRTY-NINTH 
BIRTHDAY. 

AH  me  ! — the  moments  will  not  stay  ! 
Another  year  has  rolled  away  ; 
And  June  (the  second)  scores  the  line 
That  tells  me  I  am  Thirty-nine  ! 

As  thus  I  haste  the  mile-stones  by, 
I  mark  the  numbers  with  a  sigh  j 
And  yet  'tis  idle  to  repine 
I've  come  so  soon  to  Thirty-nine-! 

Oh,  few  that  roam  this  world  of  ours, 
To  feel  its  thorns  and  pluck  its  flowers, 
Have  trod  a  brighter  path  than  mine 
From  blithe  thirteen  to  Thirty -nine  ! 

Health,  home,  and  friends  (life's  solid  part), 
A  merry  laugh,  a  fresh,  young  heart, 
Poetic  dreams,  and  love  divine — 
Have  I  not  these  at  Thirty-nine  ? 

Oh,  Time ! — forego  thy  wonted  spite, 
And  lay  thy  future  lashes  light, 
And,  trust  me,  I  will  not  repine 
At  twice  the  count  of  Thirty-nine  ! 


223 


SONNET   TO  - — . 

THINE  is  an  ever-changing  beauty :  now, 
With  that  proud  look,  so  lofty  yet  serene 
In  its  high  majesty,  thou  seem'st  a  queen, 

With  all  her  diamonds  blazing  on  her  brow ! 

Anon  I  see, — as  gentler  thoughts  arise 

And  mould  thy  features  in  their  sweet  control, — • 
The  pure,  white  ray  that  lights  a  maiden's  soul, 

And  struggles  outward  through  her  drooping  eyes  j 

Anon  they  flash  !  and  now  a  golden  light 

Bursts  o'er  thy  beauty,  like  the  Orient's  glow, 
Bathing  thy  shoulders'  and  thy  bosom's  snow, 

And  all  the  woman  beams  upon  my  sight ! 
I  kneel  unto  the  queen,  like  knight  of  yore — 
The  maid  I  love — the  woman  I  adore  i 
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LOVE'S  CALENDAR. 

TO   AN   ABSENT   WIFE. 

0,  SINCE  'tis  decreed  by  the  envious  Fates, 

All  deaf  to  the  clamouring  heart, 
That  the  truest  and  fondest  of  conjugal  mutes 

Shall  often  be  sighing  apart; 

Since  the  Days  of  our  absence  are  many  and  sad, 
And  the  Hours  of  our  meeting  are  few  ; 

Ah  !  what,  in  a  case  so  exceedingly  bad, 
Can  the  deepest  philosophy  do  ? 

Pray  what  can  we  do — unfortunate  elves, 

Unconscious  of  folly  or  crime — 
But  make  a  new  calendar  up  for  ourselves 

For  the  better  appraisal  of  time  ? 

And  the  Sours  alone  shall  the  Calendar  fill 
(While  Blanks  show  their  distance  apart), 

Just  sufficiently  near  to  keep  off  the  chill 
That  else  might  be  freezing  the  heart : 

And  each  Hour  shall  be  such  a  glorious  hour, 

Its  moments  so  precious  and  dear, 
That  in  breadth,  and  in  depth,  and  in  bliss-giving 
power, 

It  may  fairly  be  reckoned  a  year ! 


AUGUSTA. 

"  Incedit  reyina !" 

1  HANDSOME  and  haughty !  ' — a  comment  that  came 

From  lips  which  were  never  accustomed  to  malice ; 
A  girl  with  a  presence  superb  as  her  name, 

And  charmingly  fitted  for  love — in  a  palace  ! 
And  oft  I  have  wished  (for  in  musing  alone 

One's  fancy  is  apt  to  be  very  erratic) 
That  the  lady  might  wear — No  !  I  never  will  own 

A  thought  so  decidedly  undemocratic  ! — 
But  ift  were  a  coronet — this  I'll  aver, 

No  duchess  on  earth  could  more  gracefully  wear  it ! 
And  even  a  democrat — thinking  of  her — 

Might  surely  be  pardoned  for  wishing  to  share  it  !• 


15 
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YE   PEDAGOGUE: 

A    BALLAD. 
I. 

EIGHT  learned  is  ye  Pedagogue, 

Fulle  apt  to  reade  and  spelle, 
And  eke  to  teache  ye  parts  of  speeche, 

Aud  strap  ye  urchins  welle. 

II. 

For  as  'tis  meete  to  soake  ye  feeto, 

Ye  ailinge  heade  to  mende, 
Ye  younker's  pate  to  stimulate, 

He  beats  ye  other  ende  ! 

in. 
Righte  lordlie  is  ye  Pedagogue 

As  any  turbaned  Turke ; 
For  welle  to  rule  ye  District  Schoole, 

It  is  no  idle  worke. 

IV. 

For  oft  Eebellion  lurketh  there 

In  breaste  of  secrete  foes, 
Of  malice  fulle,  in  waite  to  pulle 

Ye  Pedagogue  his  nose  ! 

v. 

Sometimes  he  heares  with  trembling  feares, 

Of  ye  ungodlie  rogue 
On  mischieffe  bent,  with  felle  intent 

To  licke  ye  Pedagogue ! 
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VI.' 

And  if  ye  Pedagogue  be  smalle, 

When  to  ye  battell  led, 
In  such  a  plighte,  God  send  him  mighte 

To  breake  ye  rogue  his  heade ! 

VII. 

Daye  after  daye,  for  little  paye, 

He  teacheth  what  he  can, 
And  bears  ye  yoke,  to  please  ye  folke, 

And  ye  Committee-man. 

VIII. 

Ah !  many  crosses  hath  he  borne, 

And  many  trials  founde, 
Ye  while  he  trudged  ye  district  through, 

And  boarded  rounde  and  rounde ! 

IX. 

Ah  !  many  a  steake  hath  he  devoured, 

That,  by  ye  taste  and  sighte, 
Was  in  disdaine,  'twas  very  plaine, 

Of  Daye  his  patent  righte ! 

x. 

Full  solemn  is  ye  Pedagogue, 

Amonge  ye  noisy  churls, 
Yet  other  while  he  hath  a  smile 

To  give  ye  handsome  girls ; 

XI. 

And  one, — ye  fayrest  mayde  of  all,— 

To  cheere  his  wayninge  life, 
Shall  be,  when  Springe  ye  flowers  shall  bringe, 

Ye  Pedagogue  his  wife  ! 
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THE  LAWYER'S   VALENTINE. 

I'M  notified, — fair  neighbour  mine, — 

By  one  of  our  profession, 
That  this— the  Term  of  Valentine — 

Is  Cupid's  Special  Session. 

Permit  me,  therefore,  to  report 

Myself,  on  this  occasion, 
Quite  ready  to  proceed  to  Court, 

And  File  my  Declaration. 

I've  an  Attachment  for  you,  too ; 

A  legal  and  a  strong  one  • 
0,  yield  unto  the  Process,  do  j 

Nor  let  it  be  a  long  one ! 

No  scowling  bailiff  lurks  behind ; 

He  'd  be  a  precious  noddy, 
Who,  failing  to  Arrest  the  mind, 

Should  go  and  Take  the  Body ! 

For  though  a  form  like  yours  might  throw 

A  sculptor  in  distraction  ; 
I  couldn't  serve  a  Capias — no— 

I  'd  scorn  so  base  an  action ! 

0,  do  not  tell  me  of  your  youth, 

And  turn  away  demurely ; 
For  though  you're  very  young,  in  truth, 

You're  not  an  Infant  surely  1 
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The  Case  is  everything  to  me ; 

My  heart  is  love's  own  tissue ; 
Don't  plead  a  Dilatory  Plea ; 

Let's  have  the  General  Issue  ! 

Or, — since  you  've  really  no  Defence, 

Why  not,  this  present  Session, 
Omitting  all  absurd  pretence, 

Give  judgment  by  Confession  ? 

So  shall  you  be  my  lawful  wife ; 

And  I — your  faithful  lover — 
Be  Tenant  of  your  heart  for  Life, 

With  no  Eemainder  over  ! 
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ANACREONTIC. 

TO   A   BEAUTIFUL   STKANGER. 

A  GLANCE,  a  smile — I  see  it  yet ! — 
A  moment  ere  the  train  was  starting ; 

How  strange  to  tell ! — AVC  scarcely  met, 
And  yet  I  felt  a  pang  at  parting ! 

And  you — (alas  that  all  the  while 
'Tis  I  alone  who  am  confessing  !) 

What  thought  was  lurking  in  your  smile 
Is  quite  beyond  my  simple  guessing. 

I  only  know  those  beaming  rays 
Awoke  in  me  a  strange  emotion, 

Which,  basking  in  their  warmer  blaze, 
Perhaps  might  kindle  to  devotion. 

Ah  !  many  a  heart  as  stanch  as  this, 
By  smiling  lips  allured  from  Duty, 

Has  sunk  in  Passion's  dark  abyss, — 

'  Wrecked  on  the  coral  reefs  of  Beauty  !* 

And  so,  'tis  well  the  train's  swift  flight 
That  bore  away  my  charming  stranger, 

Took  her — God  bless  her  ! — out  of  sight, 
And  me,  as  quickly,  out  of  danger  1 
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OE,  TOO  MUCH  OF  A  GOOD  THING. 
I. 

MIDAS,  King  of  Phrygia,  several  thousand  years  ago, 
Was  a  very  worthy  monarch,  as  the   classic  annals 

show — 
You  may  read  'em  at  your  leisure,  when  you  have  a 

mind  to  doze, 
In  the  finest  Latin  verses,  or  in  choice  Hellenic  prose. 

n. 
Now  this  notable  old  monarch,  King  of  Phrygia,  as 

aforesaid, 
(Of  whose  royal  state  and  character  there  might  be 

vastly  more  said,) 

Though  he  occupied  a  palace,  kept  a  very  open  door, 
And  had  still  a  ready  welcome  for  the  stranger  and 

the  poor. 

in. 
Now  it  chanced  that  old  Silenus,  who,  it  seems,  had 

lost  his  way, 
Following  Hacclius  through  the  forest,  in  the  pleasant 

month  of  May, 

(Which  wasn't  very  singular,  for  at  the  present  day 
The  followers  of  Bacchus  very  often  go  astray — ) 

IV. 

Came  at  last  to  good  King  MIDAS,  who  received  him 

in  his  court, 
Gave   him    comfortable  lodgings,  and  —  to  cut   the 

matter  short — 
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With  as  much  consideration  treated  weary  old  Silenus 
As  if  the  entertainment  were  for  Mercury  or  Venus. 

v. 

Now  when  BaccJms  heard  the  story,  he  proceeded  to 

the  king, 
And  says  he,  '  By  old  Silenus  you  have  done  the 

handsome  thing ; 
He  's  my  much  respected  tutor,  who  has  taught  me 

how  to  read, 
And  I'm  sure  your  royal  kindness  should  receive  its 

proper  meed ; 

VI. 

So  I  grant  you  full  permission  to  select  your  own 

reward : 
Choose  a  gift  to  suit  your  fancy, — something  worthy 

of  a  lord  !' 
'  Eves  Bacche  !y   cried  the  monarch,  '  If  I  do  not 

make  too  bold, 
Let  whatever  I  may  handle  be  transmuted  into  gold !' 

VII. 

MIDAS,  sitting  down  to  dinner,  sees  the  answer  to  his 

wish, 

For  the  turbot  on  the  platter  turns  into  a  golden  fish ! 
And    the   bread    between    his    fingers    is   no   longer 

wheaten  bread, 
But  the  slice  he  tries  to  swallow  is  a  wedge  of  gold 

instead ! 

VIII. 

And  the  roast  he  takes  for  mutton  fills  his  mouth 

with  golden  meat, 
Very  tempting  to  the  vision,  but  extremely  hard  to 

eatj 
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And  the  liquor  in  his  goblet,  very  rare,  select,  and 

old, 
Down  the  monarch's  thirsty  throttle  runs  a  stream  of 

liquid  gold  ! 

IX. 

Quite  disgusted  with  his  dining,  he  betakes  him  to 

his  bed ; 
But,  alas  !  the  golden  pillow  doesn't  rest  his  weary 

head; 
Nor    does    all    the    gold    around    him    soothe    the 

monarch's  tender  skin  : 
Golden  sheets,  to  sleepy  mortals,  might  as  well  be 

sheets  of  tin  I 

x. 

Now  poor  MIDAS,  straight  repenting  of  his  rash  and 
foolish  choice, 

Went  to  Bacchus,  and  assured  him,  in  a  very  plain 
tive  voice, 

That  his  golden  gift  was  working  in  a  manner  most 
unpleasant ; 

And  the  god,  in  sheer  compassion,  took  away  the  fatal 
present. 

MOEAL. 

By  this  mythologic  story  we  are  very  plainly  told, 
That,  though  gold  may  have  its  uses,  there  are  better 

things  than  gold ; 
That  a  man  may  sell  his  freedom  to   procure   the 

shining  pelf: 
And  that  Avarice,  though  it  prosper,  still  contrives  to 

cheat  itself! 
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WHEEE  THERE'S  A   WILL  THERE'S  A 
WAY. 

Aut  viam  inveniam,  autfaciam. 

IT  was  a  noble  Roman, 

In  Rome's  imperial  day, 
Who  heard  a  coward  croaker, 

Before  the  Castle,  say : 
'  They're  safe  in  such  a  fortress ; 

There  is  no  way  to  shake  it !' 
•  On— on  !'  exclaimed  the  hero, 

*  I'll  find  a  way,  or  make  it  /' 

Is  Fame  your  aspiration  ? 

Her  path  is  steep  and  high ; 
In  vain  he  seeks  her  temple, 

Content  to  gaze  and  sigh  ! 
The  shining  throne  is  waiting, 

But  he  alone  can  take  it 
Who  says,  with  Roman  firmness, 

'  I'll  find  a  way,  or  make  it  !' 

Is  Learning  your  ambition  ? 

There  is  no  royal  road ; 
Alike  the  peer  and  peasant 

Must  climb  to  her  abode  : 
Who  feels  the  thirst  of  knowledge  ? 

In  Helicon  may  slake  it, 
If  he  has  still  the  Roman  will 

'  To  find  a  way,  or  make  it  /' 


WHERE  THERE'S  A  WILL  THERE'S  A  WAY.  235 

Are  Riches  worth  the  getting  ? 

They  must  be  bravely  sought; 
"With  wishing  and  with  fretting 

The  boon  cannot  be  bought : 
To  all  the  prize  is  open, 

But  only  he  can  take  it, 
Who  says,  with  Roman  courage, 

'  I'll  find  a  way,  or  make  it  /* 

In  Loves  impassioned  warfare 

The  tale  has  ever  been, 
That  victory  crowns  the  valiant, — 

The  brave  are  they  who  win  : 
Though  strong  is  Beauty's  castle, 

A  lover  still  may  take  it, 
Who  says,  with  Roman  daring, 

*  I'll  find  a  way,  or  make  it  !' 
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SAINT  JONATHAN. 

THERE'S  many  an  excellent  Saint, — 

St.  George,  with  his  dragon  and  lance ; 
St.  Patrick,  so  jolly  and  quaint ; 

St.  Vitus,  the  saint  of  the  dance ; 
St.  Dennis,  the  saint  of  the  Gaul ; 

St.  Andrew,  the  saint  of  the  Scot ; 
But  JONATHAN,  youngest  of  all, 

Is  the  mightiest  saint  of  the  lot ! 

He  wears  a  most  serious  face, 

Well  worthy  a  martyr's  possessing  ; 
But  it  isn't  all  owing  to  grace, 

But  partly  to  thinking  and  guessing  ; 
In  sooth,  our  American  Saint, 

Has  rather  a  secular  bias, 
And  I  never  have  heard  a  complaint 

Of  his  being  excessively  pious  ! 

He's  fond  of  financial  improvement, 

And  is  always  extremely  inclined 
To  be  starting  some  practical  movement 

For  mending  the  morals  and  mind. 
Do  you  ask  me  what  wonderful  labours 

ST.  JONATHAN  ever  has  done 
To  rank  with  his  Calendar  neighbours  ? 

Just  listen,  a  moment,  to  one  : 

One  day  when  a  flash  in  the  air 

Split  his  meeting-house  fairly  asunder, 

Quoth  JONATHAN,  '  Now — I  declare — 
They're  dreadfully  careless  with  thunder  !' 
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So  be  fastened  a  rod  to  the  steeple ; 

And  now,  when  the  lightning  comes  round, 
He  keeps  it  from  building  and  people, 

By  running  it  into  the  ground  ! 

Reflecting,  with  pleasant  emotion, 

On  the  capital  job  he  had  done, 
Quoth  JONATHAN,  '  1  have  a  notion 

Improvements  have  barely  begun ; 
If  nothing's  created  in  vain, — 

As  ministers  often  inform  us, — 
The  lightning  that's  wasted,  'tis  plain, 

Is  really  something  enormous  ?' 

While  cyphering  over  the  thing, 

At  length  he  discovered  a  plan 
To  catch  the  Electrical  King, 

And  make  him  the  servant  of  man  ! 
And  now,  in  an  orderly  way, 

He  flies  on  the  fleetest  of  pinions, 
And  carries  the  news  of  the  day 

All  over  his  master's  dominions  ! 

One  morning,  while  taking  a  stroll, 

He  heard  a  lugubrious  cry — 
Like  the  shriek  of  a  suffering  soul — 

In  a  Hospital  standing  near  by; 
Anon,  such  a  terrible  groan 

Saluted  ST.  JONATHAN'S  ear, 
That  his  bosom — which  wasn't  of  stone— 

Was  melted  with  pity  to  hear. 

That  night  he  invented  a  charm 
So  potent  that  folks  who  employ  it, 

In  losing  a  leg  or  an  arm, 

Don't  suffer,  but  rather  enjoy  it ! 
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A  miracle,  you  must  allow, 

As  good  as  the  best  of  his  brothers, — 
And  blessed  ST.  JONATHAN  now 

Is  patron  of  cripples  and  mothers  ! 

There's  many  an  excellent  Saint, — 

St.  George,  with  his  dragon  and  lance ; 
St.  Patrick,  so  jolly  and  quaint; 

St.  Vitus,  the  saint  of  the  dance  ; 
St.  Denis,  the  saint  of  the  Gaul; 

St.  Andrew,  the  saint  of  the  Scot ; 
But  JONATHAN,  youngest  of  all, 

Is  the  mightiest  saint  of  the  lot ! 
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'  PEAT,  what  do  they  do  at  the  Springs  ?' 

The  question  is  easy  to  ask ; 
But  to  answer  it  fully,  my  dear, 

Were  rather  a  serious  task. 
And  yet,  in  a  bantering  way, 

As  the  magpie  or  mocking-bird  sings, 
I'll  venture  a  bit  of  a  song 

To  tell  what  they  do  at  the  Springs  ! 

Imprimis,  my  darling,  they  drink 

The  waters  so  sparkling  and  clear; 
Though  the  flavour  is  none  of  the  best, 

And  the  odour  exceedingly  queer; 
But  the  fluid  is  mingled,  you  know, 

With  wholesome  medicinal  things, 
So  they  drink,  and  they  drink,  and  they  drink 

And  that's  what  they  do  at  the  Springs ! 

Then  with  appetites  keen  as  a  knife, 

They  hasten  to  breakfast  or  dine ; 
(The  latter  precisely  at  three ; 

The  former  from  seven  till  nine.) 
Ye  gods  !  what  a  rustle  and  rush 

When  the  eloquent  dinner-bell  rings ! 
Then  they  eat,  and  they  eat,  and  they  eat, — 

And  that's  what  they  do  at  the  Springs  ! 

Now  they  stroll  in  the  beautiful  walks, 
Or  loll  in  the  shade  of  the  trees  ; 

Where  many  a  whisper  is  heard 
That  rever  is  told  by  the  breeze ; 
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And  hands  are  commingled  with  hands, 

Regardless  of  conjugal  rings  ; 
And  they  flirt,  and  they  flirt,  and  they  flirt,- 

And  that's  what  they  do  at  the  Springs ! 

The  drawing-rooms  now  are  ablaze, 

And  music  is  shrieking  away  ; 
TEnrsiciiOKE  governs  the  hour, 

And  FASHION  was  never  so  gay ! 
An  arm  round  a  tapering  waist — 

How  closely  and  fondly  it  clings  : 
So  they  waltz,  and  they  waltz,  and  they  waltz,- 

And  that's  what  they  do  at  the  Springs  ! 

In  short — as  it  goes  in  the  world — 

They  eat,  and  they  drink,  and  they  sleep ; 
They  talk,  and  they  walk,  and  they  woo; 

They  sigh,  and  they  laugh,  and  they  weep 
They  read,  and  they  write,  and  they  dance  j 

With  other  unspeakable  things  ;) 
They  pray,  and  they  play,  and  they  pay, — 

And  that's  what  they  do  at  the  Springs ! 
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A   SONNET. 

A  PEETTY  picture  hangs  before  my  view ; 
The  face,  '  in  little/  of  a  Southern  dame, 
To  me  unknown  (though  not  unknown  to  fame) 

Save  by  the  lines  the  cunning  limner  drew. 

So  grandly  Grecian  is  the  lady's  head, 
I  took  her  for  Minerva  in  disguise ; 
But  when  I  marked  the  winning  lips  and  eyes, 

I  thought  of  Aphrodite,  in  her  stead ; 

And  then  I  kissed  her  calm,  unanswering  mouth 
(The  picture  s  mine  !)  as  any  lover  might, 
In  the  deep  fervour  of  a  nuptial  night, 

And  envied  him  who,  in  the  '  Sunny  South/ 
Calls  her  his  own  whose  shadow  can  impark 
Such  very  sunshine  to  a  Northern  heart ! 


16 
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ON  A  FAMOUS  WATEE-SUIT. 

MY  wonder  is  really  boundless 

That  among  the  queer  cases  we  try, 

A  land-case  should  often  be  groundless, 
And  a  water-case  always  be  dry ! 

KISSING   CASUISTRY. 

WHEN  Sarah  Jane,  the  moral  Miss, 
Declares  'tis  very  wrong  to  kiss, 

I'll  bet  a  shilling  I  see  through  it ; 
The  damsel,  fairly  understood, 
Feels  just  as  any  Christian  should, — 

She'd  rather  suffer  wrong  than  do  it ! 

THE   LOST    CHAEACTEB. 

JULIA  is  much  concerned,  God  wot, 
For  the  good  name — she  hasn't  got ; 
So  mortgagors  are  often  known 
To  guard  the  soil  they  deem  their  own  j 
As  if,  forsooth,  they  didn't  know 
That  land  was  forfeit  long  ago ! 


EPIGRAMS.  243 

EEVEESING   THE   FIGUEES. 

MAEIA,  just  at  twenty,  swore 
That  no  man  less  than  six  feet  four 

Should  be  her  chosen  one. 
At  thirty  she  is  glad  to  fix 
A  spouse  exactly  four  feet  six, 

As  better  far  than  none ! 

TO  A  POETICAL  COBEESPONDENT. 

ROSE  hints  she  isn't  one  of  those 
Who  have  the  gift  of  writing  prose  j 
But  poetry  is  une  autre  chose, 
And  quite  an  easy  thing  to  Rose ! 
As  if  an  artist  should  decline, 
For  lack  of  skill,  to  paint  a  sign, 
But,  try  him  in  the  landscape  line, 
You'll  find  his  genius  quite  divine ! 

A  DILEMMA. 

'  WHENEVEE  I  marry/  says  masculine  Ann, 
e  I  must  really  insist  upon  wedding  a  man  /' 
But  what  if  the  man  (for  men  are  but  human) 
Should  be  equally  nice  about  wedding  a  woman  ? 

ON  A   LONG-WINDED   OEATOE. 

THEEE  Parts  compose  a  proper  speech 
(So  wise  Quintilian's  maxims  teach), 
But  Loquax  never  can  get  through, 
In  Ids  orations,  more  than  two. 
He  doesn't  stick  at  the  *  Beginning  •' 
His  '  Middle'  comes  as  sure  as  sinning ; 
Indeed,  the  whole  one  might  commend, 
Could  he  contrive  to  make  an  '  End  /' 

16-2 
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THE   THEEE   WIVES  :     A    JUBILATION. 

MY  First  was  a  lady  whose  dominant  passion 
Was  thorough  devotion  'to  parties  and  fashion  ; 
My  Second,  regardless  of  conjugal  duty, 
Was  only  the  worse  for  her  wonderful  beauty ; 
My  Third  was  a  vixen  in  temper  and  life, 
Without  one  essential  to  make  a  good  wife. 
Jubilate  /  at  last  in  my  freedom  I  revel, 
Tor  I'm  clear  of  the  World,  and  the  Flesh,  and  the 
Devil! 
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EECITED   BEFORE   THE    LITEEAET   SOCIETIES  OP 
BEOWN   UNIVEESITY,  1855. 

A  WOETHY  parson,  once  upon  a  time, 
Weary  of  list'ning  to  the  sober  rhyme 
That,  of  a  winter's  evening,  chanced  to  fall 
From  a  young  poet  in  a  lecture  hall, 
His  disappointment  openly  confessed, 
And  thus  his  censure  to  a  friend  expressed : — 
1  The  poem,  sir,  is  well  enough  no  doubt, 
But  so  much  preaching  one  could  do  without; 
A  little  wit  had  pleased  me  more  by  half; 
I  didn't  come  to  learn,  I  came  to  laugh  !' 

So  goes  the  world ;  his  very  soul  to  save 
They  will  not  let  poor  Harlequin  be  grave ; 
But  vote  him  weaker  than  a  vestry-mouse, 
Unless,  like  Samson,  he  brings  down  the  house ! 
Alas  !  to-day,  if  such  a  rule  prevail, 
My  sober  muse  were  surely  doomed  to  fail ; 
Her  subject  grave  demands  a  serious  song, 
And  trivial  treatment  were  ignobly  wrong. 
Yet  let  me  hope  that  ere  my  song  be  done, 
When  satire  comes  to  punish  with  a  pun, 
Some  pleasant  fancy  may  your  hearts  beguile, 
And  win  the  favour  of  an  answering  smile. 
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I  sing  the  Press ;  0  sweet  Enchantress,  bring 
Fit  inspiration  for  the  theme  I  sing, 
The  Art  of  Arts,  whose  earliest,  freshest  fame, 
With  fierce  debate,  three  rival  cities  claim ; 
The  glorious  art,  that,  scorning  humbler  birth, 
Came  at  a  bound  upon  the  wondering  earth,13 
Full-armed  and  strong  her  instant  might  to  prove, 
A  new  Minerva  from  the  brain  of  Jove ! 

I  marvel  not  that  rival  towns  dispute 
Where  first  the  goddess  set  her  radiant  foot ; 
That  blest  Mayence,  with  honest  pride,  should  boast 
The  wondrous  Bible  of  her  wizard  Faust ; 
That  Haarlem,  jealous  of  her  pioper  fame, 
Erects  a  statue  to  her  Coster's  name ; 
While  Strasburg's  cits,  contemning  all  beside, 
Vaunt  their  own  hero  with  an  equal  pride. 

How  shall  the  poet  venture  to  explain 
Where  plodding  History  labours  still  in  vain 
To  solve  the  mystery — the  vexing  doubt 
That  only  deepens  with  the  deepening  shout 
Of  angry  partizans  ?     The  Muse  essays 
The  dangerous  task,  and  thus  awards  the  bays : — 
Where  counter  claims  the  highest  merit  hide, 
If  large  the  gift,  'tis  fairest  to  divide. 

Honour  to  all  who  shared  a  noble  part 
To  find,  to  cherish,  or  adorn  the  art ; 
Honour  to  him  who,  with  enraptured  eye, 
First  saw  the  nymph  descending  from  the  sky; 
Honour  to  him,  whate'er  his  name  or  land, 
The  first  to  kneel,  and  kiss  her  royal  hand ; 
Thrice  honoured  he  who,  piercing  the  disguise 
That  barred  her  beauty  from  obtuser  eyes, 
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First  gave  her  shelter,  when  the  dusky  maid 
Knocked  at  his  door,  in  homely  garb  arrayed, 
And  found  at  length,  beyond  his  hopes  or  prayers, 
He'd  wooed  and  won  an  angel  unawares ! 

I  sing  the  Press ;  alas,  'twere  much  the  same 
As  though  the  Muse  essayed  the  trump  of  fame ; 
Though  something  harsh  and  grating  in  its  tone, 
She  keeps  a  mightier  trumpet  of  her  own, — 
The  which,  while  Freedom's  banner  is  unfurled, 
Shall  swell  her  pseans  through  the  wondering  world ! 

Strange  is  the  sound  when  first  the  notes  begin 
Where  human  voices  blend  with  Vulcan's  din ; 
The  click,  the  clank,  the  clangour,  and  the  sound 
Of  rattling  rollers  in  their  rapid  round ; 
The  whizzing  belt,  the  sharp  metallic  jar, 
Like  clashing  spears  in  fierce  chivalric  war  j 
The  whispering  birth  of  myriad  flying  leaves, 
Gathered,  anon,  in  countless  motley  sheaves, 
Then  scattered  far,  as  on  the  winged  wind, 
The  mortal  nurture  of  th'  immortal  mind ! 

I'm  fond  of  books ;  'tis  pleasant  to  behold 

In  various  apparel,  new  and  old, 

The  quaint  array  of  well-adjusted  tomes 

That  grace  the  mantels  of  our  rural  homes ; 

The  Bible,  Bunyan,  Baxter,  and  a  score 

Of  colder  lights,  from  Hume  to  Hannah  More ; 

Ripe  with  great  thoughts  and  histories,  or  full 

Of  pious  homilies,  devout  and  dull. 

Nor  do  I  scorn  those  half- forgotten  books 

That  lie  neglected  in  obscurer  nooks 

Where  poets  mould,  and  critic-spiders  spin 

Their  flimsy  lines  to  mock  the  lines  within ! 

For  here  the  curious  questioner  may  find 

The  pregnant  hint  that  in  some  ampler  mind 
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Grew  to  a  thought,  and  honours  now  the  page 
That  beams  the  brightest  on  the  present  age. 

I  love  vast  libraries ;  revere  the  fame 

Of  all  the  Ptolemies;  and  each  other  name, 

JEmilius,  Augustus,  Crassus,  Csesar,  all 

The  old  collectors,  whether  great  or  small, 

Who  helped  the  cause  of  learning  to  advance, — 

Trajan  and  Bodley,  Charles  the  Wise  of  France, 

Kings,  nobles,  knights,  who,  anxious  of  renown 

Beyond  the  fame  of  garter,  spur,  or  crown, 

And  wisely  provident  against  decay 

(Since  parchment  lives  while  marble  melts  away), 

Beared  to  their  honour  literary  domes, 

And  grew  immortal  in  immortal  tomes  ! 

Grand  are  the  pyramids,  although  the  stones 
Are  but  the  graves  of  rotten  human  bones 
That  bear,  alas !  nor  name,  nor  crest,  nor  date, 
To  show  the  world  their  former  regal  state. 
Compared  with  these,  how  noble  and  sublime 
The  garnered  excellence  of  every  clime 
Beared  in  vast  Pantheons,  and  finely  wrought, 
From  sill  to  cap-stone,  of  immortal  thought ! 

Here,  e'en  the  sturdy  democrat  may  find, 
Nor  scorn  their  rank,  the  nobles  of  the  mind ; 
While  kings  may  learn,  nor  blush  at  being  shown 
How  Learning's  patents  abrogate  their  own. 
A  goodly  company,  and  fair  to  see  j 
Bo}ral  plebeians  ;  earls  of  low  degree ; 
Beggars  whose  wealth  enriches  every  clime ; 
Princes  who  scarce  can  boast  a  mental  dime ; 
Crowd  here  together  like  the  quaint  array 
Of  jostling  neighbours  on  a  market  day. 
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Homer  and  Milton — can  we  call  them  blind  ? — 
Of  godlike  sight,  the  vision  of  the  mind; 
Shakespeare,  who  calmly  looked  creation  through, 
*  Exhausted  worlds,  and  then  imagined  new ;' 
Plato  the  sage,  so  thoughtful  and  serene, 
He  seems  a  prophet  by  his  heavenly  mien ; 
Shrewd  Socrates,  whose  philosophic  power 
Xantippe  proved  in  many  a  trying  hour ; 
And  Aristophanes,  whose  humour  run 
In  vain  endeavour  to  be-'  cloud'  the  sun  ;l4f 
Majestic  ^Eschylus,  whose  glowing  page 
Holds  half  the  grandeur  of  the  Athenian  stage ; 
Pindar,  whose  odes,  replete  with  heavenly  fire, 
Proclaim  the  master  of  the  Grecian  lyre ; 
Anacreon,  famed  for  many  a  luscious  line 
Devote  to  Venus  and  the  god  of  wine. 

I  love  vast  libraries  ;  yet  there  is  a  doubt 
If  one  be  better  with  them  or  without, — 
Unless  he  use  them  wisely,  and,  indeed, 
Knows  the  high  art  of  what  and  how  to  read. 
At  Learning's  fountain  it  is  sweet  to  drink, 
But  'tis  a  nobler  privilege  to  think  ; 
And  oft,  from  books  apart,  the  thirsting  mind 
May  make  the  nectar  which  it  cannot  find. 
'Tis  well  to  borrow  from  the  good  and  great ; 
'Tis  wise  to  learn;  'tis  godlike  to  create  ! 

There  is  a  story  which  my  purpose  suits ! 
'Tis  told  by  Richter  of  the  author  Wuz— 
A  poor  lone  scholar  who,  in  urgent  need 
(Or  so  he  thought)  of  learned  books  to  read, 
Wept  o'er  his  poverty,  lamenting  sore 
(The  while  a  catalogue  he  pondered  o'er), 
Of  all  the  charming  works  that  met  his  eye, 
Not  one,  alas  !  his  meagre  purse  could  buy. 
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While  musing  thus,  his  racked  invention  brought 

To  weeping  IVuz  for  once  a  lucky  thought : 

'  Eureka !'  cried  the  scholar,  with  a  roar, — 

As  Archimedes  shouted  once  before, — 

'  I  have  it ! — True,  my  purse  is  rather  scant, 

But  then  this  catalogue  shows  what  I  want, 

And  so  who  cares  for  poverty  or  pelf  ? — 

I'll  take  my  pen  and  write  the  books  myself !' 

Where  be  our  authors  now  ?     The  noble  band 

Dwindles  apace  from  off  the  famished  land. 

Scarce  a  round  dozen,  at  the  best,  remain 

Of  all  who  once,  among  the  author-train, 

Wrote  books  like  scholars  ; — nor  esteemed  it  hard, 

Genius,  like  Virtue,  was  its  own  reward. 

0  gentle  Irving ! — thou  whom  every  grace 

Of  wit  and  learning  gave  the  highest  place 

In  the  proud  synod  of  the  old  regime, 

In  all  thy  dreaming,  didst  thou  ever  dream 

To  see  thy  craft  a  mere  mechanic  art, 

The  servile  minion  of  the  bookish  mart  ? — 

When  authorship  should  be  the  merest  trade, 

And  men  make  books  as  hats  and  boots  are  made  ? 

Didst  ever  dream  to  see  the  wondrous  day 

When  the  vexed  press  should  spawn  the  vast  array 

Of  trashy  tomes  that  on  the  public  burst, 

So  fast,  they  print  the  *  Tenth  Edition'  first? 

Thou  hast  not  read  them.     God  forbid  !      It  racks 

One's  brains  enough  to  see  their  brazen  backs. 

Yet  thou  wilt  smile,  I  know,  when  thou  art  told 

That  with  each  book  the  buyer  too  is  *  sold  ;' 

That  soon  the  puffing  art  shall  all  be  vain, 

And  sense  and  reason  rule  the  town  again. 

Sweet  to  the  traveller  is  the  urchin's  chimes, 

Proclaiming, '  'Ere's  your  'Erald,  Tribune,  Times  ! 
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Those  lively  records  of  the  passing  clay, 

That  catch  the  echo,  ere  it  dies  away, 

Of  battle,  bravery,  sudden  death,  and  all 

That  human  minds  can  startle  or  appal ; 

Marriage  and  murder ;  things  of  different  name, 

Alas  !  that  oft  the  two  should  be  the  same  ! 

Letters  describing  merry  rural  scenes ; 

Ship-news,  and,  often,  news  for  the  marines  ; 

Fortune's  bright  favours,  and  Misfortune's  shocks ; 

The  fall  of  Hungary  and  the  fall  of  stocks ; 

The  important  page  that  tells  the  thrilling  tale 

How  Empires  rise,  and  '  Red  Republics'  fail  j 

How  England's  lion,  loitering  in  his  lair, 

Essays  in  vain  to  fright  the  Russian  bear  ; 

How  France,  bemoaning  the  expensive  war, 

Would  give  her  '  Louis,'  to  save  her  louis-d'or  ; 

While  the  poor  Turk,  whom  hapless  luck  attends, 

Cries,  '  Gracious  Allah  !  save  me  from  my  friends  !' 

I  have  a  neighbour,  of  eccentric  views, 

Who  has  a  mortal  horror  of  the  news ; 

As  lessons  are  to  boys,  when  long  and  hard  j 

Spiders,  to  ladies  ;  censure,  to  a-  bard  ; 

To  losers,  bets ;  to  holders,  railway  stock ; 

Lectures  to  husbands,  after  ten  o'clock ; 

Bacon  to  Hebrews,  or  to  Quakers,  war : 

Squalls  to  a  sailor  or  a  bachelor ; 

To  Satan,  prayer-books,  or  to  Islam,  wine, 

So  are  '  the  papers'  to  this  friend  of  mine. 

You've  but  to  ask  him,  in  the  common  way, 

The  usual  question,  and,  to  your  dismay, 

He'll  pour,  remorseless,  on  your  tingling  ear 

Such  streams  of  satire  as  you'll  quake  to  hear. 

'  The  News  ? — Thank  Heaven ! — I'm  not  the  man  to 

know, 
I  do  not  take  the  papers ;  you  can  go, 
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If  you  possess  the  patience  and  the  pelf, 

And  read  the  lying  journals  for  yourself; 

I  hate,  despise,  detest,  abhor  them  all, 

Hebdomadal,  diurnal,  great  and  small. 

The  News,  indeed  ! — pray  do  you  call  it  news 

When  shallow  noddles  publish  shallow  views? 

Pray,  is  it  news  that  turnips  should  be  bred 

As  large  and  hollow  as  the  owner's  head  ? 

News,  that  a  clerk  should  rob  his  master's  hoard, 

Whose  meagre  salary  scarcely  pays  his  board  ? 

News,  that  two  knaves,  their  spurious  friendship  o'er, 

Should  tell  the  truths  which  they  concealed  before  ? 

News,  that  a  maniac,  weary  of  his  life, 

Should  end  his  sorrows  with  a  rope  or  knife  ? 

News,  that  a  wife  should  violate  the  vows 

That  bind  her,  loveless,  to  a  tyrant  spouse  ? 

News,  that  a  daughter  cheats  paternal  rule, 

And  weds  a  scoundrel  to  escape  a  fool  ? — 

The  news,  indeed  : — Such  matters  are  as  old 

As  sin  and  folly,  rust  and  must  and  mould  j 

Nor  fit  to  publish  even  when,  in  sooth, 

By  merest  chance  the  papers  tell  the  truth  !' 

So  raves  my  friend, — a  worthy  man  enough, 
But  in  his  utterance  rather  rude  and  rough  ; 
Fond  of  extremes,  and  so  exceeding  strong, 
E'en  in  the  right  he's  often  in  the  wrong. 
One  of  those  people  whom  you  may  have  seen 
(You  know  them  always  by  their  nervous  mien,) 
Who  when  they  go  a-fishing  in  the  well 
Where  Truth,  the  angel,  is  supposed  to  dwell, 
So  very  roughly  knock  the  nymph  about, 
She  kicks  the  bucket  ere  she's  fairly  out ! — 
Yet,  if  they  would,  the  noble  lords  of  print, 
E'en  from  my  friend,  might  take  a  wholesome  hint. 
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0  for  a  pen  with  Hogarth's  genius  rife 
To  paint  the  scenes  of  Editorial  life. 
The  tale,  I  know,  is  rather  trite  and  old, 
And  yet,  perchance,  it  may  be  freshly  told, 
As  some  plain  dish,  a  simple  roast  or  stew, 
Takes  a  new  flavour  in  a  French  ragout. 


SCENE — a  third  story  in  a  dismal  court, 

Where  weary  printers  just  at  eight  resort; 

A  dingy  door  that  with  a  rattle  shuts ; 

Heaps  of  '  Exchanges,'  much  adorned  with  '  cuts ;' 

Pens,  paste,  and  paper  on  the  table  strewed ; 

Books,  to  be  read  when  they  have  been  reviewed ; 

Pamphlets  and  tracts  so  very  dull  indeed 

That  only  they  who  wrote  them  e'er  will  read ; 

Nine  letters,  touching  themes  of  every  sort, 

And  one  with  money — -just  a  shilling  short — 

Lie  scattered  round  upon  a  common  level. 

PERSONS — the  Editor  ;  enter,  now,  the  Devil : — 

'  Please,  Sir,  since  this  'ere  article  was  wrote, 

There's  later  news  perhaps  you'd  like  to  quote  : 

The  allies  storming  with  prodigious  force, 

S'&os-to-pol  is  down  !'     '  Set  it  up,  of  course.' 

'  And,  Sir,  that  murder's  done — there's  only  left 

One  larceny.'     '  Pray  don't  omit  the  theft.' 

'  And,  Sir,  about  the  mob — the  matter's  fat' — 

'  The    mob  ? — that's    wrong — pray    just     distribute 

that.' 

'  And  here's  an  article  has  come  to  hand, 
A  reg'lar,  'rig'nal  package'—'  Let  that  stand  !' 
Exit  the  imp  of  Faust,  and  enter  now 
A  fierce  subscriber  with  a  scowling  brow ; — 
'  Sir,  curse  your  paper  ! — send  the  thing  to' — Well, 
The  place  he  names  were  impolite  to  tell  j 
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Enough  to  know  the  hero  of  the  Press 
Cries, '  Thomas,  change  the  gentleman's  address  ! 
We'll  send  the  paper,  if  the  post  will  let  it, 
Where  the  subscriber  will  be  sure  to  get  it !' 

Who  would  not  be  an  Editor  ? — To  write 
The  magic  '  we'  of  such  enormous  might ; 
To  be  so  great  beyond  the  common  span 
It  takes  the  plural  to  express  the  man ; 
And  yet,  alas  !  it  happens  oftentimes 
A  unit  serves  to  number  all  his  dimes ! 
But  don't  despise  him ;  there  may  chance  to  be 
An  earthquake  lurking  in  his  simple  '  we  !' 

In  the  close  precincts  of  a  dusty  room 
That  owes  few  losses  to  the  lazy  broom, 
There  sits  the  man ;  you  do  not  know  his  name, 
Brown,  Jones,  or  Johnson — it  is  all  the  same — • 
Scribbling  away  at  what  perchance  may  seem 
An  idler's  musing,  or  a  dreamer's  dream ; 
His  pen  runs  rambling,  like  a  straying  seed : 
The  'we'  he  writes  seems  very  'wee'  indeed; 
But  mark  the  change  ;  behold  the  wondrous  power 
Wrought  by  the  Press  in  one  eventful  hour ; 
To-night,  'tis  harmless  as  a  maiden's  rhymes ; 
To-morrow,  thunder  in  the  London  Times  I 
The  ministry  dissolves  that  held  for  years ; 
Her  Grace,  the  Duchess,  is  dissolved  in  tears  ; 
The  Rothschilds  quail ;  the  church,  the  army,  quakes ; 
The  very  kingdom  to  its  centre  shakes ; 
The  Corn  Laws  fall ;  the  price  of  bread  comes  down- 
Thanks  to  the  '  we'  of  Johnson,  Jones,  or  Brown  ! 

Firm  in  the  right,  the  daily  Press  should  be 
The  tyrant's  foe,  the  champion  of  the  free : 
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Faithful  and  constant  to  its  sacred  trust; 
Cairn  in  its  utterance  ;  in  its  judgments,  just ; 
Wise  in  its  teaching  ;  uncorrupt,  and  strong 
To  speed  the  right,  and  to  denounce  the  wrong. 
Long  may  it  be  ere  candour  must  confess 
On  Freedom's  shores  a  weak  and  venal  Press. 


NOTES. 


NOTE  1,    Page  0. 

'  While  the  dear  country,  as  the  reader  learns, 
Is  saved  or  ruined  in  quadrennial  turns.' 
It  is  certainly  very  notable  that  the  difference  between  the 
country's  '  ruin'  and  '  salvation,'  by  the  vicissitudes  of  politics, 
is  so  little  obvious  to  the  mere  observer  of  national  affairs, 
that  he  would  scarcely  know  when  to  weep  or  rejoice  but  for 
the  timely  information  afforded  by  his  party  newspaper ! 

NOTE  2.    Page  10. 

'  While  their  own  thoughts  the  wretches  fear  to  speak, 
Not  Sundays  only,  but  throughout  the  iveeJc.' 
An  allusion  to  the  Scriptural  injunction, '  not  to  speak  one's 
own  words'  on  the  Sabbath  day. 

NOTE  3.    Page  13. 

'And  husJi  the  wail  of  Peter  Plymley's  rjhost.' 
Rev.  Sydney  Smith,  the  English  author  and  wit,  lately 
deceased,  who,  having  speculated  in  Pennsylvania  Bonds  to 
the  damage  of  his  estate,  berated  the  '  rascally  repudiators' 
with  much  spirit,  and  lamented  his  losses  in  many  excellent 
jests. 

NOTE  4.    Page  14. 

'  Unfriendly  hills  no  longer  interpose 
As  stillborn  tcalls  to  geographic  foes, 
2?or  envious  streams  run  only  to  divide 
The  hearts  of  brethren  ranged  on  either  side* 
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'  Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.     Mountains  interposed 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 
Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one.' 

NOTE  5.    Page  15. 
'  No  pitying  nymplis  Jiad  gathered  round  to  weep.1 

It  is  a  part  of  the  fable  of  Phaethon,  the  son  of  Helios,  of 
whom  mention  is  made  a  few  lines  above,  that,  when  he  had 
fallen  from  the  sky  and  was  drowned  in  the  river  Eridanus, 
his  sisters,  the  Heliades,  assembling  on  the  shore,  lamented 
his  fate  in  tears,  which  were  changed  to  amber  as  they  fell. 

NOTE  6.    Page  22. 
*  To  show,  for  once,  that  Dutchmen  are  not  dull' 

Pere  Bouhours  seriously  asked  'if  a  German  could  be 
a  "bel  esprit.'"  This  concise  question  was  answered  by 
Kramer,  in  a  ponderous  work  entitled  '  Vindicce  nominis  Ger- 


NOTE  7.    Page  26. 

'In  closest  girdle,  O  reluctant  Miise, 
In  scantiest  skirts,  and  lightest-stepping  shoes' 
Imitated  from  the  opening  couplet  of  Holmes's  'Terpsi 
chore/ — 

'  In  narrowest  girdle,  O  reluctant  Muse, 
In  closest  frock,  and  Cinderella  shoes' 

NOTE  8.    Page  27. 

' She  stoops  to  conquer  in  a  Grecian  curve* 
Terence,  who  wrote  comedies  a  little  more  than  two  thousand 
years  ago,  thus  alludes  to  this  and   a   kindred  custom  then 
prevalent  among  the  Roman  girls:  — 

'  Virgines,  quas  matres  student 
Demissia  humeris  esse,  vincto  corpore,  ut  graciles  fiant.' 
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Tlic  sense  of  the  passage  may  be  given  in  English,  with 
sufficient  accuracy,  thus: — 

'  Maidens,  whom  fond,  maternal  care  has  graced 
With  stooping  shoulders,  and  a  cinctured  waist.' 

NOTE  9.    Page  30. 
'  Their  tumid  tropes  for  simple  Sitncombe  made' 

Many  readers,  who  have  heard  about '  making  speeches  for 
Buncombe,'  may  not  be  aware  that  the  phrase  originated  as 
follows : — A  member  of  Congress  from  the  county  of  Bun 
combe,  North  Carolina,  while  pronouncing  a  magniloquent 
set-speech,  was  interrupted  by  a  remark  from  the  chair,  that 
'the  seats  were  quite  vacant.'  'Never  mind,  never  mind,' 
replied  the  orator,  '  I'm  talking  for  Buncombe !' 

NOTE  10.    Page  30. 

'  Till  rising  liigli  in  rancorous  debate, 
And  higher  still  in  fierce,  envenomed  hate,' 
Etc. 

'Sed  jurgia  prima  sonare 

Incipiunt  animis  ardentibus;  ha?c  tuba  rixa?; 

Dein  clamore  pari  concurritur,  et  vice  teli 

Saevit  nuda  manus.' — Juv.,  Sat.  xv. 

NOTE  11.    Page  33. 
'  Not  uninvited  to  Tier  task  slie  came.' 

This  Poem  was  written  at  the  instance  of  the  Associated 
Alumni  of  Middlebury  College,  and  spoken  before  that  Societv, 
July  22, 1846. 

NOTE  12.    Page  33. 

'  .AT0  singer's  trick, — conveniently  to  "bring 
A  sudden  coiigh  when  importuned  to  sing' 

The  capriciousncss  of  musical  folk,  hero  alluded  to,  is  by  no 
means  peculiar  to  our  times.  A  little  before  the  Christian 
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era,  Horace  had  occasion  to  scold  the  Roman  singers  for  the 
same  fault : — 

*  Omnibus  hoc  vitium  est  cantoribus,  inter  amicos, 
Ufc  nunquam  inducant  animum  cantare  rogati; 
Injussi  nunquam  desistant.' — SAT.  in. 

NOTE  13.    Page  248. 

'  Came  at  a  bound  upon  the  wondering  earth? 
It  is  a  notable  fact,— as  one  may  see  by  a  glance  at  the  early 
specimens  of  printing,— that  typography  was  at  the  very  first 
so  excellent  as  to  leave  little  room  for  improvement.  With 
equal  truth  and  felicity  it  has  been  called,  '  Ars  simul  inventa 
atque  pcrfecta.' 

NOTE  14.    Page  249. 

'  Aristophanes,  ivhose  humour  run 
In  vain  endeavour  to  be-"  cloud"  the  sun. 

An  allusion  to  the  comedy  of  "The  Clouds,"  written  in 
ridicule  of  Socrates. 


THE  END. 
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